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13"  The  Reader  is  defired  to  obferve,  that  the  Paflages  omilted 
in  the  Reprefentation  at  the  Theatres  are  here  preferred,  and 
marked  with  fingle  inverted  Commas ;  as  at  Lines  a  to  4,  in 
Page  oo. 
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PREFACE. 


THE  abilities  of  DRYDEN  as  a  writer,  are  Co 
generally  and  fo  juftly  acknowledged  to  be 
of  the  firft  clafs,  that  it  would  be  fomething  worfc 
than  impropriety,  to  alter  nny  of  his  productions 
without  afligning  the  reafon.  For  the  alteration 
of  his  AMPHITRYON,  indeed,  the  reafon  is  evi- 
dent ;  for  it  is  fo  tainted  with  the  profanenefs  and 
immodcfty  of  the  time  in  which  he  wrote,  that 
the  prefent  time,  however  felfifh  and  corrupt,  has 
too  much  regard  to  external  decorum,  to  permit 
the  reprefentation  of  it  upon  the  ftage,  without 
drawing  a  veil,  at  leaft,  over  fome  part  of  its 
deformity  :  the  principal  part  of  the  alterations, 
therefore,  are  made  with  a  moraJ  view ;  though 
l~.>nie  inaccuracies,  which  were  remarked  on  the 
examination  which  thefe  alterations  made  necef- 
f;uv,  are  alfo  removed,  of  which  the  following 
are  the  chief. 

In  the  fcene  between  Sofia  and  Mercury  in  the 
i'tvond  ad,  Amphitryon  is  fuppofcd  to  have  fent 
a  buckle  of  diamonds  by  Sofia,  as  a  prefent  to 
Alcmcna  ;  t-.r  N>i;a  firfl  afks  Mercury  "  if  Am- 
*'  phitryon  did  feud  a  certain  fervant  with  a  pre- 
"  lent  to  his  wife;"  and  foon  after  nfks  him, 
-'•  what  that  pic  lent  was,"  which,  by  Mercury's 
anlwcr,  appears  to  be  the  diamond  buckle  :  yet 
in  the  fcene  between  Amphitryon  and  Alcmena, 
in  the  third  act,  when  Alcmena  afks  him,  as  a 
proof  of  his  having  been  with  her  before,  from 
whofe  hands  (he  had  the  jewel,  he  cries  out, 
'*  This  is  amazing  !  have  /  already  given  you 
"  thofe  diamonds?  the  prefent  I  referred*-  •  -" 
And  inftead  of  fuppofmg  that  Sofia  bad  delivered 
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them  as  patt  of  his  errand,  which  he  pretended  he 
could  not  execute,  he  appeals  to  him  for  their  be- 
ing in  fafe  cuftody,  referved  to  be  prefented  by 
himfelf.  This  is  an  inconfiftency  peculiar  to 
DRYDEK,  for  neither  PLAUTUS  nor  MOLIERE 
any  where  mention  the  prefent  to  have  been  fent 
by  Sofia. 

There  is  another  inaccuracy  of  the  fame  kind, 
•which  occurs  both  in  PLAUTUS  and  MOLIERK. 
It  appears  in  the  fecond  act,  that  one  part  of 
Sofia's  errand  was  to  give  Alcmena  a  pai  ucular 
account  of  the  battle  ;  and  Sofia's  account  of  his 
being  prevented,  is  fo  extravagant  and  abfurd 
that  Amphitryon  cannot  believe  it:  yet  when 
Alcmena,  in  the  third  a6t,  afks  Amphitryon  how 
fhe  came  to  know  "what  he  had  fcnt  Sofia  to 
"  tell  her,"  Amphitryon  in  aftonifhment  feerns 
to  admit  that  fhc  could  know  thefe  particular  only 
from  himfelfr  and  does  not  confider  her  quefiion 
as  a  proof  that  Sofia  had  indeed  delivered  his 
ineflage,  though  for  fome  rcafons  he  had  pretended 
the  contrary,  and  forged  an  incredible  ftoiy  to 
account  for'his  neglect.  As  it  would  have  been 
much  more  natural  for  Amphitryon,  to  Ivivc  fup- 
pofed  that  Sofia  had  told  him  a  lie,  than  that 
Alcmena  had,  by  a  miracle,  learnt  what  only  he 
and  Sofia  could  tell  her,  without  feeing,  either  of 
them;  this  inaccuracy  is  removed,  by  intn.Jucing 
luch  a  fuppohtion,  a:iJ  making  the  dialogue  cor-, 
refpond  with  it. 

in  the  fcccnd  act,  Jupiter,  in  the  cluracl^r  of  ' 
Amphitryon,  leaves   Alcmena  with  much   reluc- 
tance, pretending  hafle   to  the  camp,  and  treat 
(olicitude  to   keep  his  vilit  to  her  a  fecret  from 
the  Thcbans  :   yet  when  he   appears  again  in  tno 
third  ait,  which  he  knew  would  be  taken  for  tiic 
third  appearance  of  Amphitryon,  he  does  not  ac- 
count for  his  fuppofed  fecond  appearance  at  the 
return  of  the  real  Amphitryon,  juft  afterhis  de- 
parture, 
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parture,  which  fcems  to  be  absolutely  neceflary  to 
maintain  his  borrowed  character  confidently;  and 
without  dropping  the  lead  hint  of  his  being  no 
longer  felicitous  to  conceal  his  excurfion  from 
the  camp,  he  fends  Sofia  to  invite  fevcral  of  th. 
citizens  to  dinner. 

Many  other  inaccuracies  lefs  confuleraMc,  and 
lefs  apparent,  have  been  removed,  which  it  is  tint 
iiecefTary  to  point  out  :  whoever  fhall  think  i: 
worth  while  diligently  to  compare  the  play  ns  ir 
ftood,  with  the  altered  copy,  can  fcarce  f.i;l  TJ 
lee  the  reafon  of  the  alterations  as  they  occu:. 

It  muft  be  confefled,  that  there  are  frill  innnv 
things  in  Amphitryon,  which,  though  I  did  not; 
obliterate,  I  would  not  have  written;  but  I  think 
none  of  thefs  are  exceptionable  in  a  moral  view. 
There  are  many  pafiages  in  which  Lord  Amphi- 
tryon and  Lady  Alcmena  are  treated  by  their  fer- 
vants  with  a  familiarity,  which  is  not  now  al- 
lowed on  the  greater  llage  of  the  living  world  ; 
and,  indeed,  from  this  fault,  I  fcarce  know  an.- 
comedy  that  is  perfectly  free  :  however,  feme  6? 
the  grofTer  freedoms  that  were  taken  by  F 
with  the  character  of  Judge  Gripus,  are  it ;. 
and  this  was  the  more  neceflary,  as  Gripur 
Alcmena's  uncle  ;  and,  therefore,  in  her  prcfcnct, 
could  not,  without  the  utmoit  impropriety,  in- 
enquired  after  of  Amphitryon  himfelf,  as  a  wretch' 
who  had  grown  old  in  the  abufe  of  his  office  as  a. 
magiflrate,  by  felling  juftice,  and  fwelling  his 
purfe  with  bribes. 

If  after  all  it  be  afked,  why  this  play  was  al- 
tered at  all,  I  anfwer,  becaufe  it  might  otherwife 
have  been  revived,  either  by  other  managers,  or 
at  another  houfe,  without  being  altered,  other- 
wife  than  by  being  maimed  :  fome  parts,  indeed, 
would  have  been  left  out ;  but  as  nothing  would 
have  been  fubftitutcd  in  the  ftead,  it  would 
have  become  imperfect,  in  proportion  as  it  became 
A  3  lei's 
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lefs  vicious  ;  and  would  ftill  have  been  fo  viciou* 
in  the  very  conftituent  parts,  as  to  fully,  and, 
perhaps,  corrupt  almoft  every  mind,  before 
which  it  had  been  represented.  But  though  I 
fho'jld  have  been  forry  to  fee  the  joint  work  of 
J'LAUTUS,  MOLIERE,  and  DRYDEN,  fo  muti- 
l-jt-td,  as  to  lofe  that  proportion  of  parts  by 
v.  hich  alone  thofe  parts  can  conftitute  a  whole  ; 
yet  my  principal  view  was  efFctStually  to  prevent 
the  exhibition  of  it  in  a  condition,  in  which  it 
could  not  be  fafely  feen  :  awl  thin,  I  hope,  will 
be  admitted  as  a  fufficicnt  apology,  (for  my  li- 
ving thus  employed  feme  hours  of  that  time  which 
ihal!  return  no  niore)  by  thofe  who  have  little  re- 
giird  for  AMPHITRYON  as  a  piece  of  ancient  hu- 
mour, retouched  and  heightened  by  two  of  the 
mo  it  eminent  mafters  that  modern  times  have 
produced. 


FRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 


<fHIS  night  let  bufy  man  to  pleafure  /fare  : 

Far  hence  be  fearching  thought,  and  pining  cart  ; 
Far  hence  what  e'er  can  agonize  the  foul, 
Grief,  terror,  rage,  the  dagger  and  the  bowl  ! 
7  he  comic  Mufe,  a  gay  propitious  /covV, 
To  dimpled  laughter  gives  this  mirthful  hour. 

T'ht  fcenes  which  PLAUTUS  drew,  to-night  we  Jhe-\* 
7  ouch'  d  4>'  M  o  L  i  E  R  E  ,   £y  D  R  Y  D  E  N  taught  to  glo-w. 
D  R  v  D  E  N  !  —  in  evil  days  bis  genius  roft, 
Urben  IV  it  and  Decency  were  conft  ant  foes  : 
Wit  then  defl'd  in  manners  and  in  mind, 
Whene'er  he  fought  to  plea  ft  difgrac'd  mankind. 
Freed  from  his  faults,  we  bring  him  to  the  Fair  ', 
dnd  urge  once  more  bit  claim  to  Beauty'1  's  care. 
7  bat  thus  we  court  jour  praife,  is  praife  beftwfd  \ 
Since  all  our  'virtue  from  your  virtue 


But  there  are  feme  —  •  —  'no  matter  where  they  Jit— 
Who  f  mack  their  lips,  and  hope  the  lufcious  bit* 
T'be/e  claim  regard,  deny  it  they  that  can  —  — 
"   'The  Prince  of  Darkaefs  is  a.  gentleman  !'* 
Yet  ivby  apologize,  tbo'  thefe  complain  ; 
They'  re  free  to  all  the  reft  of  Drury-Lane. 

To  thefe  bright  ro-ius  v.'e  boaft  a  kind  intent  ; 
We  fought  their  plaudit,  and  their  pleafure  meant. 
Yet  not  on  ivbat  we  give,  our  fame  muft  rife  ; 
Jn  '"what  i>:s  take  away,  our  merit  lies. 
On  no  nenu  force  bej}o-~w>d!  ive  found  our  claim  ; 
cfo  make  W  ,  T  HONEST,   was  our  only  aim  : 
If^wefucceed,  feme  praife  we  boldly  ajk— 
To  make  WIT   H  o  N  E  s  T  is-  no  eafy  tajk* 
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Enter  Mercury  and  Phoebus. 
NOW  you  the  reafon  of  this  prefent  fum- 

mons  ? 

'Tis  neither  council-day,  nor  is  this  heaven  : 
What  bufinefs  has  our  Jupiter  on  earth  ? 
Why  more  at  Thebes  than  any  other  place  ? 
And  why  are  we,  of  all  the  Deities, 
Selected  out  to  meet  him  in  confult  ? 
They  call  me  God  of  Wifdom  ;    but  the  hind, 
That  whittling  turns  the  furrow  to  my  beams, 
Knows  full  as  much  as  1. 

Merc,  1  have   difcharg'd   my  duty  ;  which   was  to 

fummon  you,   Phoebus  :  we   (hall   know   more  ar.on, 

when  the  Thunderer  comes  down.     'Tis  our  part  to 

obey  our  father  ;  and  here  he  is.         [Jupiter  dcfcends. 

"Jap.  No  thoughts,  not  ev'n  of  Gods,   are  hid  from 

Jove : 

Your  doubts  are  all  before  me ;  but  my  will, 
In  awful  darknefs  wrapt,  no  eye  can  reach 
'Till  I  withdraw  the  veil.     Yf*t,    thus  far  know, 
That,  for  the  good  of  human  kind,  this  night 
1  Ihall  beget  a  future  Hercules ; 
Who  ihall  redrcts  the  wrongs  of  injur'd  mortals, 
Shall  conquer  monlters,  and  reform  the  world. 

Phtzb.  Some  mortal  we  prcfume  of  Cadmus'  blood — 

Some  Theban  beauty 

"Jvp.  Yes,  the  fair  Alcmena. 
You  two  muft  be  fubfervient  to  my  purpofe. 
Amphitryon,  the  brave  Theban  general, 

A  S  Ha, 
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Has  overcome  his  country's  foes  in  fight, 

And  in  a  fingle  duel  flain  their  king : 

His  conqu'ring  troops  are  eager  on  their  march, 

Returning  home  ;  while  their  young  general, 

More  eager  to  review  his  beauteous  wife, 

Pofts  on  before,  wing'd  with  impetuous  love,     a  iO 

And,  by  to-morrow's  dawn,  will  reach  this  town. 

Phaeb.  Then  how  are  we  to  be  employ'd  this  evening? 
Time's  precious,  and  thefe  fummer  nights  are  fliort ; 
I  muft  be  early  up  to  light  the  world. 

jfuf>.  You  mall  not  rife ;  there  (hall  be  no  to-morrow. 

Merc.  Then  the  world's  to  be  at  an  end,  I  find. 

Phaeb.  Or  elfe  a  gap  in  nature,   of  a  day. 

Jup.  The  night,  if  not  reftrain'd,  too  foon  would 

pafs  ; 

Too  foon  the  dawn  would  bring  Amphitryon  back,:  ft 
Whofe  place  I  mean  to  hold  :  and  fure  a  day, 
One  day  will  be  well  loft  to  bufy  man. 
Night  mail  continue  fleep,  and  care  fufpend : 
So,  many  men  fhall  live,  and  live  in  peace, 
Whom  funfhine  had  betray'd  to  envious  fight, 
And  fight  to  fudden  rage,  and  rage  to  death. 

Pbaeb.  I  lhall  be  curs'd  by  all  the  lab'ring  trades, 
That  early  rife  :   but  you  muft  be  obey'd. 

Jup.  No  matter  for  the  cheating  part  of  man  ; 
They  have  a  day's  fm  lefs  to  anfwer  for. 

Phoeb.  When  wou'd  you  have  me  wake? 

Jup.  Your  brother  Mercury  fhall  bring  you  word. 

[Exit  Phcebas. 

17o  Merc.]   Here  have  I  taken  Amphitryon's  form  : 
Thou  muft  be  Sofia,  this  Amphitryon's  flave  ; 
Who,  all  this  night,  is  travelling  to  Thebes, 
To  tell  Alcmena  of  her  lord's  approach, 
And  bring  her  joyful  news  of  viftory. 

Merc.  But  why  muft  I  be  Sofia  ? 

Jup.  Dull  God  of  Wit,  thou  ftatue  of  thyfelf ! 
^/  Thou  muft  be  Sofia,  to  keep  out  Sofia  ; 

Whofe  entrance  well  might  raife  unruly  noife, 

And  fo  diftraft  Alcmena's  tender  foul, 

She  wou'd  not  meet,  with  equal  warmth,  my  lov*. 

Mi'ir.  Let  me  alone;  I'll  cudgel  him  away  : 
fcur  I  abhor  fo  villainous  a  fliape. 


[^ 
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Jtef.  T.-.ke  it ;  I  charge  thee  on  thy  duty,  take  it : 
Nor  dare  to  lay  it  down,  till  I  command. 

Night  appears  above  in  a  chariot. 
Look  up  ;  the  Night  is  in  her  filent  chariot, 
And  rolling  juft  o'er  Thebes  :  bid  her  drive  flowly  ;. 
Or  make  a  double  turn  about  the  world  ; 
While  1  drop  Jove,  and  take  Amphitryon's  form, 
To  be  the  greater,  while  I  feem  the  lefs.      [Exit  Jup.- 

Merc.  [To  Night.]  Madam  Night,  a  good  even  to 
you  !  Fair  and  foftly,  I  befeech  you,  madam  :  I  have 
a  word  or  two  to  you,  from  no  lefs  a  God  than  Jupiter. 

Night.  O,  my  induftrious  and  rhetorical  friend,  is 
it  you  ?  What  makes  you  here  upon  earth  at  this  un- 
feafonable  hour  ? 

Merc.  Why  I'll  tell  you  prefently  ;  but  firft  let  me 
fit  down,  for  I'm  confoundedly  tired. 

Night.  Fy,  Mercury!  fure  your  tongue  runs  be- 
fore your  wit  now:  does  it  become  a  God,  think  you, 
to  fay  that  he's  tired  ? 

Merc.  Why  do  you  think  the  Gods  are  made  of 
iron  ? 

Night.  No ;  but  you  mould  always  keep  up  your 
Godlhip  in  your  converfation,  and  leave  to  man- 
kind the  ufe  of  fuch  vulgar  words  as  derogate  from 
the  dignity  of  immortality. 

Merc.  Ay,  'tis  fine  talking,  'faith,  in  that  eafy 
chariot  of  yours :  you  have  a  brace  of  fine  geldings 
before  you,  and  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  touch  the 
reins  with  your  finger  or  thumb,  throw  yourfelf  back 
in  your  feat,  and  enjoy  your  ride  wherever  you  pleafe: 
but  'tis  not  fo  with  me  :  I,  who  am  the  meilenger  of 
the  Gods,  and  traverfe  more  ground  both  in  heaven 
and  earth  than  all  of  them  put  together,  am,  thanks 
to  Fate,  the  only  one  that  is  not  furnifh'd  with  a 
vehicle. 

Night.  But  if  Fate  has  denied  you  a  vehicle,  fhe 
has  bellowed  wings  upon  your  feet. 

Merc.  Yes,  1  thank  her,  that  I  might  make  the 
more  halte ;  but  does  making  more  halte  keep  me 
from  being  tired,  d'ye  think  ? 

Night.  Well,  but  to  the  buiinefs :  what  have  you 
to  fay  to  me  ? 

Merc.  Why,  as  I  told  you,  I  have  a  meflage  from 
A  6  J  upiter  : 
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Jupiter:  it  is  his  will  and  his  pleafare,  that  you  maf- 
fle  up  this  part  of  th^  world  In  your  dark  mantle,, 
fomewliiit  longer  than  ufual  at  this  time  of  the  year. 

Night.  Why  what  is  to  be  done  now  ? 

Merc.  Done !  why  he  is  this  night  to  be  the  pro- 
genitor of  a  Demigod,  who  fhall  deftroy  moniters, 
humble  tyrants,  and  redrefs  the  injured  ;  men  are  t«x 
become  happy  by  his  labours,  and  heroic  by  his  ex- 
ample. 

Night.  Jupiter  is  very  gracious  indeed  to  mankind  ! 
but  I  am  not  much  oblig'd  to  him  for  the  honourable 
employment  he  has  been  pleafed  to  affigu  me  in  this 
bufme'fs. 

Merc.  Not  obliged  to  him,  madam  !  why  fo  ?  You 
WAS  always  a  friend  to  mankind,  and  he  might  rea- 
fyrubly  think  you  would  take  pleafure  in  deferving 
their  homage  upon  fo  important  an  occafion. 

Night.  Pleafure  1  what  in  taking  upon  me  the  mofl 
odious  character,  a  character  that 

Merc.  Come,  come,  madam,  that  is  good  of  which 
good  comes  ;  this  is  a  fafe  principle  for  us  Deities, 
whatever  it  is  for  mortals,  who  can  no  more  fee  the 
fonfequences  of  their  own  actions  than  what  is  doing 
behind  your  curtain. 

Night.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon— I  acknowledge,  fir, 
that  you  are  much  better  acquainted  with  thefe  af- 
fairs than  I  am  ;  and  therefore  I  xvill  e'en  accept  of 
my  employment,  relying  wholly  uppn  your  judgment. 
.  Not  fo  fait,  good  Madam  Night ;  none  of 
.our  innuendo's,  if  you  pleafe  :  you  are  reported  not 
t->  be  fo  iny  as  you  pretend  ;  and  1  know  that  you  are 
t'.ic  truity  confident  of  many  a  private  treaty,  and 
have  as  little  to  boaft  of  in  fome  particulars  as  I. 

Night.  Well,  well,  do  not  let  us  expofe  ourfelvcs 
to  tiie  malicious  laughter  of  mankind  by  our  quarrels. 

Merc.  About  your  bufmefs  then  :  put  a  fpoke  into 
your  chariot-wheels,  andorder  theSeven  Stars  tohalt, 
while  I  put  myfelf  into  the  habit  of  a  ferving-man  ; 
:^nd  drefs  up  a  falfe  Sofia,  to  wait  upon  a  falfe  Am- 
phitryon. Good  night,  Night. 

-My  fcrvice  to  Jupiter.    Farewell,  Mercury. 
1  Night  poe J  backward.     Exit  Merc. 
SCENT. 
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-tmi.       SCENE,    Amphitryon'/  palace. 

Enter  Alcmena  alone. 

Ale.  Why  was  I  marry'd  to  the  man  I  love ! 
For,  had  he  been  indifferent  to  my  choice, 
Or  had  been  hated,  abfence  had  been  pleafure  ; 
But  now  I  fear  for  my  Amphitryon's  life. 
At  home,  in  private,  and  fecure  from  war, 
I  am  amidft  an  hoft  of  armed  foes  ; 
S  attaining  all  his  cares,  pierc'd  with  his  wounds  ; 
And  if  he  falls  (which  O  ye  Gods  avert) 
Am  in  Amphitryon  flain  !  Wou'd  I  were  there, 
And  he  were  here  ;  fo  might  we  change  our  fates ; 
That  he  might  grieve  for  me,  and  I  might  die  for 
him ! 

Enter  Pliasdra  running. 

Ph<ed.  Good  news,  good  news,  madam  ! — O  fuch 
admirable  news,  that  if  I  kept  it  in  a  moment,  I 
fiiou'd  burlt  with  it! 

Ale.  Is  it  from  the  army  ? 

Ph<cd.  No  matter. 

Ale.  From  Amphitryon  ? 

Paad.  No  macter,  neither. 

Ale.  Aufwer  me,  I  charge  thee,  if  thy  good  news 
be  any  thing  relating  to  my  lord  :  if  it  be,  afl'ure 
thyfelf  of  a  reward. 

Phad.  Ay,  madam,  now  you  fay  fomething  to  the 
matter  :  you  know  the  bufmefs  of  a  poor  waiting- 
woman,  Kere  upon  earth,  is  to  be  fcraping  up  fome- 
thing againll  a  raia'y  day,  cail'd  the  clay  of  marriage  ; 
every  one  in  our  own  vocation  :  but  what  matter  is  it 
to  me  if  my  lord  has  routed  the  enemy,  if  I  get  no- 
thing of  their  fpoils  ? 

Ale.   Say,  is  my  lord  victorious  ? 

Ph(fd>  Why,  he  is  victorious ;  indeed  I  pray'd  de- 
voutly to  Jupiter  for  a  victory;  by  the  fame  token, 
that  you  Ihou'd  give  me  ten  pieces  of  gold,  if  I 
brought  you  news  of  it. 

Ale.  They  are  thine  ;  fuppofing  he  be  fafe  too. 

rbteet.  Nay,  that's  a  new  bargain;  for  I  vow'd  to 
Jupiter,  that  then  you  mould  give  me  ten  pieces  more. 
But  I  do  undertake  for  my  lord's  fafety ;  if  you  will 
pleafe  to  difcharge  Jupiter  of  the  debt,  and  take  it 
upon  you  to  pay. 

Ale, 
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Ale.  When  he  returns  in  fafety,  Jupiter  and  I  will 
pay  your  vow. 

Pb<fd.  And  I  am  fure  I  articled  with  Jupiter,  that 
if  I  brought  you  news,  that  my  lord  was  upon  re- 
turn, you  mould  grant  me  one  fmall  favour  more 
that  will  coft  you  nothing, 

Ale.  Make  hafte,  thou  torturer;  is  my  Amphi- 
tryon upon  return  ? 

Pb<rd.  Promife  me  that  I  (hall  be  your  bedfellow 
to-night,  as  I  have  been  ever  lince  my  lord's  abfence, 
— unlefs  I  (hall  be  pleas'd  to  releafe  you  of  your 
word. 

Ale.  That's  a  fmall  requeft,  'tis  granted. 

Pbted.   But  fwear  by  Jupiter. 

Ale.  I  fwear  by  Jupiter. 

Ph/ed.  Then  I  believe  he  is  victorious  :  and  I  know 
he  is  fafe  ;  for  I  look'd  through  the  key-hole,  and 
faw  him  knocking  at  the  gate. 

Ale.  And  wou'dft  thou  not  open  to  him  ?  O  thou 
traitrefs ! 

Pbted.  No,  I  was  a  little  wifer :   I  left  Sofia's  wife 
to  let  him  in  :  for  I  was  refolv'd  to  bring  the  news, 
and  make  my  pennyworths  out  of  him,  as  time  mall 
(how. 
Enter  Jupiter  in  the  Jbape  of  Amphitryon,  tvitb  Sofia's 

<wife  Bromia.     He  kijffes  and  embraces  Ale  men  a. 

Jup.  O  let  me  live  for  ever  on  thofe  lips  ! 

The  nedtar  of  the  Gods  to  thefe  is  taitelefs. 

I  fwear,  that  were  I  Jupiter,  this  night 

I  wou'd  renounce  my  heav'n  to  be  Amphitryon. 

Ah.  Then  not  to  fwear  beneath  Amphitryon's  oath, 
(Forgive  me,  Juno,  if  I  am  profane) 
1  fwear,  I  wou'd  be  what  I  am  this  night ; 
And  be  Alcmena,  rather  than  be  Juno. 

Brom.  Good,  my  lord,  what's  become  of  my  poor 
bedfellow,  your  man  Sofia  ?  What,  I  fay,  tho'  1  am 
a  poor  woman,  1  have  a  huiband  as  well  as  my  lady. 

Pbted.  And  what  have  you  done  with  your  old 
friend,  and  my  x>ld  fweetheart,  Judge  Gripus  ?  Jf  he 
be  rich,  I'll  make  him  welcome,  like  an  honourable 
magistrate  :  but  if  not 

Ale.  My  lord,  you  tell  me  nothing  of  the  battle. 
Is  Thebes  victorious,  are  our  foes  dcllroy'd .? 

9  For 
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For  now  I  find  you  fafe,  I  fhould  be  glad     ^ 
To  hear  you  were  in  danger. 

Brom.  {Pulling,  him  on  one  fide,}  I  afk'd  the  firft  <jue- 
ftion  :  anfwer  me,  my  lord. 

Ph<ed.  {Pulling  him  on  t'other  fide, ,]  Peace,  mine's 
a  lover,  and  yours  but  a  hufband :  and  my  judge  is 
my  lord  too  ;  the  title  fhall  take  place,  and  I  will  be 
anfwer 'd. 

Jup.  Sofia  is  fafe — Gripus  is  rich — both  coming 
I  rode  before  'em  with  a  lover's  hafte 

Ale.  Then  I,  it  feems,  am  laft  to  be  regarded  ? 

Jup,  Not  fo,my  love  ;  butthefeobflreperous  tongues 
Have  fnatch'd  their  anfwers  firft::  they  will  be  heard — 
Let  us  retire  where  none  (hall  interrupt  us  ; 
I'll  tell  thee  there  the  battle  and  fuccefs. 
But  I  mall  oft  begin,  and  then  break  off; 
For  love  will  often  interrupt  my  tale, 
And  make  fo  fweet  confufion  in  our  talk, 
That  thou  (halt  afk,  and  I  (hall  anfwer  things, 
That  are  not  of  a  piece,  but  patch'd  with  luffes  ; 
And  nonfenfe  fhall  be  eloquent  in  love. 

Ale,  I  am  the  fool  of  love,  and  find  within  me, 
The  fondnefs  of  a  bride,  without  the  fear. 
My  whole  defires  and  wifhes  are  in  you. 
Great  Juno,  thou  whofe  holy  care  prefides 
O'er  wedded  love,  thy  choiceft  bleffings  pour 
On  this  aufpicious  night. 

Jup.  Juno  may  grudge  ;  for  me   may  fear  a  rival 
Jn  thofe  bright  eyes  :  but  Jupiter  will  grant, 
And  doubly  blefs  this  night. 

Pbted.  [AJide.]  But  Jupiter  fhou'd  afk  my  leave  firft. 

Ah.  Bromia,  prepare  the  chamber  : 
The  tedious  journey  has  difpos'd  my  lord 
To  feek  his  needful  relt.  [Exit  Bromia. 

Phted.  'Tis  very  true,  madam  ;  the  poor  gentleman 
mull  needs  be  weary  :  and,  therefore,  'twas  not  ill- 
contriv'd  that  he  muft  lie  alone  to-night. 

Ale.  [To  Jupiter.}  I  mull  confefs  I  made  a  kind  of 
promife • 

Ph<ed.  [Almoft  crying.]  A  kind  of  promife,  do  you 
call  it?  I  fee  you  wou'd  fain  be  coming  off:  lam 
fure  you  fwore  to  me,  by  Jupiter,  that  I  mould  be 
yeur  bedfellow,  and  I'll  accuic  you  to  him  coo,  the 

firil 
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firil  prayers  I  make ;  and  I'll  pray  on  purpofe  loo, 
that  I  will. 

Jup.  O,  the  malicious  hilding ! 

Ale.  I  did  fwear  indeed,  my  lord. 

Jup.  Forfwear  thyfelf ;  for  Jupiter  but  laughs 
At  lovers  perjuries. 

Pbad.  The  more  (harne  for  him  if  he  does. 

Jup.  Alcmena  come, 

Ale.  [Sighing.]  She  has  ray  oath  ; 
And  fure  (he  may  releafe  it  if  (he  pleafes 

Pk<ed.  Why  truly,  madam,  I  am  not  cruel  in  my 
nature  to  poor  diftrefied  lovers  :  for  it  may  be  my  own 
cafe  another  day :  and  therefore,  if  my  lord  plcafes 
to  confider  me 

Jup.  Anything,  anything!  but  name  thy  \virn, 
and  have  it. 

Phad.  Ay,  now  you  fay,  any  thing,   any  thing  ! 
but  you  wou'd  tell  me  another  ftory  to  norrow  rv 
ing.     Look  you,  my  lord,  hare's  p.  hand  open  to  re- 
ceive ;  you  know  the  meaning  of  it. 

Jup.  Thou  malt  have  all  the  treafury  of  heav'n. 

Phczd.  Yes,  when  you  are  Jupiter  to  difpofe  of  it. 
You 'have  got  fome  part  cf  the  enemies  fpoil  1  wp.rrr.nt 
you— I  fee  a  little  trifling  diamond  upon  your  finger; 
and  I  am  proud  enough  to  think  it  would  become 
mine  too. 

Jup.   Here,   tcke  it. 

[  Taking  a  ring  off  his  fngtr  and  gii'lng  it. 
This  is  a  very  woman  : 
Ik-r  fe\'  is  avarice,  and  (he,  in  one, 
Is  all  her  fcx. 

Phad.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  no  matter  what  you  fay  of  u?. 
Go,  get  you  together,  you  naughty  couple  :  to- 
morrow morning  1  (hall  have  another  fee  for  parting 
you.  [Phrcdra^cw  out  before  Alcmena  with  <>.  light. 

Jup.  [Sclus.]    Now,    for  one  night  I  leave   the 

world  to  fate; 

Love  is  alone  my  great  affair  of  ftate. 
This  night  let  all  my  altars  fmoke  in  vain, 
And  man,  unheeded,  praife  me  or  complain. 
Yet  if  in  fome  fhort  intervals  of  reft, 
By  fome  fond  youth  an  am'rous  vow's  ;rddreft, 
Hi^  pray'r  is  in  an  happy  hour  prefcrr'd  ; 
And  when  Jove  loves,  a  lover  fhall  be  heard.     [Exit. 

ACT 


AMPHITRYON.  i7 
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A  C  T    II.     J  Night   Scene  of  a  Palact. 

Sofia  with  a  dark  lantborn  :   Mercury  /*'  Sofia's  Jhapet 
with  a  dark  lantborn  alfo. 

So/.  IT  7  AS  not  the  devil  in  my  matter,  to  fend 
W  me  out  this  dreadful  dark  night,  to  bring 
the  news  of  his  victory  to  my  lady  ?  And  was  not  I 
poflefs'd  with,  ten  devils,  for  going  on  his  errand, 
without  a  convoy  for  the  fafeguard  of  my  perfon  r 
Lord,  how  am  I  melted  into  fweat  with  fear  ! 
f  am  diminim'd  of  my  natuial  weight  above  two 
ftone  :  I  mall  not  bring  half  myfelf  home  again,  to 
my  poor  wife  and  family.  Well  I  the  greatelt  plague 
,of  a  ferving-man  is  to  be  hir'd  to  fome  great  lord  ! 
They  care  not  what  drudgery  they  put  upon  us, 
while  they  lie  lolling  at  their  eafe  a-bed,  and  itretch 
their  lazy  limbs,  in  expectation  of  the  whore  which 
we  are  fetching  for  them.  The  better  fort  of  'em 
will  fay,  upon  my  honour,  at  every  word  :  Yet  aflc 
'em  for  our  wages,  and  they  plead  the  privilege  of 
their  honour,  and  will  not  pay  us  ;  nor  let  us  take 
our  privilege  of  the  law  upon  them.  Thefe  are  a 
very  hopeful  fort  of  patriots,  to  ftand  up  as  they  do 
for  liberty  and  property  of  the  fubjeft :  there's  con- 
fcience  for  you  ! 

Merc.  [Afide.\  This  fellow  has  foraething  of  the 
Republican  fpirit  in  him. 

So/.  [Looking  about  him.']  Stay,  this  metliinks 
fhou'd  be  our  houfe.  And  I  (hou'd  thank  the  Gods 
now  for  bringing  me  fafe  home :  but  I  think  I  had 
as  good  let  my  devotions  alone,  till  I  have  got  the 
reward  for  my  good  news,  and  then  thank  'em  once 
for  all :  for  if  I  praife  'em  before  I  am  fafe  within 
doors,  fome  damn'd  maftiff-dog  may  come  out  and 
worry  me  ;  and  then  my  thanks  are  thrown  away 
upon  'em. 

Merc.  [AJide.~\  Thou  art  a  wicked  rogue,  and  wilt 
have  my  bargain  before-hand  :  therefore  thou  get'il 
not  into  the  houfe  this  night  j  and  thank  me  accord- 
ingly as  J  ufe  thee. 

.    So/.  Now  I  am  to  give  my  lady  an  account  of  my 
lord's  victory  :  'tis  good  to  cxercife  my  parts  before- 
hand, 
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hand,  and  file  my  tongue  into  eloquent  exprefiions,  t<* 
tickle  her  ladyfhip's  imagination. 

Merc.  [AJidc.~\  Good!  and  here's  the  God  of  Elo- 
quence to  judge  of  thy  oration. 

So/.  [Setting  down  his  lanthorn.]  This  lanthoru,  for 
once,  fhall  be  my  lady  ;  becaufe  ihe  is  the  lamp  of 
all  beauty  and  perfection. 

Merc.  [AJjde.]  Excellent  ! 

So/.  Then  thus  I  make  my  addrefles  to  her:  [Sows,] 
Madam,  my  lord  has  chofen  me  out,  as  the  moil 
faithful,  tho'  the  moil  unworthy  of  his  followers,  to 
bring  your  ladyfhip  this  following  account  of  our 

glorious  expedition.     Then  (he O  my  poor  Sofia, 

[in  ajhrill  tone.]  how  am  I  overjoy 'd  to  fee  thee  ! — 

She  can  fay  no  lefs Madam,  you  do  me  too  much 

honour,  and  the  world  will  envy  me  this  glory  : 

Well  anfwer'd  on  my  fide          —And  how  does  my 

lord  Amphitryon  ? Madam,  he  always  does  like 

a  man  of  courage,  when  he  is  call'd  by  honour.—— 

There  I  think  I  nick'd  it. But  when   will  he 

return  ? As  foon  as  poflibly  he  can :   but  not  fo 

foon  as  his  impatient  heart  cou'd  wim  him  with  your 
ladymip. 

Mtrc.  [AJide.]  When  Thebes  is  an  univerfity,  thou 
deferveft  to  be  their  orator. 

So/.  But  what  does  he  do,  and  what  does  he  fay  ? 

Pr'ythee  tell  me  fomethingmore  of  him He  always 

fays  lefs  than  he  does,  madam  ;  and  his  enemies  have 
found  it  to  their  coft — Where  the  devil  did  I  learn 
thefe  elegancies  and  gallantries  ? 

Merc.  So;  he  has  all  the  natural  endowments  of  a 
fop,  and  only  wants  the  education  ! 

So/,  [Staring  up  to  the  fij.]  What,  is  the  devil  in 
the  night  ?  She's  as  long  as  two  nights  :  the  Seven 
Stars  are  juft  where  they  were  feven  hours  ago  !  High 
day — high  night,  I  mean,  by  my  favour — What,  has 
Phoebus  been  playing  the  good-fellow,  and  over-flept 
himfelf,  that  ne  forgets  his  duty  to  us  mortals  ? 

Merc.  How  familiarly  the  rafcal  treats  us  Gods  ! 
but  I  mail  make  him  alter  his  tone  immediately. 

[Mercury  comes  nearer,  and Jl finds jnjl  bffore  him. 

So/.   [Seeing   him,   and  Jl  or  ting   back,  a/ide.]    How 
now  !  What  do  my  eyes  dazzle,  or  is  my  dark  lan- 
thorn. 
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ihorn  falfe  to  me  ?  Is  not  that  a  giant  before  our 
xloor  ?  or  a  ghoft  of  fomebody  flain  in  the  late  battle  r 
If  he  be,  'tis  unconfcion ably  done,  to  fright  an  honell 
man  thus,  who  never  drew  weapon  wrathfullyin  all  hi» 

life Whatever  wight  he  be,  I  am  devilifhly  afraid, 

that's  certain  ;  but  'tis  difcretion  to  keep  my  own 
counfel  :  I'll  fmg,  that  I  may  feem  valiant. 

[Sofia  ^rg-j,  and  at  Mercury  fpeakf,  by  little  and 
little  drops  his  'voice. 

Merc.  What  faucy  companion  is  this,  that  deafens 
us  with  his  hoarfe  voice  ?  What  midnight  ballad- 
finger  have  we  here  ?  I  mall  teach  the  villain  to  leave 
off  catterwawling. 

Sof.  1  would  1  had  courage,  for  his   fake,  that  I 
might  teach  him  to  call  my  tinging  catterwawling — 
an   illiterate  rogue  ;  an   enemy  to  the  Mufes  and  to  ^ 
niufic  ! 

Merc.  There  is  an  ill  favour  that  offends  my  noftrils, 
aad  it  wafteth  this  way. 

Sof.  He  has  fmelt  me  out :  my  fear  has  betray'd 
me  into  this  favour— — — — I  am  a  dead  man  !  The 
bloody  villain  is  at  his  fee,  fa,  fum,  already. 

Merc.  Stand,  who  goes  there  ? 

Sof.  A  friend. 

Merc.  What  friend  ? 

Sof.  Why  a  friend  to  all  the  world,  that  will  give 
me  leave  to  live  peaceably. 

Merc.  I  defy  peace  and  all  its  works — My  arms  are 
out  of  exercife,  they  have  maul'd  nobody  thefe  three 
days  :  I  long  for  an  honourable  occafion  to  pound  a 
man,  and  lay  him  afleep  at  the  firft  buffet. 

Sof.  [Afide.~\  That  would  almoit  do  me  a  kindnefs  ; 
for  I  have  been  kept  waking,  without  tipping  one 
wink  of  fleep,  thefe  three  nights. 

Merc.  Of  what  quality  are  you,  fellow  ? 

Sof.  Why,  I  am  a  man,  fellow — Courage  Sofia  ! — 

Merc.  What  kind  of  man  ? 

Sof.  Why,  a  two-legg'd  man,  what  man  mould  I 
be?  [4/ide.] — I  muft  bear  up  to  him,  he  may  prove 
as  errant  a  milkfop  as  myfelf. 

Merc.  Thou  art  a  coward,  I  warrant  thee  j  do  not 
I  hear  thy  teeth  chatter  in  thy  head  ? 

Sof. 
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/  Ay,  ay,  that's  only  a  %n  they  would  be  foap  - 
ping  at   thy'nofe. — '  \Ajtde. "\  Blefs  me,  whatanarm 
•  and  fill  he  has!   with  great  thumbs  too — and  golls 
'  and  knuckle-bones  of  a  very  butcher.' 

'Merc.  Sirrah,  from  whence  come  you,  and  whi- 
ther go  you  ?  Anfwer  me  directly,  upon  pain  of  af- 
faffination. 

Sof.  I  am  coming  from  whence  I  came,  and  am 
going  whither  I  go  ;  that's  directly  home — Tho'  this 
is  fomewhat  an  uncivil  manner  of  proceeding,  at  the 
firft  fight  of  a  man,  let  me  tell  you. 

Merc.  Then  to  begin  our  better  acquaintance,  let 
me  firft  make  you  a  fmall  prefent  of  this  box  o'  th' 
ear [Strides  him. 

Sof.  If  I  were  as  choleric  a  fool  as  you  are  now, 
here  would  be  fine  work  betwixt  us  two  !  but  Jama 
little  better  bred,  than  to  difturb  the  fieeping  neigh- 
bourhood ;  and  fo  good  night,  friend [Going. 

Merc.  [Stopping  him.]  Hold,  fir,  you  and  I  muft 
not  part  fo  eafily.  Once  more,  whither  are  you 
going  ? 

Sof.  Why  I  am  going  as  faft  as  I  can,  to  get  out 
of  the  reach  of  your  clutches.  Let  me  but  only 
knock  at  that  door  there. 

Merc .  What  bufinefs  have  you  at  that  door,  firrah  ? 

Sof.  This  is  our  houfe  j  and  when.  I'm  got  in,  I'll 
tell  you  more. 

Merc.  Whofe  houfe  is  this  faucinefs,  that  you  are 
fo  familiar  with,  to  calLit  ours  ? 

Sof.  'Tis  mine,  in  the  firft  place  ;  and  next  my 
matter's  j  for  I  lie  in  the  garret,  and  he  lies  under 
roe. 

Merc.  Have  your  mafter  and  you  no  names,  firrah  ? 

Sof.  His  name  is  Amphitryon — hear  that  and  trem- 
ble f 

Merc.  What,  my  lord  general  ? 

Sof.  O,  has  his  name  mollify'd  you  !  I  have  brought 
you  down  a  peg  lower  already,  friend. 

Merc.  And  your  name  is 

Sof.  Lord,  friend,  you  arc  fo  very  troublefome — 
what  mould  my  name  be  but  Sojia  ? 

Merc.  How,  Sofia,  fay  you  ?  How  long  have  you 
take,  up  that  name,  firrah?  ^ 
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Sof.  Here's  a  fine  quelHon  !  Why  I  never  took  it 
up  friend  ;  it  was  born  with  me. 

Mere.  What  was  your  name  born  Sofia  ?  Take  this 
remembrance  for  that  lye.  [Beats  him. 

Sof.  Hold,  friend,  you  are  fo  very  flippant  with 
yonr  hands,  you  won't  hear  reafon  :  What  offence 
has  my  name  done  you,  that  you  fhould  beat  me  for 
it  r  S,  O,  S,  I,  A,  they  are  as  civil,  honeft,  harmlek 
letters,  as  any  are  in  the  whole  alphabet. 

Merc.  I  have  no  quarrel  to  the  name,  but  that  'tis 
e'en  too  good  for  you,  and  'tis  none  of  yours. 

Sof.  What,  am  not  1  Sofia,  fay  you  ? 

Merc.  No. 

Sof.  I  fhould  think  you  are  fomewhat  merrily  dif- 
pofed,  if  you  had  not  beaten  me  into  fuch  fober  fad- 
nefs.  You  would  perfuade  me  out  of  my  heathen 
name,  would  you  ? 

Mere.  Say  you  are  Sofia  again  at  your  peril,  firrah. 

S:/.  I  dare  fay  nothing,  but  thought  is  free— But 
whatever  I  am  call'd,  I  am  Amphitryon's  man,  and 
the  hrit  letter  of  my  name  is  S  too.  You  had  beft  tell 
ink  that  my  mailer  did  not  fend  me  home  to  my  lady, 
with  news  of  his  victory? 

Merc.  1  fay  he  did  not. 

S-:J.  Lord,  lord,  friend,  one  of  us  two  is  horribly 
;.ivcfi  to  lyin^!  but  I  do  not  fay  which  of  Ui>,  to 
avoid  contention. 

.   I  fay  my  name  is  Sofia,  and  yours  is  not. 

Scf.  I  would  you  could  make  j»ood  your  words  ;  for 
.  ihouid  not  bi  beaten,   and  you  fhould. 

.  I  find  you  would  be  Sofia,  if  you  durlt — '  but 
'  if   I  c.uch   \ou  thinking  fo 

'  Scf.   1  hope  I  may  think  I   was  Sofia  :   and  I  can 

•  find" no  difference  between  my  former  fdf,  and  my 
'  prclent  felf ;   but  that  I  was  plain  Sofia  before,  and 

•  now  I  am  lac'd  Sofia. 

'  .i/.-rr.'  Take  this,  for  being  fo  impudent  as  to 
think  fo.  [Beats  him. 

Sof.  [Kneeling.}  Truce  a  little,  I  befeech  thee  !  I 
would  be  a  llockor  a  {tone  now  by  my  good  will,  and 
would  not  think  at  all,  for  felf-prefervation.  But 
*viM  you  give  me  leave  to  argue  the  matter  fairly  with 
you  ?  '  And  proaiife  me  to  depofe  that  cudgel,  if  I 
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*  can  prove  myfelf  to  be  that  man  that  I  was  before 
'  I  was  beaten  ? 

'  Merc.  Well,  proceed  in  fafety ;  I  promife  you  I 
•will  not  beat  you. 

«  So/.  In  the  firil  place,    then,  is  not  this  tow» 

*  call'd  Thebes  ? 

«  Merc.  Undoubtedly. 

«  So/.  And  is  not  this  houfe  Amphitryon's  t 

«  Merc.  Who  denies  it  ? 

'  So/.  I  thought  you  would  have  deny'd  that  too, 
'  for  all  hang  upon  a  firing.  Remember  then,  that 
'  thofe  two  preliminary  articles  are  already  granted. 
'  In  the  next  place,  did  not  the  aforefaid  Amphitryon 
'  beat  the  Teleboans,  kill  their  king  Pterelas,  and 

*  fend  a  certain  fervant,  meaning  fomebody,   that  for 
'  fake-fake  (hall  be  namelefs,  with  news  of  his  victory, 
'  and  of  his  refolution  to  return  to-morrow  ? 

'  Merc.  This  is  all  true,   to  a  very  tittle  ;  but  who 
'  is  that  certain  fervant  ?  there's  all  the  quellion. 
'  So/.  Is  it  peace  or  war  betwixt  us  I 

*  Merc.  Peace. 

*  So/.  I  dare  not  wholly  truft  that  abominable  cudgel 
'  —but  'tis  a  certain  friend  of  yours  and  mine,   that 
'  had  a  certain  name,  before  he  was  beaten  out  of  it.' 
But  if  you  are  a  man  that  depend  not  altogether  upon 
force  and  brutality,  but  fomewhnt  alfo  upon  reafon, 
now  do  you  bring  better  proofs  that  you  are  that  fame 
certain  man  ;  and  in  order  to  it,  anfwer  me  to  certain 
queftions. 

*  Merc.  I  fay  I  am  Sofia,  Amphitryon's  man  :  what 
'  reafon  have  you  to  urge  againll  it  ? 

'  Sot.  What  was  your  father's  name  ? 
'  Merc.   Davus  ;  who  was    an  honefl  hufbandmnn, 
'  whofe  fitter's  name  was  Harpage,  that  was  marry'd 

*  and  died  in  a  foreign  country. 

'  So/.  So  far  you  are  right,  1  mud  confefs  ;  and  your 
'  wife's  name  is  •• 

*  Merc.  Bromia — a  devilifli  fhrewof  her  tongue,  nnd 
'  a  vixen  of  her  hands,  that  leads  me  a  miferable  life.-- 

*  So/.  By  many  a  forrowful  token.  This  mult  be  I — 
'  Merc.  I  was  once  taken  upon  fufpicion  of  bur- 

'  glaryj  and  was  whipt  thro'  Thebes,  and  branded  for 

*  my  pains. 

•  Si/. 
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'  So/.  Right  me  again— But  if  you  are  I,  as  I  begin 
'  to  fufpeft,  that  whipping  and  branding  might  have 
1  been  paftover  in  filence,  for  both  our  credits  : — and 
'  yet,  now  I  think  on't,  if  I  ain  I,  (as  I  am  1)  he  can- 
'  not  be  I.  All  thefe  circumitances  he  might  have 
'  heard  ;  but  I  will  now  interrogate  him  upon  fome 
'  private  paflages.  [A/ide.]' — Imprimis,  What  wa*. 
Amphitryon's  mare  of  the  booty  ? 

Merc.  A  buckle  of  diamonds,  confiding  of  five 
large  ftones,  which  was  worn  as  an  ornament  by  Pte- 
relas. 

Sof.  What  does  he  intend  to  do  with  it  ? 
Merc.  To  prefent  it  to  his  wife  Alcmena. 
Sof.  And  where  is  it  now  ? 

Merc.  In  a  cafe,  feal'd  with  my  matter's  coat  of 
arms. 

So/.  This  is  prodigious,  I  confefs ! — but  yet  'tis 
nothing,  now  I  think  on't,  for  fome  falfe  brother 
may  have  reveal'd  it  to  him.  [A/ide.] — But  I  have 
another  queftion  to  afk  you,  of  fomewhat  that  pafs'd 
only  betwixt  myfelf  and  me  :  if  you  are  Sofia,  what 
were  you  doing  in  the  heat  of  battle  ? 

Merc.  What  a  wife  man  fliould,  that  has  a  refpeft 
for  his  own  perfon.  I  ran  into  our  tent,  and  hid  my- 
felf amongll  the  baggage. 

Sof.  \_Afe de.~\  Such  another  cutting  anfwer,  and  I 
mult  provide  myfelf  of  another  name.  [To  him.}  And 
how  did  you  paf;>  your  time  in  that  fame  tent  ? — You 
need  not  anfwer  to  every  circumltance  fo  exactly  now  ; 
you  muft  lie  a  little,  that  I  may  think  you  the  more 
me. 

Merc.  That  cunning  mall  not  ferve  your  turn,  to 
circumvent  me  out  of  my  name  :  I  am  for  plain  naked 
truth — There  flood  a  hoglhead  of  old  wine,  which 

nay  lord  referv'd  for  his  own  drinking 

Sof.  O  the  devil !  As  fure  as  death,  he  muft  have 
hid  himfelf  in  that  hog/head,  or  he  could  never  have 
known  that. 

Merc.  And  by  that  hogfhead,  upon  the  ground, 
there  lay  the  kind  inviter  and  provoker  of  good 
drinking 

Sof.  Nay,  now  I  have  caught  you— there  was  nei- 
ther inviter  nor  provoker,  for  I  was  all  «done< 

Mtrc. 
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Merc.  A  lufty  gammon  of 

So/.  [Sighing.]   Bacon  ! That  word  has  quit* 

made  an  end  of  me Let  me  fee — this  muft  be  I, 

in  fpiteof  me but  let  me  view  him  nearer. 

[Walks  about  Mercury  nvitb  bis  dark  lantborn. 

Merc.  What  are  you  walking  about  me  for,  with 
your  dark  lanthorn  ? 

So/.  No  harm,  friend — I  am  only  furveying  a  par- 
cel of  earth  here,  that  I  find  we  two  are  about  to  bar- 
gain for. [4/Jide.']  He's  damnable  like  me,  that's 

certain.  Imprimis,  there's  the  patch  upon  my  nofe, 
with  a  pox  to  him — Item,  a  very  foolim  face,  with  a. 
long  chin  at  the  end  on't — Item,  one  pair  of  (hamb- 
ling  legs,  with  two  fplay  feet  belonging  to  them. — 
And,  Jumna  totalis,  from  head  to  foot  all  my  bodily 
apparel — [To  Mercury.]  Well,  you  are  Sofia,  there's 
no  denying  it ;  but  what  am  I  then  ?  for  my  mind 
gives  me,  I  am  fomebody  toll,  if  I  knew  but  who  I 
were. 

Merc.  When  I  have  a  mind  to  be  Sofia  no  more, 
then  thou  may'ft  be  Sofia  again. 

So/.  I   have  but  one  requeil  more  to  thee that, 

tho'  not  as  Sofia,  yet  as  a  ftranger,  I  may  go  into 
that  houfe,  and  carry  a  civil  mefiage  to  my  lady. 

Merc.  No,  firrah  ;  not  being  Sofia,  you  have  no 
meflage  to  deliver,  nor  lady  in  this  houfe. 

So/.  Thou  cantt  not  be  lo  barbarous,  to  let  me  lie 
in  the  ftreetsall  night,  after  fuch  a  journey,  and  fuch 
a  beating — and  therefore  I  am  refolv'd  tg  knock  at 
the  dcor  in  my  own  defence. 

Merc.  If  you  come  near  the  door,  I  recal  my  word, 

and  break  off  the  truce and  then  expeft 

[Holds  up  bis  cudgel. 

So/.  No,  the  devil  take  me  if  I  do  expedl — I  have 
felt  too  well  what  four  fruit  that  crab-tree  bears  :  I'll 
rather  beat  it  back  upon  the  hoof  to  my  lord  Amphi- 
tryon, to  fee  if  he  will  acknowledge  me  for  Sofia  :  if 
he  does  not,  then  I  am  no  longer  his  Have  ;  there's 
my  freedom  dearly  purchas'd  with  a  fore  drubbing  : 
if  he  does  acknowledge  me,  then  I  am  Sofia  again  ; 
fo  far  'tis  tolerably  well :  but  then  I  mall  have  a  fei 
omul  drubbing  for  an  unfortunate  ambaflador  as  I 
am;  and  that's  intolerable.  [Exit  Sofia. 

7  Mercury 
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Mercury  alone. 

I  have  fobb'd  off" his  excellency  pretty  well.  Now 
let  him  return,  and  make  the  beft  of  his  credentials. 
But  here  comes  Jupiter. 

Enter  Jupiter  hading  Alcmena,  followed  ly  Phsedra. 
Pages  nvitb  torches  before  them. 

Jup.  Thofe  torches  are  offenfive  ;  Hand  aloof: 

[To  the  Pages. 
For,  tho'  they  blefs  me  with  thy  heav'nly  fight, 

[To  hex. 

They  may  difclofe  the  fecret  I  would  hide  : 
The  Thebans  muft  not  know  I  have  been  here; 
Detracting  crowds  would  blame  me  that  I  Hole 
Thefe  happy  moments  from  my  public  charge, 
To  confecrate  to  thee  ;  and  I  could  wifh 
That  none  were  witnefs  of  the  theft,  but  five 
By  whom  it  is  approv'd 

Ale.  So  long  an  abfence,  and  fo  fhort  a  flay ! 
What,  but  one  night !   One  night  of  joy  and  love, 
Could  only  pay  one  night  of  cares  and  fears  j 
And  all  the  reft  are  an  uacancell'd  fum  ! 

Jup.  Alcmena,  I  muft  go. 

Ale.  Not  yet,  my  lord, 

Jup.  Indeed  I  muft. 

Ale.  Indeed  you  fliall  not  go. 

Jap.  Behold  the  ruddy  ftreaks  o'er  yonder  hill  T 
Thofe  are  the  blufhes  of  the  breaking  morn, 
That  kindle  day-light  to  this  nether  world. 

Ale.  No  matter  for  the  day,  it  was  but  made 
To  number  out  the  hours  of  bufy  men. 
Let  'em  be  bufy  ftill,  and  flill  be  wretched  ; 
And  take  their  fill  of  anxious  drudging  day  : 
But  we'll 

Extinguish  day-light,  and  fhut  out  the  fun. 
Stay  then,  my  lord — I'll  bribe  you  with  this  kifs. 

Merc.  [AJuk.]  That's  a  plaguy  little  devil;  whjt 
aroguifh  eye  (he  has  !  I  begin  to  like  her  ft  range!)--. 
me's  the  perquifite  of  my  place  too;  for  my  hdyS 
waiting-woman  is  the  proper  fees  of  my  lord's  chief 
gentleman. 

B  . 
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Jup.A  bribe  indeed  that  foon.will  bring  me  tflfk, 
Tho*  now  it  is  not  poffible  to  flay,  ^p^ 

Ale.  Not  pofiible  !   Alas,  how  fhort  is  life, 
If  we  compute  alone  thofe  happy  hours 
In  which  we  wifh  to  live  !  Our  fev'nty  years       1n£ 
Are  fill'd  with  pains,  difeafes,  wants,  and  woes, 
And  only  dafh'd  with  love;  a  little  love  !      ,  .v 
Sprinkled  by  fits,  and  with  a  fparing  hand. 
Count  all  our  joys  from  childhoood  ev'n  to  age, 
They  would  but  make  a  day  of  ev'ry  year. 

0  !  wou'd  the  Gods  comprife  the  quinteflence 

In  fev'nty  days,  and  take  the  reft  away  !        [mena, 
Jup.  By  Heav'n,   thy  ev'ry  word  and  look,   Ale- 
Fans  the  fierce  flame  thy  charms  have  kindled  here  : 
My  love  increas'd  by  thine,  as  fire  by  fire, 
Mounts  with  more  ardor  in  a  brighter  blaze. 
But  yet  one  fcruple  pains  me  at  my  parting ; 

1  love  fo  nicely  that  I  cannot  bear 

To  owe  my  pleafures  to  fubmiflive  duty  : 

Tell  me,  and  footh  my  paflion,  that  you  give  them 

All  to  the  lover,  and  forget  the  hufband. 

Ah.  And  yet,  my  lord,  the  hufband's  right  alone 
Can  ju.lify  the  love  that  burns  for  you  : 
*  Nor  do  I  fuffer  ought  that  wou'd  fuggeft 
'  The  fcruple  which  your  fond  defire  has  rais'd.' 

Jup.  O  that  you  lov'd  like  me  !  then  you  would 
A  thoufand,  thoufand  niceties  in  love.  [find 

The  common  love  of  fex  to  fex  is  brutal : 
But  love  refin'd  will  fancy  to  itfelf 
Millions  of  gentle  cares,  and  fweet  difquiets  : 
The  being  happy  is  not  half  the  joy  ; 
The  manner  of  the  happinefs  is  all ! 

Ale.  Confeffing  that  you  love,  and  are  belov'd, 
Reft  happy  in  that  thought;  nor  wilh  to  lofe 
The  right  that  confecrates  the  lover's  joy. 

Jitp.  I  am  at  once  a  lover  and  a  hulband  : 
But  as  a  lover  only  am  I  happy ; 
A  lover  jealous  of  a  hufband's  right, 
By  which  he  fcorns  to  claim ;  whofe  tend'reft  joy 
Muft  all  be  giv'n,  not  paid.     O!  my  Alcmena, 
Indulge  the  lover's  wifhes  thus  refin'd, 

Divide 
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Divide  him  from  the  hulband give  to  each 

What  each  requires ;  thy  virtue  to  the  hufband, 
And  on  the  lover  lavifh  all  thy  love. 

Ale.  I  comprehend  not  what  you  mean,  my  lord  : 
But  only  love  me  ftill,  and  love  me  thus, 
And  think  me  fuch  as  beil  may  pleafeyour  thought. 

Jup.  There's  myftery  of  love  in  all  I  fay: 
But  duty,  cruel  duty,  tears  me  from  thee. 
Howe'er  indulge  at  leaft  this  fmall  requeft 
When  next  you  fee  your  hufband,  dear  Alcmena, 
Think  of  your  lover  then. 

Ale.  O  let  me  ne'er  divide  whatHeav'n  has  join'd  I 
Hufband  and  lover  both  are  dear  to  me. 

Jup.  Farewel 

Ale.  Farewel — but  will  you  foon  return  ? 

Jup.  I  will,  believe  me,  with  a  lover's  hafle. 

[Exeunt  Jup.  and  Ale.  federally  ;  Phxd.fo/toius  her. 

Merc.  [Alone.']  Now  I  mould  follow  him,  but  Love 
has  laid  a  lime-twig  for  me,  and  made  a  lame  God  of 
me.  Yet  why  fhould  I  love  this  Phxdra  ?  She's  mer- 
cenary, and  a  jilt  into  the  bargain.  Three  thoufand 
years  hence  there  will  be  a  whole  nation  of  fuch  wo- 
men, in  a  certain  country  that  will  be  called  France  ; 
and  there's  a  neighbour  ifland  too,  where  the  men 
will  be  all  intereft.  O  what  a  precious  generation 
will  that  be,  which  the  men  of  the  ifland  mail  pro- 
pagate out  of  the  women  of  the  continent !  [Phaedra 
re-enters.~\  And  fo  much  for  prophecy  ;  for  fhe's  here 
again,  and  I  muft  love  her  in  fpite  of  me. 

Phted.  Well,  Sofia,  and  how  go  matters  ? 

Merc .  Our  army  is  vi&orious. 

Phted.  And  my  fervant,  judge  Gripus  ? 

Merc.  A  voluptuous  gormand. 

Pbeed.  But  has  he  gotten  wherewithal  to  be  volup- 
tuous, is  he  wealthy  ? 

Merc.  He  fells  juftice  as  he  ufes,  fleeces  the  rich 
rebels,  and  hangs  up  the  poor. 

Phted.  Then  while  he  has  money  he  may  make  love 
to  me.  Has  he  fent  me  no  token  ? 

Merc.  Yes,  a  kifs ;  and  by  the  fame  token,  I  am 
to  give  it  you,  as  a  remembrance  from  him. 

B  2  Pb*d. 


,8  AMPHITRY.ON. 

Pb<ed.  How  now,  impudence  !  a  beggarly  ferving- 
man  prefume  to  kifs  me ! 

Merc.  Suppofe  I  were  a  God,  and  fhou'd  make  love 
to  you  ? 

Phced.  I  would  be  firft  fatisfy'd  whether  you 
were  a  poor  God  or  a  rich  God. 

Merc.  Suppofe  I  were  Mercury,  the  God  of  mcr- 
chandife  ? 

Pbad.  What,  the  God  of  fmall  wares  and  frippe- 
ries, of  pedlars  and  pilferers  ? 

Merc.  [AJide.~\  How  the  gipfy  defpifes  me  ! 

Pbted.  I  had  rather  you  were  Plutus,  the  God  of 
money,  or  Jupiter  in  a  golden  fhower  :  there  was  a 
God  for  us  women  !  he  had  the  art  of  making  love. 
Doftthou  think  that  kings,  or  Gods  either,  get  mif- 
trefles  by  their  good  faces  ?  no,  'tis  the  gold,  and  the 
prefents  they  can  make  ;  there's  the  prerogative  they 
have  over  their  fair  fubjeds. 

Merc.  All  this  notwithflanding,  I  muft  tell  you, 
pretty  Phaedra,  I  am  defperately  in  love  with  you. 

Pb<ed.  And  I  muft  tell  thee,  ugly  Sofia,  thou  haft 
not  wherewithal  to  be  in  love. 

Merc.  Yes,  a  poor  man  may  be  in  love,  I  hope. 

Phted.  I  grant  a  poor  rogue  may  be  in  love,  but 
he  can  never  make  love.  Alas,  Sofia,  thou  haft  nei- 
ther face  to  invite  me,  nor  youth  to  pleafe  me,  nor 
gold  to  bribe  me :  and  befides  all  this,  thou  haft  a 
wife — poor  miferable  Sofia  !  What  ho,  Bromia  ! 

Merc.  O  thou  mercilefs  creature  !  why  doft  thou 
conjure  ap  that  fpright  of  a  wife  i 

Pb#d.  To  rid  myfelf  of  that  devil  of  a  poor  lover. 
Since  you  are  fo  lovingly  difpos'd,  I'll  put  you  toge- 
ther :  what  Bromia,  I  fay,  make  hafte. 

Merc.  Since  thou  wilt  call  her,  me  mall  have  all 
the  cargo  I  have  gotten  in  the  wars. 

Pb<ed.  Why,  what  have  you  gotten,  good  gentle- 
man foldier,  befides  a  legion  of [Snaps  her  fingers. 

Merc.  When  the  enemy  was  routed,  I  had  the 
plundering  of  a  tent. 

Pbad.  That's  to  fay,  ahoufe  of  canvas,  with  movc- 
ablcs  of  ftraw :  make  hafte,  Bromia——— 

5  '  iU-j^fffi^ 
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Merc.  But  it  was  the  general's  own  tent. 

Pb<td.  You  durft  not  fight,  I'm  certain  ;  and  there- 
fore came  lait  in  when  the  rich  plunder  was  gone  be- 
fore-hand— Will  you  come,  Bromia  ? 

Merc .  Pr'ythee  do  not  call  fo  loud A  great  gob- 
let that  holds  a  gallon. 

Pk&d.  Of  what  was  that  goblet  made  ?  anfwer 
quickly,  for  I  am  juft  calling  very  loud Bro 

Merc.  Of  beaten  gold Now  call  aloud,  ifthou 

doit  not  like  the  metal. 

Ph,ed.  Bromia.  [Very  foftly. 

Merc.  That  Itruts  in  this  faftiion,  with  his  arms  a- 
kimbo,  like  a  city  magiflrate  ;  and  a  great  bouncing 
belly,  like  a  hoftefs  with  child  of  a  kilderkin  of  wine. 
New,  what  fay  you  to  that  prefent,  Phaedra  ? 

Pbrfd.  Why  I  am  confidering 

Merc.  Wh^p,  -I  pr'ythee  ? 

'a.  Why,  how  to  divide  the  bufinefs  equally  ; 
to  take  the  gift,  and  rcfufe  the  giver  j  thou  art  fo 
damnably  ugly,  and  fo  old. 

Merc.  [Afide.~\  O  !  that  I  was  not  confin'd  to  thi» 
ungodly  mape  to-day  ! 
BiU  Gripus  is  as  old  and  as  ugly  too. 

Pkad.  But  Gripus  is  a  perfon  of  quality,  and  my 
hdy's  uncle;  and  if  he  marries  me,  I  mall  take  place 
of  my  lady.  Hark,  your  wife  !  fhe  has  fent  her 
tongue  before  her.  I  hear  the  thunderclap  already; 
there's  a  ftorm  approaching. 

Merc.  Yes,  of  thy  brewing,  I  thank  thee  for  it  : 
O  how  I  mould  hate  thee  now,  if  I  cou'd  leave  loving 
thee. 

P/J-W.  Not  a  word  of  the  dear  golden  goblet,  as 
you  hope  for you  know  what,  Sofia. 

Merc.  You  give  me  hope,  then : — 

Phatd.  Not  abfolutely  hope  neither  :  but  gold  is  a 
£reat  cordial  in  love  matters ;  and  the  more  you  ap- 
ply of  it,  the  better [AJicte.]  I  am  honeft,  that's 

certain;  but  when  I  weigh  my  honefty  againft  the 
goblet,  I  am  not  quite  refolv'd  on  which  fide  the  fcale 
will  turn.  [Exit  Phaedra. 

'Merc.  [Aloud.]  Farewel,  Phsedra;  remember  me 
to  my  wife,  and  tell  her— — 
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Enter  Broraia.  xsbuoAT  '. 

Brom.  Tell  her  what  ?  traytor  !  that  you  are  going 
avroy  without  feeing  her. 

Merc.  That  I  am  doing  my  duty,  and  following 
my  mailer. 

•Brom.  Umph fo  briflc  too  !  Your  mailer  cou'd 

leave  his  army  in-  the  lurch,  and  come  gallojppjftg 
home  at  midnight,  and  fleal  to  bed  as  quietly  as  any 
tnoufe,  1  warrant  you:  iny  mailer  knew  Svlwt  be- 
long'd  to  a  married  life  ;  but  you,  firrah— — you 
trencher-carrying  rafcal,  you  worfe  than  dunghill- 
cock  !  that  itocti  clapping  your  wings,  and  crowing 
without  doors,  when  you  mould  have  been  at  rooil, 
you  villain ! 

Merc.  Hold  your  peace,  dame  Partlet,  and  leave 
your  cackling  :  my  mailer  charg'd  me  to  ftand  centry 
without  doors. 

Brom.  My  mailer  !  I  dare  fwear  thou  bely'fl  him  ; 
my  mailer's  more  a  gentleman  than  to  lay  fuch  an 
unreafonable"  command  upon  a  poor  diilreffed  mar- 
xy'd  couple,  and  after  fuch  an.  abfence  too.  No, 
there's  no  comparifon  between  my  mailer  and  thee, 
thou  fneakiby. 

Merc.  No  more  than  there  is  betwixt  my  lady  and 
you,  Bromia.  You  and  I  have  had  our  time  in  a  civil 
way,  fpoufe,  and  much  good  love  has  been  betwixt 
us  :  but  we  have  been  marry'd  fifteen  years,  I  take 
it,  and  that  hoighty-toighty  bufinefs  ought,  in  con- 
fcience,  to  be  over. 

Brom.  Marry  come  up,  my  fancy  companion  !  I 
am  neither  old,  nor  ugly  enough  to  have  that  faid  to 
me. 

Merc.  But  will  you  hear  reafon,  Bromia  ?  My  lord 
and  my  lady  are  yet  in  a  manner  bride  and  bride- 
groom : — do  but  think  in  decency,  what  a  jeil  it 
wou'd  be  to  the  family,  to  fee  two  venerable  old  mar- 
ried people,  ogling  and  leering,  and  fighing  out  fine 
tender  things  to  one  another. 

Brom.  How  now,  traitor,  dar'ft  thou  maintain,  that 
I  am  pail  the  age  of  having  fine  things  faid  to  me  ? 

Merc.  Not  fo,  my  dear ;  but  certainly  I  am  paft  the 
ag«  of  faying  'em. 

Brom. 
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Urom.  Thou  deferveft  not  to  be  yok'd  with  a  woman 
of  honour,  as  I  am,  thou  perjur'd  villain  !  ,r,n^ 

Merc.  Ay,  you  are  too  much  a  woman  of  honour, 
to  my  forrow  ;  many  a  poor  hufband  \vou'd  be  glad 
to  compound  for  lefs  honour  in  his  wife,  and  more 
quiet.  Pr'ythee  be  but  honeft,  and  continent  in  thy 
tongue,  and  do  thy  worlt  with  every  thing  elfe  about 
thee. 

Bwm.  Thou  wou'dfl  have  me  a  woman  of  the  town, 
won'dft  thou  !  to  be  always  fpeaking  my  huiband  fair, 
to  make  him  digeft  his  cuckoldom  more  eafily  :  wou'dfi 
tliou  be  a  \vittal,  with  a  vengeance  to  thee  ?  I  ana  re- 
folv'd  I'll  fcour  thy  hide  for  that  word. 

\Holdf  ifp  her  ladle  at  him. 

y  Mletv.  Thou  wilt  not  ftrike  thy  lord  and  hufband, 
wilt  thou  ?  [Sve  cour/es  him  about. ~\  [AJide.~[  Was  ,evcr 
poor  Deity  fb  hen-peck'd  as  I  am  ? — Nay,  then, 
'tis  time  to  charm  her  afleep  with  my  enchanted 

rod— before  I  am  difgrac'd  or  ravifh'd 

[  Plucks  cut  his  caduceus,  and  Jlrikef  her  upon  the 
jbculder  with  ;>.] 

Brom.  What,  art  thou  rebelling  againft  thy  anointed 

wife  ?  I'll  make  thee How  now  ! What,  has 

the  rogue  bc-.vitch'd  me!  I  grow  dull  and  ftupid  on 

the  fudden lean  neither  ftir  hand  nor  foot 

[Jaie»/«g-.] 1  can't  fo  much  as  wag  my  tongue—- 
neither ;  and  that's  the  laft  liv — ing  part  about  a — — 
woman [Falls  down. 

Mere.  Lord,  what  have  I  fuffer'd,  for  being 
but  a  counterfeit  marry'd  man  one  day!  ]f  ever  I 

come  to  his  houfe,  as   a  hufband  again then 

And  yet  that  then  was  a  lye  too — For  while  I  am  in 
2ove  with  this  young  gipfy  Phaedra,  I  muft  return- 
But  lie  thou  there,  thou  type  of  Juno  ;  thou  that 
uant'it  nothing  of  her  tongue  but  the  immortality. 
If  Jupiter  ever  let  thee  fet  foot  where  fhe  is,  Juno 
will  huve  a  rattling  fecond  of  thee. 

For  two  fuch  tongues  will  break  the  poles  afunder  ; 

And,  hourly  fcolding,  make  perpetual  thunder. 

[Exit  Mercury. 
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ACT  III.   SCENE  lefirt  Amphitryon's  Palate. 
Amphitryon  and   Sofia. 

Amfb.  ^TOW,  firrah,  follow  me  into  the  houfe 
JL\|  — thou  fhalt  be  convinc'd  at  thy  o«n 
coll,  villain  !  What  horrible  lies  haft  thou  told  me  ! 
fuch  improbabilities,  fuch  ftufF,  fuch  nonfenfe! 

So/.  1  am  but  a  flave,  and  you  are  matter  ;  and  a 
poor  man  is  always  to  lye,  when  a  rich  man  is 
pleas'd  to  contradidt  him  :  but  as  fure  as  this  is  our 
houfe • 

Ampb.  So  fure  'tis  thy  place  of  execution. 

So/.  Hold,  dear  fir  !  if  I  muft  have  a  fecond  beat- 
ing, in  confcience  let  me  ftrip  firft,  that  I  may  fho\v 
you  the  black  and  blue  ftreaks  upon  my  fides  and 
flioulders.  I  am  fure  I  fufrer'd  them  in  your  fervice. 

Amph.  To  what  purpofe  wou'dft  thou  mow  them  ? 

So/.  Why,  to  the  purpofe  that  you  may  not  ftrike 
me  upon  the  fore  places ;  and  that  as  he  beat  me  the 
laft  night  crofs-ways,  fo  you  wou'd  pleafe  to  beat 
me  long-ways,  to  make  clean  work  on't,  that  at  leafl 
my  Ikin  may  look  like  chequer-work. 

Ampb.  This  requeft  is  too  reafonable  to  berefus'd  : 
but,  that  all  things  may  be  done  in  order,  tell  me 
over-again  the  fame  ftory,  with  all  the  circumflances 
of  thy  commiffion  ;  that  a  blow  may  follow  in  du« 
form  for  every  lye.  To  repetition,  rogue,  to  repeti- 
tion. 

'  So/.  No,  it  fhall  be  all  a  lye,  if  you  pleafe ;  and 

*  I'll  eat  my  words  to  fave  my  moulders. 

'  Amph.  Ay,  firrah,  now  you  find  you  are  to  be  dif- 
'  prov'd  :  but  'tis  too  late :  to  repetition,  rogue,  to 

*  repet'rion.' 

So/.  With  all  myheart,  to  any  repetition  but  the 
cudgel.  But  wou'd  you  be  pleas'd  to  anfwer  me  one 
civil  queftion  ?  Am  I  to  ufe  complaifance  to  you, 
as  to  a  great  perfon,  that  will  have  all  things  faid 
your  own  way;  or  am  I  to  tell  you  the  naked  truth 
alone,  without  the  ceremony  of  a  farther  beating  ? 
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Ampb.  Nothing  but  the  truth,  and  the  whole  truth; 
fo  help  thee  cudgel 

So/.  That's  a  damn'd  conclufion    of  a  fentence  ; 

but  fince  it  muft  be  fo back  and  fides,  at  your 

own  peril  —  I  fet  out  from  the  port  in  an  unlucky 
hour  ;  I  went  darkling  and  whittling,  to  keep  my- 
felf  from  being  afraid  ;  mumbling  curfes  betwixt 
my  teeth,  for  being  fent  at  fuch  an  unnatural  time 
of  night. 

Amph.  How,  firrah,  curfing  and  fwearing  againft 
your  lord  and  matter  !  take [Going  to  Jirike* 

So/.  Hold,    fir pray  confider,    if  this   be    not 

unreafonable,  to  ftrike  me  for  telling  the  whole  truth, 
when  you  commanded  me  :  I'll  fall  into  my  old. 
dog-trot  of  lying  again,  if  this  muft  come  of  plain 
dealing. 

Ampb.  To  avoid  impertinencies,  make  an  end  of 
your  journey,  and  come  to  the  houfe  ;  what  found 
you  there  ? 

Sof.  I  found  before  the  door  a  fwinging  fellow,  with 
all  my  ftapes  and  features,  and  accoutred  alfo  in  my 
habit. 

'  Atnpb.  Who  was  that  fellow  ? 

'  So/- Who  fhou'd  it  be  but  another  Sofia!  a  certain 
'  kind  of  other  me ;  who  knew  all  my  unfortunate 

*  com  million,  precifely  to  a  word,  as  well  as  I  Sofia; 
'  as  being  fent  by  yourfelf  from   the  port,  upon   the 

*  fame  errand  to  Alcmena. 

•  Ampb.  What  grofs  abfurdities  are  thefe  ? 

«  So/.  O  Lord,  O  Lord  !  what  abfurdities  ?  as  plain 

*  as  any  packftaff.  That  other  Me,  had  polled  himfelf 

*  there  before  Me,  Me. — You  won't  give  a  man  leave 
'  to  fpeak  poetically  now,  or  elfe  I  wou'd  fay,  that  I 

*  was  arriv'd  at  the  door juft  before  I  came  thither. 

'  Amph.  This  muft  either  be  a  dream,  or  drunken- 
'-  nefs,  or  madnefs  in  thee.  Leave  your  buffooning 
'  and  lying.  I  am  not  in  humour  to  bear  it,  firrah. 

'  Sof.  1  wou'd  you  Ihou'd  know  I  fcorn  a  lye,  and 

*  am  a  man  of  honour  in  everything  but  juft  fighting.' 
I  tell  you  '  once  again,'  in  plain  fincerity  and  fimpli- 
c'uy  of  heart,  that  before   laft  night,  I  never  took 

B  5  oyfelf 


IL  B  A  M  P  H  I  T  R  Y  6  N. 

myfelf  but  for  one  fingle  individual  SoCa  ;  bul 
ing  to  our  door,  I  found  myfelf,  I  know  not  how,  di- 
vided, and,  as  it  were,  fplit  into  two  Sofias. 

Amph.  Leave  buffooning :  I  fee  you  wou'd  make 
me  laugh,  but  you  play  the  fool  fcurvily. 

So/.   That  may  be :  but  if  I  am  a  fool,  I  am  not 
the  only  fool  in  this  company. 
;   Amph.  How  now,  impudence  !  I  mall — 

So/.  Be  not  in  wrath,  fir ;  I  meant  not  you.  I  can- 
not poflibly  be  the  only  fool ;  for  if  I  am  one  fool,  I 
muft  certainly  be  two  fools ;  becaufe,  as  1  told  you, 
J  am  double. 

Amph.  That  one  mould  be  two  is  very  probable  ! 
— A  man  had  need  of  patience  to  endure  this  gib- 
beriih be  brief,  and  come  to  a  conclufion 

So/.  What  wou'd  you  have,  fir  ?  I.  came  thither, 
but  the  t'other  I  was  there  before  me  ;  for  that  there 
were  two  I's  is  as  certain,  as  that  I  have  two  eyes  in 
this  head  of  mine.  This  7,  that  am  here,  was  wea- 
ry ;  the  t'other  7  was  frefh  :  this  7  was  peaceable, 
and  t'other  I  was  a  hectoring  bully  7. 

'  Amph.  And  thou  expecVfl:  I  fhou'd   believe  thee  ? 

'  St/.  No,  I  am  not  fo  unreafonable  ;  for  I  cou'd 
'  never  have  believ'd  it  myfelf,  if  I  had  not  been  well 
'  beaten  into  it:  but  a  cudgel,  you  know,  is  a  con- 
'  vincing  argument  in  a  brawny  fift.  What  (hall  I 
'  fay,  but  that  I  was  compeil'd  at  lafl.  to  acknowledge 
'  myfelf  f  I  found  that  he  was  very  I,  without  fraud, 
'  cozen,  or  deceit.  Befides,  I  view'd  myfelf,  as  in  a 
'  mirror,  from  head  to  foot— he  was  handfome,  of  a 
'  noble  prefence,  a  charming  air,  loofe  and  free  in  all 

*  jhis  motions — and  faw  he  was   fo  much   I,    that   I 

*  fhou'd  have  reafon   to   be  better  fatisfied  with  my 

*  own  perfon,  if  his  hands  had  not    been  a  little   of 

*  the  heaviell.' 

Amph.  No  more  of  your  nonfenfe — fay  you  pafs'd 
by  him,  and  enter'd  into  the  houfe. 

So/.  I  am  a  friend  to  truth,  and  fay  no  fuch  thing  : 
lie  defended  the  door,  and  I  could  not  enter. 

Amph.  How,  not  enter  ! 

S*f.  Why,  how  fhou'd  I  enter?  unlefs  I  were  a 

fp  right 
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fpright  to  glide  by  him,    and  fhoot  myfelf  through 
locks,  and  bolts,  and  two-inch  boards  ? 

Ampb.  O  coward,   didft  thou  not  attempt  to  pafs  f 

So/.  Yes,  and  was  repuls'd,  and  beaten  for  my 
pains. 

Ampb.  Who  beat  thee? 

So/.  1  beat  Me. 

Amfh.  Didft  thou  beat  thyfelf  ? 

So/.  I  don't  mean  /  here  ;  but  the  abfent  Me  beat 
me  here  prefent. 

Ampb.  There's  no  end  of  this  intricate  piece  of 
nonfenfe. 

So/,  'Tis  only  nonfenfe,  becaufe  I  fpeak  it  who 
am  a  poor  fellow ;  but  it  wou'd  be  fenfe,  and  fub- 
flantial  fenfe,  if  a  great  man  faid  it,  that  was  back'd 
with  a  title,  and  the  eloquence  of  ten  thoufand 
pounds  a  year. 

Ampb.  No  more — —but  let  us  enter.  Hold,  my 
Alcmena  is  coming  out,  and  has  prevented  me  !  how 
ftrangely  will  fhe  be  furpriz'd  to  fee  me  here  fo  un- 
expededly  ! 

Enter   Alcmena  and  Phaedra. 

Ale.  [To  Phaed.]  Make  hafte  after  me  to  the  tem- 
ple ;  that  we  may  thank  the  Gods  for  this  glorious 
fuccefs,  which  Amphitryon  has  had  againft  the  rebels. 
O  heaven  ! 

Ampb.  Thofeheav'ns,  and  all  the  bleft  inhabitants, 

[Saluting  her. 

Grant,  that  the  fweet  rewarder  of  my  pains 
May  ftill  be  kind,  as  on  our  nuptial  night. 

Ale.  So  foon  return'd  ! 

Ampb.  So  foon  return'd  !  Is  this  my  welcome  home  ? 

[Stepping  back. 

So  foon  return'd,  fays  I  am  come  unwifh'd  ! 
This  is  no  language  of  defiring  love  : 
Love  reckons  hours  for  months,  and  days  for  years; 
And  every  little  abfence  is  an  age. 

Ale .  What  fays  my  lord  ? 

Amph.  No,  my  Alcmena,    no: 
True  love  by  its  impatience  meafures  time, 
And  the  dear  obieft  never  comes  too  foon. 

TJ       A  JJ. 
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Ale.  Nor  ever  came  you  fo,  nor  ever  fhall  r 
But  you  yourfelf  are  chang'd  from  what  you  werc» 
Pall'd  in  deiires,  and  furfeited  of  blifs ; 
No:  fuch  as  when  laft  night  at  your  return 
I  flew  with  tranfport  to  your  claiping  arms. 

Amph*  How's  this? 

Ale.  Did  you  not  read  your  welcome  in  my  eyes  ? 
Did  you  not  hear  it  in  my  falt'ring  voice  ? 
Did  not  the  pleating  tumult  {hake  my  frame, 
'  Nature's  fpontaneous  proof  of  fudden  joy' 
Which  no  falfe  love  can  feign  ! 

Amph.  What's  this  you  tell  me  ? 

Ale.  Far  fhort  of  truth,  by  Heav'n  ! 
My  proofs  of  joy,  with  joy  you  then  receiv'd, 
And  gave  with  ufury  back.     At  break  of  day 
You  left  me  with  a  figh;  you  now  return, 
Tho'  not  unwifh'd,  yet  furely  unexpected  ; 
And  why  fhou'd  my  furprize  be  thought  a  crime  ? 

Atoph.  I  left  you  with  a  figh  at  break  of  day  !  — — 

Ale.  Yes,  for  the  camp have  you  forgot,  Am- 
phitryon ? 

Ampb-.  Or  have  you  dreamt,  Alcmena  ? 
Perhaps  fome  kind,  revealing  Deity, 
Has  whifper'd  in  your  deep  the  pleafing  news 
Of  my  return  ;  and  you  believ'd  it  real. 

Ale.  Some  melancholy  vapour,  fure,  has  feiz'd 
Your  brain,  Amphitryon,  and  diflurb'd  your  feufe  ; 
Or  yefternight  is  not  fo  long  a  time, 
But  you  might  yet  remember 
How  kind  a  welcome  to  my  arms  I  gave  you. 

Ampb.  I  thank  you-  for  my  melancholy  vapour. 

Ale.  'Tis  but  a  juft  requital  for  my  dream. 

Pbad.  If  my  mailer  thinks  fit  thus  to  angle  for  a 
quarrel,  I  think  he  had  no  great  reafon  to  come  back. 
[/«  the  mean  time  Amph.  and  Ale.  n»alk  by  t/jem/elfvert 
and fr won  at  each  other  as  they  meet.} 

Ampb.  You  dare  not  juftify  it  to  my  face. 

Ale.  Not  what  ? 

Amph.  That  I  returned  before  this  hour, 

Ale.  You  dare  not,  fure,  deny  you  came  laft  night, 
An*  iUid  till  break  of  day, 

,***» 
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Ampk.  O  impudence! — why,  Sofia  ! 
Saf.  Nay,  1  lay  nothing  ;  for  all  things  here  may 
go  by  enchantment  (as  they  did  with  me)  for  ought 
I  know. 

Ale.  Speak,  Phsedra,  was  ke  here  ? 

Phad.  You  know,  madam,  I  am  but  a  chamber- 
maid:  and  by  my  place,  I  am  to  forget  all  that  was 

done  over  night  in  love  matters unlefs  my  matter 

pleafes  to  rub  up  my  memory  with  another  diamond. 

Ampb.^<ovft  in  the  name  of  all  the  Gods,A!craena, 
A  little  recolleft  your  fcatter'd  thoughts, 
And  weigh  what  you  have  faid. 

Ale.  I  weigh'd  it  well,  Amphitryon,  ere  I  fpeke  ; 
And  fhe,  and  Bromia,  all  the  flaves  and  fervants, 
Can  witnefs  they  beheld  you  when  you  came  : 
If  other  proof  be  wanting,  tell  me  how 
I  came  to  know  your  fight,  your  victory, 
The  death  of  Pterelas  in  fingle  combat  ? 

Ampb.   [turning  angrily   to  Sofia.]   Now,  rafcal  !  — 

you  did  not  get  into  the  hcufe 
And  deliver  my  meflage,  did  you  ? 

\Gcing  to  ft r ike  him. 

So/.  Hold,  fir,  for  the  fake  of  truth  and  mercy  ! 

Dear  madam  !    [/o   Alcmena.]    as  your  gentle 

nature  is  a  friend  to  diftrefled  innocence,   interpofe  ' 
in  my  behalf. 

Ale.  \to  Amph.]  Why  will  you  not,  Amphitryon,  ' 

anfwer  me  ? 

What  in  my  queftion  can  have  turn'd  your  rage 
On  this  poor  Have  ? 

Ampb.  What  but  groft  falfhoods,  which  he  forg'd 

to  mock  me  : 
And  you  abet  him——- But  for  this — 

[//  again  going  to  ftrike  Sofia* 

So/.  Nay,  dear  fir,  do  not  punifti  me  unheard. 

Amph.  Did  you  not  tell  me 

So/.  Yes,  I  did  tell  you— and  I  told  you  truly, 
that  when  I  would  have  gone  into  the  houfe,  1  was 
beaten  away. 

Ampb.   Well,  firrah,  and  don't  it  now  appear,  by 
what  Alcmena  fays,  that  you  did  get  in  ?  how  elfe  • 
could  fbe  know  the  news  I  fent  you  with,  rafcal  ? 

v. 
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Sc/.  And  don't  it  appear,  by  my  back  and  moul- 
ders, that  I  was  beaten  away  ?  but  you  will  not  let  a 
man  produce  his  witnefles 

Ampb.  Did  you  not  get  in  I  Anfwer  me  that, 
rogue,  diredlly,  and  without  equivocation. 

Sof.  Why  yes,  it  is  true — and  I  muft  confefs  that, 
in  fome  fenfe,  it  may  be  faid  that  I  did  get  in  ;  tho' 
it  may  alfo,  in  a  certain  fenfe,  be  truly  faid,  that  I 
was  beaten  away. 

Ampb.  Why  thou  impudent,  prevaricating 

Sof.  Sir,  let  me  befeech  you,  that  reafon  may  pre- 
dominate, for  my  fake,  and  that  you  would  make 
fuch  diiHnftions  as  the  nature  of  my  cafe  requires :  it 
is  true  that  I  <//Vget  in,  and  it  is  true  that  I  did  not 

fet  in  ;    this  7,   that  is  here  now,    did  not  get  in, 
ut  was  beaten  away  by  t'other  / ;  but  that  other  / 
did  get  in,  and  was  not  beaten  away — there  is  a  me 
me,  and  there  is  a  he  me— — 
Ampb.    Audacious  flave  !    'twere  infamy  to  fpare 

thee. 

Phied.  Do,  taiy  lord,  pray  fpare  him,  till  he  has 
told  the  reft  of  his  ftory  ;  it  is  but  beating  him  a 
little  the  more,  when  he  has  done. 

Sof.  [Earneftly  to  Phaedra.]  It  was  at  that  very  door, 
there  it  is — here  was  one  /,  and  there  was  t'other. 

Pkesd.  What,  you  mean  that  you  fquinted,  and 
Ipok'd  two  ways  at  once. 

Sof.  I  mean  no  fuch  thing — [He  no-iu  turns  from 
her,  and  addrej/es  Alcmena.]  It  is  not  eafy  to  make 
one's  felf  undei  flood  in  thefe  nice  cafes:  but  I  fay, 
— hem  !  '  I  fay,  that  I  being  become  the  duplicate  of 
'  myfelf,  as  to  the  body,  and  the  underftanding,  did 
•  notwithflanding  find  that  there  was  a  diverfity  of  the 

**  will,  and  that  both  in  adion  and  in  fufferance' • 

Ampb.   [Fiercely  pulling  him  aivay.]  Be  gone — thy 

folly  tortures  me  to  madnefs. 
.  Ale.    [Interpofmg.~\  The  fame  ftrange  phrenfy  has 

pofle/s'd  you  both  ; 

It  was  from  you,  not  him,  I  heard  the  news. 
Ampb.  From  me  ! 

Al 
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Ale.  From  you— and  when  you  told  me  Pterelas's 

death, 
You  gave  this  jewel  which  he  us'd  to  wear. 

Ampk.  This  is  amazing  ! 
Have  I  already  given  you  thofe  diamonds, 
The  prefent  I  referv'd  ? 

Ah.  'Tis  an  odd  queftion  : 
You  fee  I  wear  'em  :  look. 

Amph.  Now  anfwer,  Sofia. 

So/.  Yes,  now  lean  anfwer  with  a  fafe  confcience, 

as  to  that  point ;  all  the  reft  may  be  art  magic 

but,  as  for  the  diamonds,  here  they  are,  under  fafe 
cuftody. 

Ale,  Then  what  are  thefe  upon  my  arm  ?   [To  Sof. 

Sof.  Flints,  or  pebbles,  or  fome  fuch  trumpery  of 
enchanted  ftones.  Yet  now  I  think  on't,  madam, 
did  not  a  certain  friend  of  mine  prefent  'em  to  you  ? 

Ale.  What  friend? 

Sof.  Why  another  Sofia ;  one  that  made  himfclf 
Sofia  in  my  defpite,  and  alfo  Unfofiated  me. 

Amph.  Sirrah,  leave  your  naufeous  nonfenfe  ;  break 
open  the  feal,  and  take  out  the  diamonds. 

Sof.  More  words  than  one  to  a  bargain,  fir,  I 
thank  you  :  that's  no  part  of  prudence  for  me  to 
commit  burglary  upon  the  feals.  Do  you  look  firft 
upon  the  fignet,  and  tell  me  in  your  confcience,  whe- 
ther the  fealb  be  not  as  firm  as  when  you  clapt  the 
wax  upon  them. 

Ampb.  The  fignature  is  firm.  [Looking. 

Sof.  Then  take  the  fignature  into  your  own  curtody, 
and  open  it,  frr 1  will  have  nothing  done  at  my  pro- 
per peril.  [Giving  him  the  cajket. 

Ampb.  [Breaking  open  the  feal.~\  O  Heav'ns  !  here's 
nothing  but  an  empty  ipace,  the  neft  where  they  were 
laid. 

Sof.  Then  if  the  birds  are  flown,  the  fault's  not 
mine.  Here  hat,  been  fine  conjuring  work  !  or  elfe 
the  jewel,  knowing  to  whom  it  ihou'd  be  given,  took 
occafion  to  ileal  out,  by  a  natural  inftinft,  and  ty'd 
itfelf  to  that  pretty  arm. 

Can  this  be  poffible  ? 

Sof, 
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So/.  Yes,  very  poflible:;  You,  my  lord  Amphitryon, 
may  have  brought  forth  another  You  my  lord  Am- 
phitryon i  ,as  well  as  I  Sofia  have  brought  forth  ano- 
ther Me  Sofia  ;  and  our  diamonds  may  have  procre- 
ated thefe  diamonds  ;  and  fo  we  are  all  three  double, 

Ph<ed.  If  this  be  *rue,  I  hope  my  golden  goblet 
has  gigg'd  another  golden  goblet,  and  then  they  may 
carry  double  upon  all  four.  {Afide. 

Ale.  My  lord,  I  have  flood  filent  out  of  wonder 
What  you  cou'd  wonder  at. 

Amph.  [Ajide.~\  A  coilling  fweat,  a  damp  of  je?.louf» 
Jiangs  on  my  brows,  and  clams  upo:i  my  limbs. 
J  fear,  and  yet  I  muft  be  fatisfy'd  : 
And  to  be  futisfy'd,  I  muft  diffemble. 

Ale.  Why  mufe  you  fo,  and  murmur  to  yourfelf  ? 
If  you  repent  your  bounty,  take  it  back. 

Ampb.  Not  fo  ;  but,  if  you  pleafe,  relate  what  pall 
At  our  lafl  interview. 

Ale.  That  queflion  wou'd  infer  you  were  not  here. 

Ampb.  \  fay  not  fo ; 
I  only  wou'd  refrefh  my  memory, 
And  have  my  reafons  to  defire  the  ftory. 

Ale.  The  llory  is  not  long  :  you  know  I  met  you, 
Kifs'd  you,  and  prefs'd  you  clofe  within  my  arms. 

Amph.  I  cou'd  have  fpar'd  that  kindnefs.  [Ajttfe. 
And  what  did  I  ?  [To  her. 

Ale.  With  equal  love  return'd  my  warm  embrace. 

Amph.  Goon. 

\AJide *~\  And  flab  me  with  each  fyllable  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Ale.  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 

«  Ampb.  Why,  went  we  not  to  bed  ? 

'  Ale .  Why  not  ? 

'  Is  it  a  crime  for  hufband  and  for  wife 
'  To  go  to  bed,  my  lord  ?' 

Amph.  Perfidious  woman  1 

Ale.  Ungrateful  man  ! 

Ampb.  She  juflifies  it  too  ! 

Ale.  I  need  not  juflify  :  of  what  am  I  accus'd  ? 

Ampb.   Of  that  prodigality  of  kindnefs 
Giv'n  to  another,  and   ufurp'd  from  me. 
So  blefs  me,  Heav'n,  if  fmce  my  firft  departure, 
I  ever  fet  my  foot  upon  this  threlhold. 
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Jlc.  Then  I,  it  feems,  am  falfe  t 

Amfb.  As  furely  falfe,  as  whac  thou  fay'ilis  true, 

Ale.  I  have  betray 'd  my  honour,  and  my  love  ! 
And  am  a  foul  adultrefs  ! 

Ampl.  What  thou  art, 
Thou  iland'ft  condemn'd  to  be  by  thy  relation. 

Ale.  Go,  thou  unworthy  man  ;  for  ever  go  : 
No  more  my  hufband  !   Go,  thou  bafe  importer  ; 
Who  tak'ft  a  vile  pretence  to  taint  my  fame  ; 
And,  not  content  to  leave,  would'ft  ruin  me. 
Enjoy  thy  wifh'd  divorce  :  I  will  not  plead 
My  innocence  of  this  pretended  crime  : 
I  need  not :  do  thy  worft,  I  fear  thee  not : 
For  know,  the  more  thou  wou'dft  expofe  my  virtue, 
Like  pureft  linen  laid  in  opeji  air, 
'Twill  bleach  the  more,  and  whiten  to  the  view. 

Ampb.  'Tis  well  thou  art  prcpar'd  for  thy  divorcff  : 
For,  know  thou  too,  that  after  this  affront! 
This  foul  indignity  done  to  my  honour, 
Divorcement  is  but  petty  reparation. 
But  fince  thou  haft,  with  impudence,  affirm'd 
My  falfe  return,  and  brib'd  my  flaves  to  vouch  it, 
The  truth  fhall,  in  the  face  of  Thebes,  be  clear'dj 
Thy  uncle,  the  companion  of  my  voyage, 
And  all  the  crew  of  feamen  fhall  be  brought, 
Who  were  embark'd,  and  came  with  me  to  land, 
Nor  parted,  till  I  reach'd  this  curfed  door  : 
So  mail  this  vifion  of  my  late  return 
Stand  a  detected  lye  ;  and  woe  to  thofe 
Who  thus  betray'd  my  honour. 

Sof.  Sir,  mail  I  wait  on  you  ? 

Amph.  No,  I  will  go  alone  :  expect  me  here  : 

[Exit  Amphitryon. 

Phad.  Pleafe  you that  I [To  Alcmena. 

Ale.  O  !  nothing  now  can  pleafe  me  : 
Darknefs,  and  folitude,  and  fighs,  and  tears, 
And  all  th'  infeparable  train  of  grief, 
Attend  my  fteps  for  ever [Exit  Alcmena. 

Sof.  What  if  I  fhou'd  lye  now,  and  fay  we  have 
been  here  before  ?  I  never  law  any  good  that  came  of 
idling  truth.  [AJide. 

Pkxct. 
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Pbed.  He  makes  no  more  advances  to  me:  I  be- 
gin a  little  to  fufpedt,  that  my  gold  goblet  will  prove 
but  copper.  [Ajule. 

So/.  Yes,  'tis  refolv'd  —  I  will  lye  abominably,  againil 
the  light  of  my  own  conference.  For  fuppofe  the 
other  Sofia  has  been  here:  perhaps  that  ftrong  dog 
has  not  only  beaten  me,  but  alib  has  mifus'd  my 
wife  !  Now,  by  afking  certain  queftions  of  her,  with 
a  fide-wind,  I  may  come  to  underftand  how  fquares 
go,  and  whether  my  nuptial  bed  be  violated,  [djide. 

Phted.  Moft  certainly  he  has  learn'd  impudence  of 
his  mafter,  and  will  deny  his  being  here  ;  but  that 
ftall  not  ferve  his  turn,  to  cheat  me  of  my  prefent  — 


Why,  Sofia  !  What  in  a  brown  ftudy  ? 

Sef.  A  little  cogitabund,  or  fo,  concerning  this  dif- 
mal  revolution  in  our  family. 

Pb<sd.  But  that  fhou'd  not  make  you  neglect  your 
duty  to  me  your  miftrefs. 

So/.  Pretty  foul,  I  wou'd  thou  wert  ;  upon  condi- 
tion that  old  Bromia  were  fix  foot  under  ground. 

Pbad.  What  !  is  all  your  hot  courtfhip  to  me 
dwindled  into  a  poor  unprofitable  wifli  ?  You  may 
remember,  I  did  not  bid  you  absolutely  defpair»>  jufrl 

So/.  No,  for  all  things  yet  may  be  accommodated 
in  an  amicable  manner,  betwixt  my  mafter  and  my 
lady. 

Pb<ed.  I  mean,  to  the  bufinefs  betwixt  you  and 
me  - 

So/.  Why,  I  hope  we  two  never  quarrell'd. 

Pbted.  Mud  I  remember  you  of  a  certain  promife 
that  you  made  me  at  our  laft  parting  ?  ^^ 

So/.  O,  when  I  went  to  the  army  ;  that  I  fhou'd 
Hill  bepraifing  thy  beauty  to  judge  Gripns,  and  keep 
up  his  affe£lions  to  thee. 

Phted.  No,  I  mean  the  bufinefs  betwixt  you  and 
me  this  morning  —  that  you  promis'd  me  -- 

So/.  That  I  promis'd  thee—  I  find  it  now  :  that 
ftrong  dog,  my  brother  Sofia,  has  been  here  before 
me,  and  made  love  to  her.  \_dfide. 

Pbeed.  You  are  confidering,  whether  or  no  you 
ihould  keep  your  promife— 
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So/.  No,  fweet  creature,  the  promife  fliall  not  be 
broken  :  but  what  I  have  undertaken,  I  will  perform 
like  a  man  of  honour. 

Pbred.  Then  you  remember  the  preliminaries  of 
the  prefent. 

&tf.  Yes,  yes,  in  grofs  I  do  remember  fomething  ; 
but  this  diilurbance  of  the  family  has  fomewhat  ftu- 
pify'd  my  memory  :  fome  pretty  quelque  cbofe,  I  war- 
rant thee  ;  fome  acceptable  toy  of  fmall  value. 

Pb<fd.  You  may  call  a.  gold  goblet  a  toy  :  but  I 
put  a  greater  value  upon  your  prefents. 

Sof.  A  gold  goblet,  fay'ft  thou  !  Yes,  now,  I  think 
Ofl't,  it  was  a  kind  of  a  gold  goblet,  as  a  gratuity — 

Phad.  No,  no ;  I  had  rather  make  fure  of  one 
bribe  before-hand,  than  be  promis'd  ten  gratukies. 

Sof.  Yes,  now  I  remember,  it  was,  in  fome  fenfe, 
a  gold  goblet,  by  way  of  earned  j  and.it  contain'd— 

Pbtd.  One  large 

Sof.  How,  one  large 

Phxd.  Gallon. 

Ssf.  No,  that  was  fomewhat  too  large,  in  con- 
fcience:  it  was  not  a  whole  gallon  ;  but  it  may  con- 
tain, reafonably  fpeaking,  one  large— —thimble-full. 
But  gallons  and  thimble-fulls  are  fo  like,  that,  in 
fpeaking,  I  might  eafily  miftake  them. 

'  Phad.  Is  it  come  to  this  ?  Out,  traitor  ! 

'  Sof.  I  had  been  a  traitor,  indeed,  to  have  betray'd 

*  thee  to   the    fwallowing  of  a  gallon;  butathim- 

*  ble-full  of  cordial-water  is  eafily  fipt  off:  and  then, 

*  this  fame  goblet  is  fo  very  light  too,  that  it  will  be 
'  no  burden  to  carry  it  about  with  thee  in  thy  pocket.' 

Phffd.  O  apoftate  to  thy  love  !  O  perjur'd  villain  1 
[Enter  Bromia.J  What  are  you  here,  Bromia  !  I  was 
telling  him  his  own  :  I  was  giving  him  a  rattle  for 
his  treacheries  to  you,  his  love :  you  fee  I  can  be  a 
friend,  upon  occafion. 

Brom.  Ay  chicken,  I  never  doubted  of  thy  kind- 
nefs  :  but  for  this  fugitive — this  rebel — this  mif- 
creant 

Sof.  A  kind  welcome  to  an  abfent  lover,  as  I  have 
been. 

— — -jrr  Bron* 


44  AMPHITRYO  N. 

Brom.  Ay,  and  a  kind  greeting  you  gave  me,  at 
your  return ;  when  you  us'd  me  To  barbaroufly  this 
morning. 

Sof.  Ay,  the  t'other  Sofia  has  been  with  her  too  ; 
and  has  us'd  her  barbaroufly:  barbaroufly,  that  is  to 
fay  uncivilly  ;  and  uncivilly,  I  am  afraid  that  mean? 
too  civilly.  [Afide. 

Phted.  You  had  beft  deny  you  were  here  this 
morning!  And  by  the  fame  token 

Sof.   Nay,    no   more   tokens,   for  Heav'n's   fake, 

dear  Phaedra.     Now  muft  I  again  ponder  with  my- 

felf  a  little,  whether  it  be  better  for  me  to  have  been 

here,  or  not  to  have  been  here  this,  morning,    [AJide. 

Enter   a   Servant. 

Serv.  Phtedra,  my  lord's  without  ;  and  will  not 
enter  till  he  has  firil  fpoken  with  you.  [Exit  Servant. 

Ph#d.  [T'o  bint  in  private.]  O,  that,  I"  cou'd  Hay, 
to  help  to  worry  thee  for  this  abufe  ;  but  the  beft  on't 
is,  I  leave  thee  in  good  hands— — Farewel  thimble—- 
To him,  Bromia.  [Exit  Phjedra. 

Brom.  No,  to  be  fure  you  did  not  beat  me,   and 


put  me  into  a  fwoon,  and  deprive  me  of  the  natural 
ufe  of  my  tongue,  for  a  long  half  hour :  you  did  not 
beat  me  down  with  your  little  wand  :  but  I  mall 


teach  you  to  ufe  your  rod  another  time 1  (hall 

Sof.  Put  her  into  a  fwoon  with  my  little  wand,  and 
fo  forth  :  that's  more  than  ever  I  could  do.  Thefe 
are  terrible  circumftances,  that  fome  Sofia  or  other 
has  been  here.  [AJide.,~\  Well,  but  Bromia — if  I  did 
beat  thee  down  with  my  little  wand,  I  warrant,  ^ 
was  monftrous  kind  to  thee  '  afterwards/ 

Brom.  Yes,  monftrous  kind  indeed  !  You  never 
faid  a  truer  word ;  for  when  I  came  to  kifs  you,  you 
pull'd  away  your  mouth,  and  turn'd  your  cheek  to 
me. 

Sof.  Good. 

Brom.  How,  good!  Here's  fine  impudence  :  what, 
do  you  infult  upon  me  too  ? 

Sof.  No,  I  do  not  infult  upon  you— <but  for  a  cer- 
tain reafon,  that  I  beft  know,  I  am  glad  that  matter 
ended  fo  fairly  and  peaceably  betwixt  as. 

Srom. 
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Brom.  Yes,  'twas  very  fair  and  peaceably  j  to  ftfike 
a  woman  down,  and  beat  her  molt  outrageouily. 

Sf>/.  Is  it  poffible  that  I  drubb'd  thec  t 

Brom.  I  find  your  drift You  wou'd  fain  be  pro- 
voking me  to  a  new  trial  now :  but  i'faith,  you  lliaU 
bring  me  to  no  more  handy-blows — I  ihall  make  bold 
to  truft  to  my  tongue  hereafter.  You  never  durit 
have  offcr'd  to  hold  up  a  finger  againit  me,  till  you 
went  a  trooping. 

Sof.  Then  I   am  conqueror;  and  I  laud  my  own 
courage.     This  renown  I  have  atchiev'd  by  foldierfhip 
and  ftratagem.     Know  your  duty,  fpoufe,  hencefor- 
ward, to  your  fupreme  commander.  [Strutting. 
Enter  Jupiter  and  Phaedra. 

Pbrd.  Indeed  I  wonder'd  at  your  quick  return. 

Jup.  Ev'n    fo,    Almighty    Love    wou'd  have    it, 

Phxdra; 

'  And  the  ftern  Goddefs  of  fweet-bitter  cares, 
'  Who  bows  our  necks  beneath  her  brazen  yoke,' 
I  wou'd  have  mann'd  my  heart,  and  held  it  out: 
Eut,  when  I  thought  of  what  I  had  pofleft  j 
Thofe  joys,  that  never  end  but  to  begin, 
My  duty  foon  was  overborne  :   I  fcorn'd 
The  bufy  malice  of  cenforious  tongues, 
And,  carelefs  to  conceal  my  ftolen  journey, 
Determin'd  one  day  more  to  fpend  in  Thebes. 

Phted.  And  yet  a  fecond  time  you  left  Alcmena, 
With  looks  unkind,  that  threaten'd  longer  abfence, 
'Twas  but  ev'n  now 

Jvp.  Wou'd  it  had  never  been  ! 
I  die  to  make  my  peace. 

'Ph*d.  'Tis  difficult. 

Jup.  But  nothing  is  impoflible  to  love: 
To  love  like  mine  :  for  I  have  prov'd  its  force. 
If  I  fubmit,  there's  hope. 

Pbrtd.  It  is  poffible  I  may  folicit  for  you. 

Jup.  But  wilt  thou,  promife  me  to  do  thy  befl  ? 

Ph id.  Nay,  I  promife  nothing — unlefs  you  begin 
To  promife  firft.  \Curffying. 

Jup.  I  wo'not  be  ungrateful. 

f.  Well,  I'll  try  to  bring  her  to  you. 
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7«/.  That's  all  I  aflc  : 
And  J  will  fo  reward  thee,  gentle  Phsedra— — 

Pbxd.What  with  the  fweet  found  of  gentle  Phzdra, 

and  my  kind  advocate. 

Jup.  No,  there's  a  found  will  pleafe  thee  better. 

[Throwing  her  apurfe. 
Pk<ed.  Ay,  there's  fomething  of  melody  in  this 

found. 
I  could  dance  all  day  to  the  mufic  of  chink,  chink. 

Jup.  Go,  Sofia, 

To  Polidas,  to  Tranio,  and  to  Gripus, 
Companions  of  our  war  :  invite  'em  all 
To  join  their  pray'rs  to  fmooth  Alcmena's  brow  ; 
Ana,  with  a  folemn  feaft,  to  crown  the  day. 

So/.  [Taking  Jupiter  about  the  knees.]  Let  me  em- 
brace you,  fir. — [Jupiter  pujbes  him  a<way.]  Nay,  you 
muft  give  me  leave  to  exprefs  my  gratitude.  I  have 
not  eaten,  to  fay  eating,  nor  drunk,  to  fay  drinking, 
never  fmce  our  villainous  encamping  fo  near  the 
enemy. 

Jup.  You,  Bromia,  fee  that  all  things  be  prepar'd 
With  that  magnificence,  as  if  Jupiter 
Were  gueft  or  matter  here. 

So/.  Or,  rather,  as  much  as  if  twenty  Jupiters 
were  to  be  guefts,  or  matters  here. 

Srom.  That  you  may  eat  for  to-day  and  to-morrow. 

So/.  Or,  rather  again,  for  to-day,  and  yefterday ; 
and  as  many  months  backward,  as  I  am  indebted  to 
my  own  ttomach. 

Jup.  Away,  both  of  you. 

[Exeunt  Sofia  and  Bromia. /werally. 
Now  I  have  pack'd  him  hence,  thou  other  Sofia,    . 
(Who,  tho'  thou  art  not  prefent,  hear'tt  my  voice) 
Be  ready  to  attend  me  at  my  call, 
And  to  fupply  his  place. 

Enter  Mercury  to  Jupiter ;  Alcmena  and  Phaedra  alfo 
eater,  but  Alcmena. /eeing  Jupiter,  turns  backhand 
retires  fr  owning. 

^  Jut.  See,  fee  appears !  ^jfe?  Alcmena 

Merc.  She's  gone,  and  fcem'd  to  frown  at  parttn 
3  > 
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Jup.  Follow,  and  thou  malt  fee  her  foon  appeas'd ; 
For  I,  who  made  her,  know  her  inward  ftate  MiA, 
No  woman,  once  well-pleas'd,  can  throughly  hate. 
I  gave  'em  Beauty,  to  fubdue  the  Strong ; 
(A  mighty  empire,  but  it  lafts  not  long.) 
I  gave  'em  Pride,  to  make  Mankind  their  (lave  ; 
But,  in  exchange,  to  Men  J  Flattery  gave. 
Th'  offending  Lover,  when  he  loweft  lies, 
Submits  to  conquer,  and  but  kneels,  to  rife. 

{Exeunt. 

ACT     IV. 

Jupiter  following  Alcmena  ;  Mercury,  and  Phasdra. 
Stay,  my  dear  Alcmena,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Ale.  No,  I  wou'd  fly  thee  to  the  ridge 
of  earth ; 
And  leap  the  precipice  to  'fcape  thy  fight. 

Jup.  For  pity 

Ale.  Leave  me,  thou  ungrateful  man  ! 
I  hate  myfelf,  for  having  lov'd  thee  once. 

Jup.  Hate  not  the  beft  and  faireft  of  your  kind  : 
Nor  can  you  hate  your  lover,  tho*  you  wou'd. 
Your  tears,  that  fall  fo  gently,  are  but  grief: 
There  may  be  anger  ;  but  there  muft  be  love. 
The  dove  that  murmurs  at  her  mate's  neglect, 
But  counterfeits  a  coynefs  to  be  courted. 

'  Ale.  Courtfliip  from  thee,  and  after  fuch  affronts  ! 
•  Jup.  Is  this  that  everlafting  love  you  vow'd,  lafl 

night  ? 
'  Ale.  Think  what  thou  wert,  and  who  cou'd  fwear 

too  much  ? 

*  Think  what  thou  art,  and  that  abfolves  the  oath. 
'  Jup.  Can  you  forfake  me  for  fo  fmall  a  fault  ? 
'Twas  but  a  jeft,  perhaps  too  far  purfu'd  j 
'Twas  but,  at  moft,  a  trial  of  your  faith, 
How  you  could  bear  unkindnefs  : 
'Twas  but  to  get  a  reconciling  kifs, 
A  wanton  ftratagem  of  love. 
'  Ale.  See  how  he  doubles,  like  a  hunted  hare ! 
'  A  jeft,  and  then  a  trial,  and  a  bait  j— — 

4  7*/-' 
-^niiifit  3s  nwcm  o: 
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'  Jup.'  Think  me  jealous,  then. 

Ale.  O  that  I  could,  for  that's  a  noble  crime  ; 
And  which  a  lover  can,  with  eafe,  forgive: 
'Tis  the  high  ptlfe  of  paffion,  in  a  fever  ; 
A  fickly  draught  but  (hews  a  burning  thirft  : 
Thine  was  a  furfeit,  not  a  jealoufy  : 
And  in  that  loathing  of  thv  fatiate  love, 
Thou  faw'lt  the  odious  object  with  d:fdain. 

Jup.  O  think  not  that  :  for  you  are  ever  new—— 

*  Your  fruits  of  love,  like  thofe  of  endlefs  fpring 
'  In  happy  climes,  where  fome  are  in  the  bud, 

f  Some  green,  and  ripening  fome,  while  others  fall. 
'  Ale.  Ay,  now  you  tell  me  this.  Your  puny  paflion, 
'  Like  the  deprav'd  defines  of  fretful  ficknefs, 

*  Raves  in  mart  fits  of  craving  and  difguft  : 

'  This  morn  at  break  of  day  you  \vou'd  be  gone  ; 

*  Then  chang'd  your  purpofe  and  came  back  ;    then 

raged 

*  Becaufe  th'  effed  of  chance  was  not  forefeen  ; 
'  Then  left  me  in  difguft,  with  infult  too  ; 

*  And  now,  return'd  again,  you  talk  of  love. 
«  But  never  hope  to  be  receiv'd  again  : 

*  You  would  again  deny  you  were  receiv'd, 

*  And  brand  ray  fpotlefs  fame.' 

Jup.  1  will  not  dare  to  juflify  my  crime  : 
No,  I  confefs  I  have  deferv'd  your  hate. 
Too  charming  fair,  .1  kneel  for  your  forgivenefs  : 
I  beg  by  thofe  fair  eyes,  [Kneeling. 

Which  gave. me  wounds  that  time  can  never  cure  ; 
Receive  my.  forrows,  and  reftore  my  joys.         . 

Ale.  Unkind  and  cruel !  I  can  fpeak  no- more. 
.  Jup.  O  give  it  vent,  Alcmena,  give  it  vent  ; 
I  merit  your  reproach,  J  wou'd  be  curs'd  : 
Let  your  tongue  curfe  me,  whil«  your  heart  forgives. 

f  Ale.  Can  I  forget  fuch  ufage  .* 

*  Jup.  Can  you  hate  me  ? 

'  Ale.  I'll  do  my  beft:  for  fare  I  ought  to  hate  you. 

*  Jup.Thzx.  word  was  only  hatch'd  upon  your  tongue 

*  It  came  not  from  your  heart.     But  try  again  ; 
'And  if,  once  more,  you  can  but  fay,  I  hate  you, 
«  My  fword  ftull  do  you  juftice. 

Ale- 
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*  jflp.-.,Then,  I  hate  you  -- 

'Jup.  Then  you  pronounce  the  fentenceof  my  dearJu 
'  Ale.  \  hate  you  much  ;  —  but  yet  I  love  you  mo.c. 
'  Jup.  To  prove  that  love,  then  fay,  that  you  for- 

•  For  there  remains  but  this  alternative  ;       [give  nye  : 
'  Refolve  to  pardon,    or  to  punifh  me. 

*  Ale.  Alas,  what  I  refolve,  appears  too  plain  : 

*  In  faying  that  I  cannot  hate,  I  pardon. 

'  JUP"  ^ut  u'hat's  a  pardon  worth,  without  a  feal  r 
'  Permit  me,  in  this  tranfport  of  my  joy  -- 

'   [KiJ/es  her  hand.' 
Ale.  Forbear  ;  I  am  offended  with  niyfelf, 

[Putting  him  gently  away  <with  her  hand. 
That  I  have  fhewn  this  weaknels  —  —Let  me  go. 

[Going  and  looking  back  on  him. 
But  come  not  you  ; 

Left  I  mould  fpoil  you  with  excefs  of  fondnefs, 
And  let  you  love  again  --  [Exit  Alcmena. 

Jup.  Forbidding  me  to  follow,  me  invites  me. 


This  is  the  mould  of  which  I  made  the  fex  : 

I  gave  'em  but  one  tongue,    to  fay  us  nay  ; 

And  two  kind  eyes,  to  grant.     Be  fure  that  none 

[To  Merc. 
Approach,  to  interrupt  us. 

[Exit  Jupiter  after  Alcmena. 
Mercury  and  Phaedra  regain. 

Merc.  Your  lady  ha?  made  the  challenge  of  recon- 
ciliation to  my  lord  :  here's  a  fair  example  for  us  two, 
Phsdra. 

Pb#d.  No  example  at  all,  Sofia  :  for  my  lady  had 
the  diamonds  before-hand,  and  I  have  none  of  the 
gold  goblet. 

Merc.  The  goblet  fhall  be  forth-coming,  if  thou 
\\ilt  give  me  weight  for  weight. 

Phffd.  Yes,  and  meafure  for  meafure  too,  Sofia: 
that  is,  for  a  thimble-full  of  gold,  a  thimble-full  or 
love. 

Merc.  What  think  you  now,  Phaedra?  Here's  a 
weighty  argument  of  love  for  you  ! 

[Pulling  out  thegobht  in  a  cafe  from  under  li- 
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.  Now  Jupiter  of  his  mercy,  let  me  kifs  thee, 
O  thou  dear  metal  !  [Taking  it  in  both  hands. 

Mere.  And  Venus,  of  her  mercy,  let  me  kifs  thee, 
dear,  dear  Phcedra. 

Phad.  Not  fo  faft,  Sofia  !  there's  an  unlucky 
proverb  in  your  way — Many  things  happen  betwixt  the 
cup  and  the  lip,  you  know. 

Merc.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  cheat  me  of  my  goblfet  ? 

Ph&'d.  Yes  ;  '  as  fure  as  you  would  cheat  me  pf'iny 

*  maidenhead  :'  I  am  yet  but  juil  even  with  you,  for 
the  lalt  trick  you  play'd  me.     And,  befides,  this  i* 
but  a  bare  retaining  fee  ;  you  mull  give  me  another 
before  the  caufe  is  cpcn'd. 

Merc.  Shall  I  r.ot  come  to  your  bed-fide  to-night  ? 

Pheed  No,  nor  to-morrow  night  neither  :  bat  this 
fhall  b^  my  fv.-eecheart  in  your  place :  'tis  a  better 
bedfellow,  and  will  keep  me  \varmerin  cold  weather. 

[Exit  Phaedra. 
Mercury  alone. 

Mei-c.  Now,  what's  the  God  of  Wit  in  a  woman's 
hand  ?  This  very  goblet  I  Hole  from  Gripus ;  and  he 
got  it  out  of  bribes  too.  Bu:  this  is  the  common  fate 
of  ill-gotten  goods,  that,  as  they  came  in  by  cove- 
toufnefs,  they  go  out  by  whoring. [Enter  Am- 
phitryon.]  '  O  here's  Amphitryon  again,  but  I'll 

•  manage  him  above  in  the  balcony.'         [Exit  Merc. 

Amph.  Not  one  of  thofe  I  look'd  for,  to  be  found  ! 
Has  fome  enchantment  hid  'cm  from  my  fight  ? 
Perhaps,  as  Sofia  fays,  'tis  witchcraft  all : 
Seals  may  be  open'd,  diamonds  may  be  floln  ; 
But  how  J  came  in  peribn,  yeilerday, 
And  gave  that  prefent  to  Alcmena's  hands, 
That  which  I  never  gave,  nor  ever  came, 
O  there's  the  rock,  on  which  my  reafon  fplits. 
Wou'd  that  were  all  !  J  fear  my  honour,  too  ! 
I'll  try  her  once  again  :   fne  may  be  mad  : 
A  wretched  remedy  !   but  all  I  have, 
To  keep  me  from  defpair. 
.How  now  !  what  means  the  locking  up  of  my 
J)oors  at  this  time  of  day  I  [Knocks. 

Merc.  [Move.]  Softly,  friend,  foftly  !  You  knock 
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as  loud,  and  as  faucily,  as  a  lord's  footman,,  that  was 
fent  before  him,  to  warn  the  family  ofhLs  lord/hip's 
vifit.  Sure,  you  think  the  doors  have  no  feeling  ! 
What  the  devil  are  you  that  rap  with  fuch  authority  ? 

Ampb.  Lookout,  and  fee:  'tis  I. 

Merc.  You  ?  what  you  ? 

Ampb.  No  more,  I  fay,  but  open. 

Merc.  I'll  know  to  whom  firft. 

Ampb.  I  am  one  that  can  command  the  doors  open. 

Merc.  Then  you  had  beft  command  them,  and  try 
whether  they  will  obey  you. 

Ampb.  Doft  thou  not  know  me  ? 

Merc.  Pr'ythee,  how  flrould  I  know  thee  ?  doft 
thou  take  me  for  a  conjurer  f 

Ampb.  What's  this,  midfummer-moon  ?  Is  all  the 
world  gone  a  madding  ?  Why  Sofia  ! 

Merc.  That's  my  name  indeed  :  didfl  thou  think  I 
had  forgot  it  ? 

Amph.  Doft  thou  fee  me  ? 

f.L-rc.  Why,  doft  thou  pretend  to  go  invifible  ?  If 
thou  haft  any  bufmefs  here,  difpatch  it  quickly  ;  I 
have  no  leifure  to  throw  away  upon  fuch  prattling 
companions. 

Ampb.  Thy  companion,  flave?  How  dar'ft  thou 
ofe  this  infolent  language  to  thy  mafter  ? 

Merc.  How  !  Thou  my  mafter  ?  By  what  title  ?  I 
never  had  any  other  mafter,  but  Amphitryon. 

Ampb.  Well :   and  for  whom  doft  thou  take  me  ? 

Merc.  For  fome  rogue  or  other;  but  what  rogue  I 
know  not. 

Amph.  Doft  thou  not  know  me  for  Amphitryon, 
flave ! 

Merc.  How  mou'd  I  know  thee,  when  I  fee  thou 
doft  not  know  thyfelf?  Thou  Amphitryon?  In  what 
tavern  haft  thou  been  ?  and  how  many  bottles  did  thy 
bufmefs,  to  metamorphofe  thee  into  my  lord? 

Amph.  I  will  fo  drub  thee  for  this  infolence  ! 
Merc .  How  now,  impudence  !  are  you  threatening 
your  betters  ?  I  mou'd  bring  you  to  condign  punifh- 
jnent,  but  that  I  have  a  gieat  refpeft  for  the  good 
wine,  tho'  I  find  it  in  a  fool's  noddle. 

C  2  Ampb. 
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Ampb.  What,  none  to  let  me  in  ?  Why  Phaedra.! 
Bromia  I 

Merc.  Peace,  fellow  ;  if  my  wife  hears  thee,  we 
are  both  undone.  At  a  word,  Phaedra  and  Bromia 
are  very  bufy  ;  and  my  lady  and  my  lord  muft  not 
be  difturbed. 

Amph.  Amazement  feizes  me! 
Merc.  At  what  art  thou  amaz'd  ?  My  Lord  Am- 
phitryon and  my  Lady  Alcmena  had  a  falling  out,  ar.d 
are  retir'd,  without   feconds,  to  decide  the  quarrel. 
If  thou  wert  not  a  meddlefome  fool,  thou  wouldft  not 
"be  thrufting  thy  nofe  into  other  peoples  matters.   Get 
thee  about  thy  bufinefs,  if  thou  haft  any;  for 'I'll 
hear  no  more  of  thee.         [Exit  Mercury/row  above. 
Ampb.  Brav'd  by  my  flave,  difnonour'd  by  my  wife  ! 
To  what  a  defp'rate  plunge  am  I  reduc'd, 
If  this  be  true  the  villain  fays  ?  But  why 
That  feeble  If?  It  muft  be  true  ;  fhe  owns  it. 
Now,  whether  to  conceal,  or  blaze  th'  affront  ? 
One  way,  I  fpread  my  infamy  abroad  ; 
And,  'tother,  hide  a  burning  coal  within, 
That  preys  upon  my  vitals :  I  can  fix 
On  nothing,  but  on  vengeance. 

Enter  to  him  Sofia,  Polidas,  Gripus,  and  Tranio. 
Grip.  Yonder  he  is  ;  walking  haftily   to  and  tro, 
before  his  door;  like  a  citizen,  clapping  his  fides  be- 
fore his  fhop,  in  a  frofty  morning  :   'tis  to  catch  a 
ftomach,  I  believe. 

So/.  I  begin  to  be  afraid,  that  he  has  more  ftomach 
to  my  fides  and  moulders,  than  to  his  own  victuals. 
How  he  (hakes  his  head!  and  ftamps  !  and  what 
itrides  he  fetches!  He's  in  one  of  his  damn'd  moods 
again  :  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  him. 

Amph.  Oh,  my  mannerly,  fair  fpokcn,  obedient 
flavt ,  are  you  there  !  I  can  reach  you  now,  without 
climbing:  Now  we  fhall  try  who's  drunk,  and  who's 
fober. 

So/.  Why  this  's  as  it  fhould  be  :  I  was  fomewhat 
fufpicious  that  you  were  in  a  peftilent  humour.  Yes, 
we  will  have  a  crnfli  at  th^  bottle,  when  your  lordfhip 
pleafes :  I  have  fummon'd  'cm,  you  lee:  and  they 
are  notable  topers,  efpecially  Judge  Gripus. 

CriJ>. 
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Grip.  Yes,  faith;  I  never  refufe  my  glafs,  iu  a 
gocd  quarrel. 

Ampb.  [To  Sof.J  Why,  thou  infolent  villain  ;  I'll 
teach  a  flave  how  to  ufe  his  matter  thus. 

Scf.  Here's  a  fine  bufinefs  towards  !  I  am  fure  I 
ran  as  fail  as  ever  my  legs  could  carry  me,  to  call  'em  : 
nay,  you  may  truft  my  diligence,  in  all  affairs  be- 
longing to  the  belly. 

Grip.  He  has  been  very  faithful  to  his  comnriflion, 
I'll  bear  him  witnefs. 

Amph.  How  can  you  be  witnefs  where  you  were 
notprefcnt:  the  balcony  !  firrah,  the  balcony  ! 

Sof.  Why,  to  niy  bed  remembrance,  you  never  in- 
vited the  bslconv.  ' 

Aatpk.  What  nonfenfe  doft  thou  plead  for  an  ex- 
cufc  of  thy  fowl  language,  nnd  thy  bafe  replies ! 

S«f,  Vu:Tiri^ic  u  r.un  out  of  his  fenfe*,  firrtj  and 
blajn  .aids,  for  talking  nonfenle  :  —  bu'. 

'tis  better  for  me  to  talk  nonfenfe,  than  for  fome  to 
do  nonfenfe  :  1  will  fay  that,  whatever  comes  on't. 
Pray,  fir,  let  all  things  be  done  decently :  what,  I 
hope,  when  a  man  is  to  be  hang'd,  he  is  not  trufs'd 
up  on  the  gallows*ike  a  dumb  dog,  without  telling 
him  wherefore. 

Ampb.  By  your  pardon,  gentlemen  ;  I  have  no 
jonger  patience  to  forbear  him. 

Sof.  Juftice,  juilice  !  my  Lord  Gripus ;  as  you  are 
a  true  magiitrate,  protect  me.  Here's  a  procefs  of 
beating  going  forward,  without  fentence  given. 

Grip.  My  Lord  Amphitryon,  this  muft  not  be  : 
let  me  firft  underftand  the  demerits  of  the  criminal. 

Sof.  Hold  you  to  that  point,  I  befeech  your  ho- 
nour;  as  you  commiferate  the  cafe  of  a  poor,  inno- 
cent malefactor. 

Ampb.  To  ftiut  the  door  againft  me,  in  my  very 
face !  to  deny  me  entrance  !  to  brave  me  from  the 
balcony !  to  laugh  at  me,  to  threaten  me  !  what 
proofs  of  innocence  call  you  thefe  ?  But  if  I  punifh 
not  this  infolence  —  [/r  going  to  beat  him,  and  is  held 
by  Polidas  and  Tranio.j  I  beg  you  let  me  go 

Sof.  I  charge   you  in    the  King's  name,  hold  him 
fejl  j  for  you  fee  he's  bloodily  difpos'd, 
C  3 
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B»Qj  o   bn&.  toe' 

Grip.   Now,   what  haft  thou  to  fay  for    thyfe'f, 

Sofia? 

$<:f.  I  fay,  in  the  firft  place, — be  fure  you  hold 
him,  gentlemen  ;  for  I  (hall  never  plead  worth  one 
farthing,  while  I. am  bodily  afraid. 

Pel,  Speak  boldly  ;  I  warrant  thee. 

/.  Then  if  I  may  fpeak  boldly,  under  my  lord's 
favour, — I  do  not  lay  he  lies  neither:  no,  I  am  too 
well  bred  for  that ;  but  his  lordfhip  fibbs  mod  abo- 
minably. 

Ampb.  Do  you  hear  his  impudence  ?  yet  will  you 
let  me  go? 

So/.  No  impudence  at  all,  my  lord  :  for  how  cou'd 
J,  naturally  ipeaking,  be  in  the  balcony  and  af- 
J  Von  ting  you  ;  when  at  the  fame  time  I  was  in  every 
lireet  of  Thebes,  inviting  thefe  gentlemen  to  dinner? 

Grip.  Hold  a  little  :  how  long  fmce  was  it  that  he 
ipoke  to  you,  from  the  faid  balcony  ? 

Jmph.  Juft  now;  not  a  minute  before  he  brought 
you  hither. 

So/.  Now  fpeak,  my  witneffss. 

Grip.  I  can  anfwer  for  him,  for  this  lail  half  hour. 

Pol.  And  I. 


''Iran.   And  I. 


Sof.  Now  judge  equitably,  gentlemen  ;  whether  I 
was  not  a  civil  well-bred  perfon,  to  tell  my  lord  he 
£bbs  only  ? 

Ampb.  Who  gave  that  order,  to  invite  'em  ? 

Soft  He  that  beft  might ;  yourfelf.  By  the  fame 
token,  you  bid  old  Bromia  provide  and  'twere  for  a 
Jupiter  ;  and  I  put  in  for  a  brace,  or  a  leafh ;  no,  now 
I  think  on't,  it  was  for  ten  couple  of  Japiters,  to 
snake  fure  of  plenty,  .  .  aadv/.i 

Amph.  When  did  I  give  thee  this  pretended  com-, 
miflion  ? 

Sof.  Why,  yon  gave  me  this  pretended  commiflion 
juft  after  you  had  given  Phaedra  a  purfe  of  gold  to 
bring  you  and  my  lady  together,  that  you  might  try 
to  make  up  matters  with  her  after  your  quarrel. 

Amph.  Where,  in  what  place,  did  I  give  this  order  ? 

Sof.  Here,  in  this  place,  in  the  prefence  of  this 

very 
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very,  door,  and  of  that  balcony  :  and  if  they  cou'd 
fpeak,  they  wou'd  both  juftify  it. 

,  Atnph.  O  Heaven  !  thefe  accidents  are  fo  furpri- 
fing,  the  more  I  think  of 'em,  the  more  I  am  loll  in 
my  imagination. 

Grip.  Nay,  he  has  told  us  fome  paflages,  as  he 
came  along,  that  feem  to  furpafs  the  power  of  nature. 

So/.  What  think  you  now,  my  lord,  of  a  certain 
twin  brother  of  mine,  call'd  Sofia  ?  'tis  a  fly  youth  ; 
pray  Heaven  you  have  not  juft  fuch  another  relation, 
within  doors,  call'd  Amphitryon.  It  may  be  it  was 
he  that  put  upon  me,  in  your  likenefs  :  and  perhaps 
he  may  have  put  fomething  upon  your  lordfliip  tew, 
that  may  weigh  heavy  upon  the  forehead. 

Ampb.   [70   thofe  *who  bold  him.']   Let  me  go 
Sofia  may  be  innocent,  and   I   will   not  hurt   him  : 
Open  the  door,  I'll  refolve  my  doubts  immedi- 
ately. 

So/.  The  door  is  peremptory,  that  it  will  not  be 
open'd  without  keys :  and  my  brother,  on  the  infide, 
is  in  pofleffion  ;  and  will  not  part  with  'em. 

Amph.  Then  'tis  manifeft  that  I  am  affronted  ; 
break  open  the  door  there. 

Grip.  Stir  no:  a  man  of  you  to  his  afliftance. 

Ampb.  Doll  thou  take  part  with  my  adultrefs  too,, 
becaufe  fte  is  thy  niece  ? 

Grip.  I  take  part  with  nothing  but  the  law ;  and, 
to  break  the  doors  open,  is  to  break  the  law. 

Ampb.  Do  thou  command  'em  then. 

Grip.  I  command  nothing  without  my  warrant  ; 
and  my  clerk  is  not  here  to  take  his  fees  for  draw- 
ing it. 

Ampb.  [A/tJe.]  The  devil  take  all  juftice- brokers  : 

— I  curfe  him  too  when  I  have  been  hunting  him  all 

over  the  town,  to  be  my  witnefs !  — -But  I'll  bring 

foldiers  to  force  open  the  doors  by  my  own  commiffion. 

[Exif  Amphitryon. 

So/.  Pox  o'  thefe  forms  of  law,  to  defeat  a  man  of 
a  dinner,  when  he's  fharp  fet !  'tis  againit  the  privi- 
lege of  a  freeborn  llomach ;  and  is  no  lefs  than  fub- 
veriion  of  fundamentals. 

[Jupiter  above  in  the  balcony. 
*™  U  4  J»P- 
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Jup.  O,  my  friends,  I  am  forry  I  have  made  yOK 
wait  fo  long  :  you  are  welcome;  and  the  door  fhaH 
be  open'd  to  you  immediately.  [Exit  Jupiter. 

Grip.  Was  not  that  Amphitryon  ? 

Sof.  Why,  who  fhou'd  it  be  elfe  ? 

Grip.  In  all  appearance  it  was  he :  but  how  got 
be  thither  ? 

Pol.  In  fuch  a  trice  too  !' 

<I'ran.  And  after  he  had  jufl  left  us  ! 
.Grip.  And  fo  much  ah':rM,  for  the  better,  in  his 
humour  ? 

Sof.  Here's  fuch  a  company  of  foolilh  queflions, 
when  a  man's  hungry  :  you  had  beft  flay  dinner  till 
ie  has  prov'd  himfelf  to  be  Amphitryon  in  form  of 
I:iw.  But  I'll  make  fhort  work  of  that  bufinefg  i  fur 
I'll  take  mine  oath  'tis  he. 


•Cr/t.  I  Qjould  be  glad  it  wire, 
Sflf.  He 


low,  glad  it  were !  with  your  damn'd  inter- 
rogatories— when  you  ought  to  be  thankful,  that  fo 
it."*. 

Grip,  \Afidt,"\  That  I  may  fas  my  miflrefs  Phardra, 
and  prefcnt  her  with  my  great  gold  goblet. 

So/.  Jf  thi*  be  not  the  true  Amphitryon,  I  wifh  I 
may  be  kept  without  doori,  fading,  and  biting  my 
<-wn  fingers  for  want  of  victuals ;  and  that's  a  dread- 
ful imprecation  !  I  am  for  the  inviting,  and  eating, 
and  treating  Amphitryon ;  I  am  fure  'tis  he  that  is 
my  lawfully  begotten  lord  :  and  if  you  had  an  ounce 
of  true  juftice  in  you,  you  ought  to  have  laid  hold  on 
t'other  Amphitryon,  and  committed  him  for  a  rogue, 
and  an  impoilor,  and  a  vagabond. 

[The  door  is  opened:  Mercury  from  'within, 

Merc.  Enter  quickly,  mailers  :  the  paflagc  on  the 
right-hand  leads  to  the  gallery,  where  my  lord  ex- 

pefts  you For  I  am  call'd  another  way. 

[Gripus,  Tranio,   and  Polidas  go  into  the  houfe. 

'  Sof.  I  mould  know  that  voice,  by  a  fecret  inftincl: 
'  }Tis  a  tongue  of  my  family  ;  and  belcngs  to  my  bro- 
4  fher  Sofia— It  muft  be  fo;  for  it  carries  a  cudgelling 

'  kind  of  found  in  it But,  put  the  worft— let  me 

'  weigh  this  matter  wifely— Here's  a  beating  and  a 

«  belly- 
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'  bcHy-fulI,  againft  no  beating  and  no  belly-full- 
•The  beating  is  bad;  but  the  dinner  is  good- 
'  Now,  not  to  be  beaten,  is  but  negatively  good  ; 
'  but,  not  to  fill  my  belly,  is  positively  bad — Upon 
'  the  whole  matter,  my  final  refolution  is,  to  take 
f  die  good  and  the  bad  as  they  come  together.* 

Is  entering  :   Mercury  meets  him  at  the  door. 

Merc.  Whither  now,  you  kitchen-fcum  ?  From 
whence  this  impudence,  to  enter  here  without  per- 
mifuon  ? 

So/.  Moft  illuftrious  fir !  my  ticket  is  my  hunger. 
Shew  the  full  bowels  of  your  companion,  to  the  empty 
bowels  of  my  famine. 

Merc.  Were  you  not  charg'd  to  return  no  more  ? 
I'll  cut  you  into  quarters,  and  hang  you  upon  the 
fhr.mbles., 

So/.  You'll  get  but  little  credit  by  me:  alas,  fir, 
I   urn   but  mere  carrion  !  Brave   Sofia,  cempaffidnate 
i  Scfia  ;  and  beat  not  thyfelf,    in  beating  me. 

Merc.  Who  gave  you  that  privilege,  firrah,  to  af- 
fume  my  name  ?  Have  you  not  been  fuiHciently 
warn'd  of  it  ;  and  receiv'd  part  of  punifliment  al- 
ready ? 

So/.  May  it  pleafe  you,  fir,  the  name  is  big 
enough  for  both  of  us.  I  would  have  obey'd  you, 
and  quiited  my  title  to  it ;  but,  wherever  1  come,  the 
malicious  world  will  call  me  Sofia,  in  fpite  of  -.ne. 
I  am  fenfible  there  are  two  Amphitryons  j  and  v  iy 
may  not  there  be  two  Sofia's  ?  Let  thofe  two  cut  one 
another's  throats  at  their  own  pleafure  ;  but  you  and 
I  will  be  wifer,  by  my  confent,  and  hold  good  intelli- 
gence together. 

7-/.7V.  No,  no :  two  Sofia's  would  make  but  two 
fools. 

So/.  Then  let  me  be  the  fool,  and  be  you  the  pru- 
dent perfon ;  and  choofe  for  yourielf  fome  wifer 
;  :  or  YOJ  ihall  be  the  tldeil  brother  ;  and  I'll 

be  content  to  be  the  younger,  tho'  I  lofe  my  inheri- 
tance. 

bt-rc.  I  tell  thee,  I  am  the  only  fen  of  our  family. 

•  '  So/.   Ah  !   then  let  me  be  your  br.ft.ird  brother,  and 

the  ion  of  a  whore — I  hope  that's  but  reafonable. 
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Merc.  No,  them  (halt  not  difgrace  my  father:  for 
there  are  few  baftards  now-a-days  worth  owning. 

So/.   Ah  !  poor  Sofia  !   What  will  become  of  thee  ? 

Merc.   Yet  again  profanely  ufing  my  proper  name  ? 

So/'.  I  did  not  mean  myfelf — I  was  thinking  of  an- 
other Sofia,    a  poor  fellow,  that  was  once  of  my  ac- 
quaintance, unfortunately  banifh'd  out  of  doors,  when 
dinner  was  juft  coming  upon  the  table. 
Enter  Phsdra. 

-Pb*d.  Sofia,  you  and  I  muft — Blefs  me  !  what 
have  we  here — a  couple  of  you  !  or  do  I  fee  double  ? 

So/.  I  \vould  fain  bring  it  about,  that  I  might 
make  one  of  'em  :  but  he's  unreafonable,  and  will 
needs  incorporate  me,  and  fwallow  me  whole  into 
himfelf.  If  he  would  be  content  to  be  but  one  and  a 
half,  'twould  never  grieve  me. 

Merc.  "Pis  a  perverfe  rafcal !  I  kick  him  and 
cudgel  him  to  no  purpofe ;  for  {till  he's  obftinate  to 
flick  to  me  :  and  I  can  never  beat  him  out  of  my  re- 
femblance. 

Phad.  Which  of  you  two  is  Sofia  ?  for  t'other  muft 
be  the  devil. 

So/.  You  had  beft  afk  him,  that  has  play'd  the  devil 
with  my  back  and  fides. 

Merc.  You  had  beft  afk  him,  who  gave  you  the 
gold  goblet. 

Pb.-rd.  No,  that's  already  given  1  but  he  (hall  be 
my  Sofia  that  will  give  me  fuch  another. 

'Merc.  I  find  you  have  been  interloping,  firrah. 

So/.  No,  indeed,  fir  !  I  only  promis'd  her  a  gold 
thimble ;  which  was  as  much  as  comes  to  my  pro- 
portion of  being  Sofia. 

Pbrd.  This  is  no  Sofia  for  my  money :  beat  him 
away,  t'other  Sofia  ;  he  grows  infufferable. 

So/.  [JtjiJe.]  Wou'd  I  were  valiant,  that  I  might 
teat  him  away  :  and  fucceed  him  at  the  dinner, 
for  a  pragmatical  fon  of  a  whore,  as  he  is . 

Merc.  What's  that  you  are  muttering  betwixt  your 
teeth,  of  a  fon  of  a  whore,  firrah? 

So/,  I  am  fure  I  meant  you  no  offence  ;  for,  if  I  am 
nor  Sofia,  I  am  the  fon  of  a  whore,  for  ought  1  know : 

and, 
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and,  if  you  are  Sofia,  you  may  be  thefon  of  a  whore* 
for  ought  you  know. 

Merc.  Whatever  I  am,  I  will  be  Sofia,  as  long  as  I 
pleafe  :  and  whenever  you  vifit  me,  you  fhall  be  fure 
of  the  civility  of  the  cudgel. 

Scf.  If  you  will  promife  to  beat  me  into  the  houfe, 
you  may  begin  when  you  pleafe  with  me  :  but  to  be 
beaten  out  of  the  houfe,  at  dinner-time,  flelh  and 
blood  can  never  bear  it 

[Mercury  btats  him  about  :  and  Sofia  is  ft  ill  making 
towards  the  door:   but  Mercury  ^/j  betwixt ;  and 
at  length  drives  him  off  the  Jlage. 
Phitd.  In  the  name  of  wonder,   what  are  you  that 
are  Sofia,   and  are  not  Sofia  ? 

Merc.  If  thou  wouldft  know  more  of  me,  my  perfon 
is  freely  at  thy  difpofing. 

Ph.fd.  Then  1  difpofe  of  it  to  you  again  ;  for  'ti» 
<b  ugly,  'tis  not  for  my  ufe. 

Merc.  I  can  be  ugly  or  handfome  as  I  pleafe  ;  go 
to  bed  old,  and  rife  young.  I  have  fo  many  fuits  of 
pcrfons  by  me,  I  can  fhift  'em  when  I  will. 

Pi>etd.  You  are  a  fool  then,  to  put  on  your  worft 
clothes,  when  you  come  a  wooing. 

Merc.  Go  to ;  afk  no  more  queftions.  I  am  for 
thy  turn  ;  for  I  know  thy  heart,  and  fee  all  thou 
halt  about  thee.  In  thy  right  pocket let  me  fee- 
three  love-letters  from  Judge  Gripus,  written  to  the 
bottom,  on  three  fidts ;  full  of  fuilian  pallion,  and 
hearty  nonfenfe  :  as  alfo  in  the  fame  pocket,  a  letter 
cf  thine  intended  to  him  ;  confiding  of  nine  lines  and 
a  half,  fcrawl'd  and  falfe  fpell'd,  to  (hew  thou  art  a 
woman. 

Pbard.  Is  the  devil  in  you,  to  fee  all  this?  Now, 
for. Heaven's  fake,  do  not  look  in  t'other  pocket — 
Merc.  Nay,    there's  nothing  there,   but  a   bawdy 

lampoon,  and 

Ph-rd.  [Grv/Jg  a  great  frijk.}  Look  no  farther,  I 
befeech  you — 

Merc.  And  a  filver  fpoon— 
Pbrd.  [Shrieking.]   Ah  ! 

Merc.  Which  you  purloin'd  laft  night  from  Bromia. 
C  6 
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Pb<ed.  Keep  my  counfel,  or  I  am  undone  for  ever. 
[Hdhihig  up  her  ban  it t  to  him 

Merc.  No  :  I'll  mortify  thee,  now  I  have  an  handle, 
to  thy  iniquity,  if  thou  wilt  not  love  me 

Ph<sd.  Weil,  if  you'll  promife  me  to  be  fecret,  I 
will  love  you  :  becaufe  indeed  I  dare  do  no  other. 

Merc,  'Tis  a  good  girl — I  will  be  fecret  ;  and  fur- 
ther, I  will  be  afiifting  to  thee  in  thy  filching :  for 
th-ou  and  I  were  born  under  the  fame  planet. 

Phtsd.  And  we  mall  come  to  the  fame  end  too, 
I'm  afraid. 

Merc.  No,  no  ;  fmce  thou  haft  wit  enough  already 
to  cozen  a  judge,  thou  needft  never  fear  hanging. 

Ph  td,  AndVill  you  make  yourielf  a  younger  man, 
and  be  handfome  too,  and  rich  ?  for  you  that  know 
haarts,  mull  needs  know,  that  I  ftiall  never  be  con- 
ihnt  to  fuch  an  ugly  old  Sofia. 

Merc,  As  to  my  youth  and  beauty,  you  (hall  know 
more  of  >that  another  time.  But,  prithee,  why  art 
thou  fo  covetous  of  riches  ? 

Phad,  Why,  becaufe  riches  will  procure  every 
thing  elfe  that  I  can  wim  for. 

Merc.  But  what  if  every  thing  elfe  could  be  pro- 
cnr'd  without  riches  :  would  not  that  do  as  well  ? 

Pbad.  Why  no  ;  there's  a  pleafure,  methinks,  in 
having  the  money  before  o;;c  hays  it  out. 

Merc.  And  yet,  'till  it  is  laid  out,  it  is  as  ufelefs 
as  fo  much  dirt. 

Pb<fd.  Aye— that  may  be — but  when  my  heart 
dances  to  the  chinking  of  money,  it  is  not  at  leifurc 
to  think  of  that. 

Merc.  But  fuppofe,  that,  without  money,  you  could 
procure  all  that  money  could  buy  and  more. 

•Pb<td.  Why,  as  well  as  I  love  money,  I  have  no  ob- 
jc-'-tion  to  any  good  thing  that  money  won't  buy  :  but 
juvy  how  is  it  to  be  had  ? 

Merc .  To  be  had  ?  why,  upon  the  eafielt  terms  in 
'*he  world  ;  only  by  a  motion  of  the  finger,  or  a  ilamp 
with  the  foot. 

Pbeed.  Phoo,  that's  impoflible. 

You  Ihall  make  th.e  experiment. 
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Shall  I  ?  fo  I  will  then,  this  minute.  Mutt 
I  fiamp  with  my  foot,  or  beckon  with  my  finger  ? 

Merc.  Firft  try  to  find  out  what  you  wilh  for,  which 
I  have  known  a.  difficult  tafk  for  a  woman. 

Pheed.  Let  me  fee 

Merc.  Come,  I'll  help  you— If  you  had  been  put 
into  pofleflion  of  Gripus's  wealth  yeilerday,  what 
would  you  have  had  to  entertain  you  to-day  ? 

Pbted.  Why,  I  wou'd  have  had let  me  fee 

I  wou'd  have  had,  juft  now,  a  band  of  the  belt  muhc 
in  Thebes,  and  a  fong  in  the  character  of  Plutus  in 
praife  of  money. 

Merc.   Well,  now  ftamp  with  your  foot. 

[  Phaedra  Jiamps  ;  the  mujk  Jlrikts  up  ;  Jbe  ft 'arts  and 
f creams  out. 

Merc.  Nay,  nay,  don't  fpoil  the  mufic — there's  a 
friend  of  mine  in  the  character  of  Plutus  juil  coming 
in. 

Phad.  I  am  very  much  oblig'd  to  you  and  your 
friend  ;  but,  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  rather  keep  a  little 
farther  out  of  his  reach. 

Merc.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  ftay  where  you  are  j  my 
friends  hurt  nobody  without  my  leave. 

Enter  Platus,  ivhojings  the  following  fong. 

Away  with  the  fables  philofophers  hold, 
Of  pleafure  that  honefty  gair.s  without  gold: 
To  be  rich  is  the  bleilings  of  life  to  fecure  ; 
And  the  man  mull  be  certainly  wretched  that's  poor. 

The  virtue  that  claims  all  the  Gods  for  its  friends, 
On  Gold,   mighty  Gold,  for  exiftence  depends : 
What  wrongs,  without  Gold,  can  a  mortal  redrefs  f 
Or  who,  without  Gold,  can  get  bleffings,  or  blefs  ? 

The  Weak  can  you  fuccour,  the  Worthy  reward, 
If  Money  be  wanting,   the  gift  and  the  guard  ? 
In  Gold  there  is  Jirength  which  no  foe  can  withftand  ; 
It  conquers  and  triumphs,  by  fca  and  by  land. 
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In  Gold  there  are  charms;   for  youth  and  the  fair. 
Sigh  one  for  an  heirefs,  and  one  for  an  heir.  •»       «0 
There's  fenfe ;  for  each  circle  that  liftens  demure, 
Confents  with  a  grin,  and  cries  "  Yes  to  be  fure  !" 
To  be  rich,  if  you  truft  your  own  ears  and  your  eyes, 
Is  at  once  to  be  Jtrong,  to  be  fair,   to  be  wife. 

Pi>ad.  There's  for  you  now — what  have  you  to  fay 
to  that  ? 

Merc.  Why,  Wit  fliall  reply  for  me ;  and,  to  mor- 
tify you  the  more,  it  fliall  be  in  the  chara&er  of  a 
woman. 

Pbted.  [To  Plutus,  who  is  going.]  Stay  then,  Mr.- 

Plutus,  if  you  pleafe let's  hear  what  he'll 

fay  by  way  of  reply. 

Merc.  That's  but  an  ill-natur'd  experiment ;  for 
Wit  and  Wealth  have  no  kindnefs  for  one  another  : 
however,  it  fhall  be  as  you  pleafe  for  once. 

[Mercury  waves  his  caduceus  ;  a  nymph  enters  in  the 
fharafier  of  Wit.~\ 

SONG. 

Plutus,  vain  is  all  your  vaunting, 

Wit  muft  life  with  blifs  fupply. 
Gold,  alas  !   mould  Wit  be  wanting, 

Wou'd  not  find  a  joy  to  buy. 

Wit  alone  creates  the  bleffing, 

Which,  exchang'd  for  Gold,  you  fliare  : 

Steril  Gold  alone  pofl'e  fling, 
What  has  Man  but  gloom  and  care  ? 

Wit,  of  ev'ry  art  devifer, 


Ev'ry  paffion  can  controll 
an  to  Pit 


Can  to  Pity  move  the  mifer, 
Can  with  mirth  dilate  his  foul. 

Gold  itfelf,  on  Wit  depending, 
Thence  derives  its  utmoft  pow'r  : 

Folly  all  profufely  fpending, 
Folly  hoarding  all  is  poor. 

PM.  To  her,  Mr.  Plutus. 

3  DUET. 
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DUET 

Plut.  In  vain  wou'd  youf  jargon  our  fcnfes  bewitch, 
D'ye  tell  me  that  Gold  will  not  make  a  man  rich  ? 

Wit.  It  is  Wit,  Wit  alone,  that  can  keep  it  or  ufe; 
And  it  cannot  enrich  thofe  that  hide  it  or  lofe  . 

Plut.    Your  quibbles  I  fcorn. 

Wit.    But  you  cannot  reply. 

Plut.    I  boldly  affirm 

Wit.    What  I  boldly  deny. 

Plut.   I'll  bet  you  ten  millions. 

Wit.    No  wagers  I  lay. 

Pint.    You  dare  not. 

Wit.    I  fcorn  you. 

Plut.    I  hate  you. 

Wit.    Away. 

Plut.   I  go— may  great  Jove  in  his  mercy  decree, 
That  we  never  may  meet,  fmce  we  ne'er  can  agree. 

Wit.    Go  you  to  the  Foolifh. 

Plut.    And  you  to  the  Poor. 

Wit,  The  Poor  I  can  blefs,  and  their  bleifings  fe- 
Cure.  [Exeunt  federally. 

Ph<ed.  Well,  for  all  thefe  fine  promifes  of  Wit,  I 
have  no  great  opinion  of  the  happinefs  of  poverty. 

Merc.  If  you  will  not  yield  to  argument,  let 
Experiment  convince  you. 

[Strikes  the  fcene  ivitb  bis  caduceus,  and  it  changes  to 
a  rural  prof pe fly  ivitb  a  dance  of  pea f ants  to  coun- 
try mufic.~\ 

Merc.  Well,  what  think  you,  Phaedra — are  thefe 
people  happy? 

Pheed.  If  they  are  happy,  they  owe  their  happinefs 
as  little  to  Wit  as  to  Money,  I  believe. 

Merc.  I  beg  your  pardon — if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  arts  that  Wit  has  invented,  they  would  have  had 
neither  pipe  nor  dance  :  and  mere  eafe  and  content 
are  but  negative  happinels  at  the  beft. 

Pbeed.  Well,  I  find  'tis  in  vain  to  difpute  with 
you  ;  but  I  (hall  hold  my  opinion  for  all  that.  Adieu 
— if  you  make  me  happy  according  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  perhaps  I  may  make  you  happy  according 
to  yours.  [Exit.' 

Merc. 
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Merc.  Woman — mere  woman  ! — however,  I  love 
thee  but  as  mere  woman,  and  only  as  mere  woman 
thou  art  mine. 

Snch  bargain-loves  as  I  with  Phzdra  treat. 
Are  a!l  the  leagues  and  friendship  of  the  great. 
Oar  Iron  Age  is  grown  an  age  of  gold  : 
'Tis  who  bids  moft — for  all  men  wou'd  be  fold. 

[Exit. 

^ 

ACT          V. 

Enter  Gripus  and  Phaedra.     Gripus  has  the  goblet  in 
bis  band. 

Pkced*  \7  OU  will  not  be  fo  bafe  to  take  it  from  me  ? 
j[        Grip.   'Tis  my  proper  chattel  :  and  I'll 
feize  my  own,  in  whatever  hands  I  find  it. 

Pbted.  You  know  I  only  fhew'd  it  you  to  provoke 
your  generofity,  that  you  might  out-bid  your  rival 
with  a  better  prefent. 

Grip.  My  rival  is  a  thief:  and  I'll  indict  you  for  a 
receiver  of  ftol'n  goods. 

Phefd.  Thou  hide-bound  lover ! 

Grip.  Thou  very  mercenary  miftrefs  ! 

Phfd.  Thou  moft  mercenary  magiilrate  ! 

Grip.  Thou  feller  of  thyfelf ! 

Pbeed.  Thou  feller  of  other  people !  Thou  weather- 
cock of  government :  that  when  the  wind  blows  for 
the  fubjeft,  point'ft  to  privilege  ;  and  when  it  changes 
fer  the  fovereign,  veer'ft  to  prerogative. 

Grip.  Will  you  compound,  and  take  it  as  my  pre- 
fent ? 

Pba>d.  No :  but  I'll  fend  thy  rival  to  force  it  from 
thee.  [Exit  Phaedra. 

Grip.  When  a  thief  is  hangman  to  his  judge,  the 
hangman  will  foon  decide  the  difference. 

Enter  Mercury,  ivitb  two  fiuorili* 

Merc.  [Hewing.]  Save  your  good  lordftiip. 

Grip. 
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Grip.  From  an  impertinent  coxcomb— I  am  out  of 
humour,  and  am  in  hafte — Leave  me. 

Merc.  'Tis  my  duty  to  attend  on  your  lordfliip, 
and  to  eafe  you  of  that  indecent  burden. 

Grip.  Gold  was  never  any  burden  to  one  of  my 
profeffion. 

Merc.  By  your  lordihip's  permiffion,  Phaedra  has 
fent  me  to  take  it  from  you. 

Grip.   What,  by  violence  ? 

Merc.  [  Still  bo'-vcing .  ]  No;  bat  by  your  honour's 
permiflion,  I  am  toreiloreit  to  her,  and  perfuade  your 
lordfhip  to  renounce  your  pretenfions  to  her. 

Grip.  Tell  her  flatly,  I  will  neither  do  one  nor 
t'other. 

Merc.  O  my  good  lord,  I  dare  pafs  my  word  for 
your  free  confent  to  both.— —Will  your  honour  be 
plcas'd  to  take  your  choice  of  one  of  thefe  ? 

Grip.  Why  thefe  are  fwords :  what  have  I  to  do 
with  them  ? 

Merc.  Only  to  take  your  choice  of  one  of  them— 

which  your  lordihip  pleafcs  j   and  leave  the  other  to 
your  moft  obedient  fervant. 

Grip.  What,  one  of  thefe  ungodly  weapons  ?  Take 
notice,  I'll  lay  you  by  the  heels,  firrah  :  this  has  the 
appearance  of  an  unlawful  bloody  challenge. 

Merc.  You  magiftrates  are  pleafed  to  call  it  fo,  my 
lord;  but  with  us  fword-men,  'tis  an  honourable  in- 
vitation to  the  cutting  of  one  another's  throats. 

Grip.  Be  anfwer'd  ;  I  have  no  throat  to  cut.  The 
law  fliall  decide  our  controverfy. 

Merc.  By  your  permiffion,  my  lord,  it  mult  be 
difpatch'd  this  way. 

Grip.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  before  I  give  thee  any 
fuch  permiffion,  to  difpatch  me  into  another  world. 

Merc.  At  the  leail,  my  lord,  you  have  no  occafion 
to  complain  of  my  want  of  refpecl  to  you  :  you  will 
neither  reftore  the  goblet,  nor  renounce  Phardra :  I 
offer  you  the  combat ;  you  refufe  it ;  all  this  is  done 
in  the  forms  of  honour:  It  follows,  that  I  am  to  af- 
front, cudgel  you,  or  kick  you,  at  my  own  arbitra- 
ment ; 
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ment;   and  I  fuppofe,  you  are  too  honourable  not  to 

approve  of  my  proceeding. 

Grip.  Here's  a  new  fort  of  procefs,  that  was  never 
heard  of  in  any  of  our  courts. 

Merc.  This,  my  good  lord,  is  law  in  fhort-hand  ; 
without  your  long  preambles,  and  tedious  repetitions, 
that  fignify  nothing  but  to  fqueeze  the  fubjcft  : 
therefore,  with  your  lordfhip's  favour,  I  begin. 

[Fillips  him  under  the  chin. 
Grip.  What's  this  for  ? 

Merc.  To  give  you  an  occafion  of  returning  me  a 
box  o'  th'  ear;  that  fo,  all  things  may  proceed  me- 
thodically. 

Grip.  I  put  in  no  anfwer,  but  fuffer  a  non-fuit. 
AA'/;?.  No,  my  lord  ;  for  the  cods  and  charges  are 
to  be  paid  :  will  you  pleafe  to  reftore  the  cup  I 
Grip.  I  have  told  thee,  no. 

Merc .  Then  from  your  chin,  I  muft  afcend  to  your 
lord/hip's  ears.  [Pulls  bit  ears. 

Grip.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. — Wilt  thou  never  leave  lug- 
ging me  by  the  ears  ? 

Mere.  Not  till  your  lordftiip  will  be  pleas'd  to  hear 
reafon.  [Pulling  again. 

Grip.  Take  the  cup,  and  the  devil  give  thee  joy 
on't. 

Merc.  [Still  holding  him.']  And  your  lordftiip  will 
farther  be  gracioufiy  pleafed  to  releafe  all  claims, 
titles,  and  actions  vvhatfoever  to  Phxdra :  you  mult 
give  me  leave  to  add  one  fmall  memento,  for  that 
too.  [  Pulling  him  again. 

Grip.  I  renounce  her,  I  releafe  her. 

Enter  Phasdra. 

Merc .  [To  her.]  Phajdra,  my  lord  has  been  ples&'d 
to  be  very  gracious,  without  pufhing  matters  to  ex- 
tremity. 

Ph*d.  I  overheard  it  all.  But  give  me  livery  and 
feifin  of  the  goblet,  in  the  firft  place. 

Merc .  There's  an.  aft  of  oblivion  mould  be  pafs'd 
too. 
Pbad.  Let  him  begin  to  remember  quarrels  when 

ruei<  : 
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he  dare ;  now  I  have  him  under  my  girdle,   I'll  cap 
verfes  with  him  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
Enter  Amphitryon  and  guards. 

Amph.  [To  Gripus.]  At  laft  I  have  got  pofleffion 
without  your  lordihip's  warrant :  Phzedra,  tell  Alc- 
mena  I  am  here. 

Pb.td.  I'll  carry  no  fuch  lying  mellage You  are 

not  here,  and  you  cannot  be  here  ;   for,  to  my  know- 
ledge, you  are  above  with  my  lady,   in  the  chamber. 
A/nph.   All  of  a  piece,   and  all  witchcraft !   Ani'wer 
me  prccifely ;  dolt  thou  not  know  me  for  Amphitryon  ? 
Pfj.-fd.   Anfwer  me  fir  ft  :  did   you  give  me  a  dia- 
mond,  and  a  purfe  of  gold  ? 
Amph.   Thou  know'il  I  did  not. 
PbaJ.  Then,  by  the  fame  token,  I  know  you  arc 
not  the  true  Amphitryon. 

Amph.   I'll  undo  this  enchantment  with  my  fword, 
and  kill  the  forcerer:   come  up,  gentlemen,  and  fol- 
low me.  [To  the  guards. 
Ph.-rd.  I'll  fave  you  the  labour,  and  call  him  down 
to  confront  you,  if  you  dare  attend  him. 

[Exit  Phaedra. 

Merc,  [AJtete.]  Now  the  fpell  is  ended,  and  Jupi- 
ter can  enchant  no  more ;  or  elfe  Amphitryon  had 

not  enter'd    fo    eafily. [Gripus   is  Jiealing  ojf.\ 

Whither  now,   Gripus  ?  I  have  bufinefs  for  you.     If 
you  offer  to  ftir,  you  know  what  follows. 

Enter  Jupiter,  folh'ui'd  by  Tranio  and  Polidas. 
Jup.  Who  dares  to  play  the  mafter  in  my  houfe  ? 
What  noife  is  this  that  calls  me  from  above, 
Invades  my  foft  recefs, 
And,  like  a  tide,  breaks  in  upon  my  love  ? 
Amph.  O  Heav'ns,  what's  this  I  fee  ? 
Tran.   What  a  prodigy  ! 
Pol.  How  !   Two  Amphitryon s  ! 
Grip.  I  have  beheld  th'  appearance  of  two  funs, 
But  Hill  the  falfe  was  dimmer  than  the  true; 
Here,  both  mine  out  alike. 

Ampb.  This  is  a  fight,  that,  like  the  Gorgon's  head, 
Chills  all  my  blood,  and  ftiffens  me  to  Hone.    - 
I  need  no  more  inquire  into  my  fate  ; 
For  what  I  fee  refolves  my  doubts  too  plain. 

Tram. 
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Tran.  Two  drops  of  water  cannot  be  more  like, 
Pol.  They  are  two  very  fames. 


Merc.  {.Afide.l  Our  Jupiter  is  a  great  comedian, 
he  counterfeits  moft  admirably. 

Am}h.  Now  I  am  gather'd  back  into  myfelf  ; 
My  heart  beats  high,  and  pufhes  out  the  blood, 

[Drawing  bis  fivord. 
To  give  me  juft  revenge  on  this  importer. 
If  you  are  brave,  affifl  me  [To  the  guards.]  —  Not  one 

ftirs  ! 

What,  are  all  brib'd  to  take  th'  enchanter's  part  ?-— 
Tis  true,  the  work  is  mine  ;  and  thus  -- 

[Going  to  rujh  upon  Jupiter  ;  and  is  held  by  Tranio 


Pol.  It  muft  not  be. 

JK/>.  Give  him  his  way:  I  dare  ths  madman'*  worft. 
But  ilill  take  notice  that  it  looks  not  like 
The  true  Amphitryon,  to  fly  out  at  firft 
To  brutal  force  :  it  (hews  he  doubts  his  caufe, 
Who  dares  not  truft  his  reafon  to  defend  it. 

Ampb.    {Struggling.'}   Thou   bafe   ufurper  of  my 

name  and  bed  ! 

No  lefs  than  thy  heart's  blood  can  wafh  away 
Th'  affronts  I  have  fuftain'd. 

fran.  We  muft  not  fuffcr 
So  ftrange  a  duel,  as  Amphitryon 
To  fight  againft  himfelf. 

Pol.  Nor  think  we  wrong  you,  when  we  hold  your 
We  know  our  duty  to  our  general  ;  [hands  : 

We  know  the  ties  of  friendmip  to  our  friend  ; 
But  who  that  friend,  or  who  that  gen'ral  is, 
Without  more  certain  proofs  betwixt  you  two, 
Is  hard  to  be  diftinguim'd  by  our  reafon, 
Jmpoffible  by  fight. 

Amp}).  I  know  it;  and  have  fatisfy'd  myfelf, 
I  am  the  true  Amphitryon. 

Jup.  See  again, 

He  fliuns  the  certain  proofs  ;  and  dares  notftand 
Impartial  judgment,  and  award  of  right. 
But  fince  Alcmena's  honour  is  concern'd, 
Whom,  more  than  life  and  all  the  world,  I  love  ; 

ThU 
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This  I  propofe,   as  equal  to  us  both. 
Tranio  and  Polidas,  be  you  affiftants ; 
The  guards  be  ready  to  fecure  th'  impoftor, 
When  once  fo  prov'd,  for  public  punimment ; 
And  Gripus,  be  thou  umpire  of  the  caufe. 

Amph.  I  am  content ;  let  him  proceed  to  examina- 
tion. 

Grip,  \_Af.de  to  Merc.~\  On  whofe  fide  vvou'd  you 
pleafe  that  I  Ihou'd  give  the  fentence  ? 

Merc,  \_AJlde  to  him.~\  Follow  thy  confidence  for 
once  :  but  not  to  make  a  cuitom  of  it  neither ;  nor 
to  leave  an  evil  precedent  of  uprightnefs  to  future 

judges '  [AfideJ\  'Tis  a  good  thing  to  have  a  ma-  \t 

'  giltrate  under  correction  :  your  old  fornicating  judge 
«  dares  never  give  fentence  againft  him  that  knows 
'  his  haunts.' 

Pol.  Your  lordmip  knows  I  was  mafter  of  Amphi- 
tryon's (hip  ;  and  I  defire  to  know  of  him,  what  pafs'd 
in  private  betwixt  us  two  at  his  landing,  when  he  was 
juft  ready  to  engage  the  enemy  ? 

&-;p.  Let  the  true  Amphitryon  anfwerfirft 

J:'.p.  a)id  Amph.  together — My  lord,  I  told  him— 

Grip.  Peace  both  of  you  ! — 'Tis  a  plain  cafe  they 
are  both  true  ;  for  they  both  (peak  together  :  but  for 
more  certainty,  let  the  falfe  Amphitryon  fpeak  hrii. 

Merc.   Now  they  are  both  filent - 

Grip.  Then  'tis  as  plain  on  t'other  fide,  that  they 
are  both  falfe  Amphitryons. 

Merc.  Which  Amphitryon  (hall  fpeak  firft  ? 

Grip.  Let  the  choleric  Amphitryon  fpeak  :  and  let 
the  peaceable  hold  his  peace. 

Amph.  [To  Pol.]  You  may  remember  that  I 
whifper'd  you,  not  to  part  from  the  ilern,  one  fingle 
moment. 

Pol.  You  did  fo. 

Grip.  No  more  words  then  :  I  proceed  to  fentence. 

Jup.  'Twas  I  that  whifper'd  him  ;  and  he  may  re- 
member I  gave  him  this  reafon  for  it,  that  if  our  mea 
were  beaten,  I -might  fecure  my  own  retreat. 

Pol.    You  did  fo. 

Grip.  Now  again  he's  as  true  as  t'other. 

Traa. 
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Tran.  You  know  I  was  pay-raafter  :  what  dire&lons 
did  you  give  me  the  night  before  the  battle  ? 

Grip.  To  which  of  the  You's  art  thou  fpeaking  ? 
Ampb.  I  order'd  you  to  take  particular  care  of  the 
great  bag. 

Grip.   Why  this  is  demonftration. 
Jup.  The  bag  that  I  recommended  to  you  was  of 
tyger's  fkin  ;  and  mark'd  Beta. 

Grip.  In  fadnefs  I  think  they  are  both  jugglers: 
here's  nothing,  and  here's  nothing  ;  and  then  hiccius 
doccius,  and  they  are  both  here  again. 

Tran.  You,  peaceable  Amphitryon,  what  money 
was  there  in  that  bag  ? 

Jup.  The  fum,  in  grofs,  amounted  juft  to  fifty  Attic 
talents. 

Tram.  To  a  farthing.  ^ 

Grip.  Paugh !    Obvious,  obvious. 
Ampb.  Two  thoufand  pieces  of  gqld  were  ty'd  up 
in  a  handkerchief  by  themfelvcs. 
Tran.   I  remember  it. 
Grip.   Then  'tis  dubious  again. 
Jup.  But  the  reft  was  not  all  filver  ;  for  there  were 
juit  four  thoufand  brafs  halfpence. 

Grip.  Being  but  brafs,  the  proof  is  inconfiderable : 
if  they  had  been  filver,  it  had  gone  on  your  fide. 

Ampb.  [To  Jup.}  Death  and  Hell,  you  will  not 
perfuade  me  that  I  did  not  kill  Pterelas  ? 

Jup.  Nor  you  me  that  I  did  not  enjoy  Alcmena  ? 

Ampb.  That  laft  was  poifon  to  me [df.dc. 

Yet  there's  one  proof  thou  canft  not  counterfeit : 

Jn  killing  Pterelas,  I  had  a  wound 

Full  in  the  brawny  part  of  my  right  arm  ; 

Where  ftill  the  fear  remains :   now  blufh,  importer, 

For  this  thou  canft  not  mew. 

[Bares  his  arm,  and  Jbeius  the  fear,    ivhich  they  alt 

look  an. 

Qmnes.  This  is  the  true  Amphitryon. 
Jup.  May  your  lordfhip  pleafe 
Grip.    No,   firrah,    it  does    not  pleafe  me :    hold 
your  tongue,  for  the  cafe  is  manifeft. 

Jup.  By  your  favour  then,  this  mall  fpeak  for  me. 

[Bares  bit  arm,   and  Jbenvs  it. 

Trail. 
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Tran,   'Tis  juft  in  the  fame  mufcle. 

Pol.  Of  the  fame  length  and  breadth  ;  and  the 
fear  of  the  fame  bluifh  colour. 

Grip.  [To  Jup.]  Did  not  I  charge  you  not  to  fpeak? 
'Twas  plain  enough  before  :  and  now  you  have  puz- 
zled it  again. 

Amph.   Good  Gods,  how  can  this  be  ! 

Grip.  For  certain  there  was  but  one  Pterelas ;  and 
he  mult  have  been  in  the  plot  againft  himfelf  too  : 
for  he  was  kill'd  firft  by  one  of  them  ;  and  then  rofe 
again  out  of  refpeft  to  t'other  Amphitryon,  to  be 
kill'd  twice  over. 

Enter  Alcmena,  Phaedra,    and  Bromia. 

Ale,    [Turning  to  Ph;ed.  and  Bromia.]    No  more  of 

this ;  it   founds  impoflible, 
That  two  fliou'd  be  fo  like,  no  difference  found. 

Phad.  You'll  find  it  true. 

Ale,    Then    where's   Alcmena's    honour  and  her 

fame  ? 

Farewell  my  needlefs  fear,  it  cannot  be  : 

This  is  a  cafe  too  nice  for  vulgar  fight 

But  let  me  come,  my  heart  will  guide  my  eyes 
To  point,  and  tremble  to  its  proper  choice. 

[Seeing  Amphitryon,  goes  to  him. 
There  neither  was,   nor  is,  bur  one  Amphitryon  ; 
And  I  am  only  his  —         [Goes  to  take  him  by  the  hand. 

Amph.  \Pujhing  her  away  from  him.]  Away,  adul- 
trels  ! 

Jup.  My  gentle  love,  my  treafure,  and  my  joy, 
Follow  no  more  that  falfe  and  foolifh  nre, 
That  wou'd  miflead  thy  fame  to  fure  deibudlion  ! 
Look  on  thy  better  hufband,   and  thy  friend, 
Who  will  net  leave  thee  liable  to  fcorn, 
But  vindicate  thy  honour  from  that  wretch, 
Who  wou'd  by  bafe  afperiions  blot  thy  virtue. 

Ale.  [Going  to  him,  who  embraces  her.~\ 
I  was  indeed  miftaken  ;  thou  art  he  ! 
Thy  words,  thy  thoughts,  thy  foul  is  all  Amphitryon. 
Th'  impoltor  has  thy  features,  not  thy  mind ; 
The  face  might  have  deceiv'd  me  in  my  choice, 
Thy  kindnefsis  a  guide  that  cannot  err. 
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v     j'mpij.  What,  in  my  prefence  to  prefer  the  villain  ? 
,.Q execrable  chea: !    I  break  the  truce;  30005 

And  will  no  more  attend  your  vain  decisions. 
To  this — and  to  the  Gods  I'll  trull  my  caufe.^^ 

[/j  rujhing  upon  Jupiter,   and  is  held  again. 
Jup*  Poor  man  ;  how  I  contemn  thofe  idle  threats  ! 
Were  1  difpos'd,  thou  might'ft  as  fafely  meet 
The  thunder  launch'd  from  the  red  arm  of  Jove. 
But  in  the  face  of  Thebes,  me  mall  be  clear'd  ; 
And  what  \  am,  and  what  thou  art,  be  known. 
Attend,  and  I  will  bring  convincing  proofs. 

Ampb.  Thou  would'ft  elude  my  juicice,  and  efcapc: 
But  I  will  follow  thee  thro'  earth,  and  leas  ; 
Nor  hell  lhall  hide  thee  from  my  jufl  revenge. 
Jup.  I'll  fpare  thy  pains  :  it  mall  be  quickly  feen, 

Betwixt  us  two,  who  feeks,  and  who  avoids 

Come  in,  my  friends — and  thou  who  feem'ft  Am- 
phitryon ; 

That  all  who  are  in  doubt,  may  know  the  true. 
[Jupiter  re-enters  the  houfe;  with  him  Amphitryon, 

Alcmena,  Polidas,  Tranio,  and  guards. 
Merc.  Thou,  Gripus,  and  you,  Bromia,  Hay  with 
Phzdra  : 

[To  Grip,  and  Brom.  nvbo  are  following. 
Let  their  affairs  alone,  and  mind  we  ours. 
Amphitryon's  rival  {hall  appear  a  God  : 
But  know  before-hand,  I  am  Mercury; 
Who  want  not  heav'n,  while  Phsedra  is  on  earth. 

Brom.  But,  an't  pleafe  your  lordlhip,  is  my  fel- 
low-fervant,  Phaedra,  to  be  exalted  into  the  heav'ns, 
and  made  a  ftar  ? 

Pba;d.  When  that  comes  to  pafs,  if  you  look  up  n- 
nights,  I  mall  remember  old  kindnefles,  and  vouch- 
fafe  to  twinkle  on  you. 
£nter  Sotia,  peeping  about  him,  an d  feeing  Mercury,  is 

ftarting  back. 

So/.  Here  he  is  again;  and  there's  no  paffing  by 
him  into  the  houfe,  unlefs  I  were  a  fpright,  to  glide 

in  thro'  the  key-hole. 1  am  to  be  a  vagabond,  I 

find. 
Merc.  Sofia,  come  back. 

So/. 
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So/.  No,  I  thank  you — you  may  whittle  me  lonep 
enough ;  a  beaten  dog  has  always  the  wit  to  avoid 
his  m after. 

Merc,  I  permit  thee  to  be  Sofia  again. 
Sof.  'Tis  an  unfortunate  name,  and  I  abandon  it: 
he  that  has  an  itch  to  be  beaten,  let  him  take  it  up 
for  Sofia ; — what  have  I  faid  now  !  I  mean  for  me  j 
for  I  neither  am,  nor  will  be  Sofia. 

Merc.  But  thou  may'ft  be  fo  in  fafety :  for  I  have 
acknowledg'd  myfelf  to  be  God  Mercury. 

Sof.  I  am  your  molt  humble  fervant,  good  Mr. 
Mercury.  But  how  fhall  I  be  fure  that  you  will 
never  aflume  my  fhape  again  ? 

Merc.  Becaufe  I  am  weary  of  wearing  fo  villainous 
an  outfide. 

So/.  Well,  well ;  as  villainous  as  it  is,  here's  old 
Bromia  will  be  contented  with  it. 

Brom.  Yes,  now  I  am  fure  that  I  may  chaftife  yotf 
fafely. 

So/.  Ay,  but  you  had  beft  take  heed  how  you  attempt 
it  ;  for  as  Mercury  has  turn'd  himfelf  into  me,  fo  I 
may  take  the  toy  into  my  head,  to  turn  myfelf  into 
Mercury,  that  I  may  fwinge  you  off  condignly. 

Merc.  In  the  mean  time  be  all  my  witnefles,  that 
I  take  Phaedra  for  my  wife  of  the  left-hand  ;  that  is, 
in  the  nature  of  a  lawful  concubine. 

Phetd.  You  fhall  pardon  me  for  believing  you,  fb^ 
all  you  are  a  God :  for  you  have  a  terrible  ill  name 
below  ;  and  I'm  afraid  you'll  get  a  footman,  inftead 
of  a  prieft,  to  marry  us. 

Merc.  But  here's  Gripus  fhall  draw  up  articles  be- 
twixt us. 

Plad.  But  he's  terribly  us'd  fo  falfe  conveyancing 
— Well,  be  it  fo  ;  for  my  counfel  fhall  o'erlbolc  'era 
before  \  fign.  Come  on,  Gripus;  that  I  may  have 
him  under  black  and  white. 

[Here  Gripus gets  ready  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 
Merc.  With  all  my  heart. 

Pbtsd.  [to  Grip.]  Begin,  begin.  /Meads  of  articles 

to  be  made,  &c.  betwixt  Mercury,  God  of  Thieves — 

Mtrc»  And  Phxdra,  Qneen  of  Cypfies— -  Impri- 

&  •      mis. 
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mift  Ijprojnifc  to  buy  and  fettle  upon  her  an 
containing  nine  ^oufend  acres  of  land,  in  any 
•f  Bccotia,  to  her  own  liking. 

Pkad.  Provided  always,  that  no  part  of  the  faid 
Bine  thoufand  acres,  fhall  be  upon,  or  adjoining  to 
Mount  farnaflus  j  for  I  will  not  be  fobb'd  off  wich  3 
poetical  eftate. 

Merc.  Memorandum ,  That  fhe  be  alwrays  conftant  to 
me ;  and  admit  of  no  other  lover. 

fbad.  Memorandum,  Unlefs  it  be  a  lover  that  offer;, 
mare  ;  and  that  the  conftancy  fhall  not  exceed  the 
fcttlem.ent. 

Mere.  Item,  That  flie  /hall  keep  no  male  fervants 
in  h«r  Houfc. 

£rom.  Here's  no  proviiion  made  for  children  y«f. 

fb*4.  Well  remember'd,  £romia  ;  I  bargain  that 
my  eldeft  fpn  fhall  be  a  hero,  and  my  eldeft  daughter 
a  king's  miftref*. 

Merc.  That  is  to  fay,  a  blockhead  and  a  harlot, 
Phsdra, 

PM.  That's  true  ;  but  who  darw  call  'em  fo  t 
The^i  for  the  younger  children  : — but  now  I  think 
cn't,  we'll  have  no  more,  but  mafter  and  mifs  i  for 
the  reft  wou'd  be  but  chargeable,  and  a  burden  to 
the  nation. 

Merc.  Yes,  yes ;  the  fecond  fhall  be  a  falfc  pro- 
phet :  he  (hall  have  wit  enough  to  fet  up  a  new  reli- 
gion ;  and  too  much  wit  to  die  a  martyr  for  it. 

Fixtd'  O  wh.3t  bad  I  forgot  ?  there's  pin-money, 
and  alimony,  and  feparate  maintenance,  and  a  thou- 
fend  thing*  more  to  ne  confider'd  :  that  are  all  to  be 
tack'd  to  thi*  aft  of  fettlement. 

$1/.  I  aro  a  fool,  I  nauft  confefs-— but  yet  I  can  fee 
as  fa/ into  a,  mill-ftone  as  the  beft  of  you.  I  have 
ohfrrv'd,  that  you  women-wits  are  commonly  f& 
quick  upon  the  fcent,  that  you  often  over-run  it : 
novy  I  woo'd  afic  of  madam  Phxdra,  that  in  cafe  Mr. 
Mercury  there  fhou'd  be  pleas'd,  to  break  thefe  axti- 
cle^  in  what  CDun  of  judica^re  fce  intends  to  fue 
»aui  i 

The  fool  haj  Kit  upon't— Gods  and  great 
i*  mcu 
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men  are  never  to  be  fiied  ;  for  they  can  always  plead" 
p/ivilege  ;  and  therefore  for  once,  Mon/ieur,  I'll  take' 
your  word  ;  for  as  long  as  you  love  me,  you'll  be  fure 
to  keep  it ;   and  in  the  mean  time  I  mail  be  gauijng 
experience  how  to  manage  fome  rich  cully  -f  'for'  no 
woman  ever  made  her  fortune  by  a  wit. 
[It  thunders;  and  the  company  within  doors,  Amphi- 
tryon,   Alcmena,  Poiidas,   and  Tranio,    all  c*mt 
running  out,  and  join  luitb  the  reft,  <wbo  iutre  on  tb< 
Theatre  before.  ] 

:  Ampl.  Sure  'tis  fome  God  !  he  vanilh'd  from  our 

fight, 
And  told  us  we  mould  fee  him  foon  return.     •t»\& 

Ah .  I  know  not  what  to  hope,  nor  what  to  fear, 
A  fimple  error  is  a  real  crime  j 
And  unconfenting  innocence  is  loft. 
[A  fecond  peal  of  thunder ;  after  which  Jupiter  apfeart 
in  a  macbint.~\ 

Jup.  Look  up,  Amphitryon,  and  behold  above, 
Th'  impoitor  God,  the  rival  of  thy  love  : 
In  thy  own  fhape,  fee  Jupiter  appear, 
And  let  that  fight  fecure  thy  jealous  fear. 
Difgrace,  and  infamy,  are  turn'd  to  boaft  ; 
No  fame,  in  Jove's  concurrence,  can  be  loft  : 
What  he  enjoys,  he  Iwftifies  from  vice  ; 
And  by  partaking   (lamps  into  a  price. 

Merc.  [AJtde.}  Amphitryon  and  Alcmena  both  ftantf 
mute,  and  know  not  how  to  takt  it. 

So/.  [Afide.}  Our  fovereign  lord  Jupiter  is  a  fly 
Companion  ;  he  knows  how  to  gild  a  bitter  pill. 

Jup.  From  this  aufpicious  night  mall  rife  an  heir, 
Great  like  his  fire,  and  like  his  mother  fair : 
Wrongs  to  redrefs,  and  tyrants  to  difleize ; 
Born  for  a  world  that  wants  a  Hercules. 
Monfters,  and  monfter-men  he  fhall  engage, 
And  toil  and  ftruggl»  thro1  an  impious  age. 
Peace  to  his  labours  (hall  at  length  fucceed  ;  *\ 

And  murm'ring  men,  unwilling  to  be  freed, 
S^all  be  compell'd  to  happineis,  by  need.  \ 

[Jupiter  if  carrf  d  bath  Jo  be  we 
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Omnes.  We  all  congratulate  Amphitryon. 

So/.  Ah,  Bromia,  Bromia;  if  thou  hadft  been  as 
handfome  and  as  young  as  Phaedra !  I  fay  no  more — 
but  fomebody  might  have  made  his  fortunes  as  well  as 
his  mafter,  and  never  the  worfe  man  neither. 
But— down,  Ambition  !  let  me  not  complain—- 
Enough that  I  am  Sofia  once  again  ! 
Tho'  not  a  cuckold,  yet  content  I'll  be ; 
The  great  man's  happinefs  is  not  for  me. 
But  of  myfelf  mall  I  be  robb'd  no  more?  — 
Your  voice,  "  ye  learned  Thebans,"  I  implore—- 
Give me  your  fuffrage,  I'll  be  Sofia  ftill ; 
Let  bully  Merc'ry  there  do  what  he  will. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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PROLOGUE. 


\.[  O  O  R  S  I  five  this  iv  ay  (as  fiery  tells)  to  kno 

Whether  their  Lrats  are  truly  got,   or  no  ; 
Into  the  Jeat    the  nevj-hcrn  babe  is  thrc-ivn, 
There    as  'inftin SI  directs,  tojivim,  or  drown, 
si  barbarous  device,  to  trv  if  fpoufe 
Has  kept  rdigicujly  her  nuptial  TJO*WI. 

Such  c.re  the  trialt,  fnets  make  of  plays  ; 
Only  they  truft  to  more  inco/rjlantfeas  ; 
So  Hoes  our  tint  her,  this  t:is  child  commit 
To  the  tetnpeftuous  mercy  of  the  fit, 
To  n.no~>.v  if  it  be  truly  born  of  ivit. 

Ci'iiicks  avattnt  ;  for  you  are  ftfo  of prey% 
.And  feed,  like  JJiarks,   upon  an  infant  play, 
JBe  e-v'ry  monjler  of  the  deep  aiuay  ; 
ict's  baije  a  fair  trial,  and  a  clear  fea. 

L:t  A  at  are  ~^ork,   and  do  not  damn  too  f von  t 
For  life  ivill  ftruggle  long,  ere  it  Jink  dtikvn  : 
And  nvill  at  lea  ft  rije  thrice,   before  it  a>'c-i.','/t. 
Let  us  conjidcr,  h::d  it  been  our  fate, 
cf /jus  hardly  to  be pro-ifd  legitimate  ! 
1  -ic ill  not  fay ,  ive 'd  all  in  danger  been, 
li  ere  each  toftijfer  for  his  mother's  fin  : 
But  by  my  troth  I  cannot  a.~joid tbinki):^, 
HOVJ  nearly  fume  good  men  might  have  'jcap^djinki 
£ut,  Heaij'n  be  praised,   this  at/lorn  is  confind 
Alone  to  tb'  offspring  of  'the  Mitfes  kind: 
Our  chrijlian  cuckolds  are  more  bent  to  pity  j 
1  kns'w  not  one  NLoor-haJland in  the  city. 
Pth*  good  man's  arms  the  chopping  baftard  thrives ', 
Far  he  thinks  all  his  ovjn  that  is  his  'wife's. 

Whatever  fate  is  for  this  play  dejtgn'd, 
The  poet's  fure  he  Jhallfo?r.e  comfort Jind  : 
For  if  his  Mufe  has  play  'd  himfalfe, '  the  vjorft 
That  can  befall  him,  is,  to  be  di-vorc'd ; 
You  bujbands  judge,  if  that,  be  to  bt  curs' d. 
A  -t      - 


i     ft  ,Ja  t 

1-^3  ssga  I 

£  ~  U1-1  u  *  £  £  °  s 

S*^«  "JS5  S 

g   ^  I  I  I  1 1  I  I  I  I  I  I   J  ^ 


P-. 

CO 

•  t— I 

O 

cJ 

I     ^  I   I   1   I   I   1  1     "MM      «i     ^ 

O      H 

i 


i    * 

§  1  a-il    s 

7        ^F^-^ 


THE 

DOUBLE   DEALER. 

ACT.        I, 


Enter  Cat  clefs,  crojjtng  the  ft  age,  with  his  hat,  gloves, 
and /word  in  bis  bands-,  as  jufl  rifenfrom  table  :  Mel- 
lefont/c//W;/«g-  him. 

ED>   Ncd>  whither  fo  faft?   What'  turn'd 
ilincher  !  Why,  you  wo'not  leave  us  ? 

Care.  Where  are  the  women  ?  I'm  weary  of  drinking, 
and  begin  to  think  them  the  better  company. 

Mel.  Then  thy  reafon  ftaggirs,  and  thou'rt  almoft 
tipfey. 

Care.  No,  faith,  but  your  fools  grow  noify— — -and  if. 
a  man  mult  endure  the  noife  of  words  without  fenfe,  \ 
think  the  women  have  more  mnfical  voices  and  become 
non fenfe  better. 

Mel.  Why,  they  are  at  the  end  of  the  gallery  ;  retir'd 
to  their  tea,  and  fcandal ;  according  to  their  ancient 

curtom,  after  dinner. But  I  made  a  pretence  to 

follow  you,  becaufe  I  had  fomething  to  fay  to  you  in 
private,  and  I  am  not  like  to  have  many  opportunities 
this  evening. 

Care.  And  here's  this  coxcomb  moft  critically  come 
to  interrupt  you. 

Enter  B rifle. 

Erijk.  Boys,  boys,  lads,  where  are  you?  What  do  you 
give  ground,  mortgage  for  a  bottle,  ha  ?  Carelefs,  this  is 
your  trick ;  you're  always  fpoiling  company  by  leaving  it. 
^.  Care.  And  thou  art  always  fpoiling  company  bycom- 
i:ig  into'c. 

A  3  Brisi. 
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Brijk.  Pooh,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  know  you  envy  me.  Spite, 
proud  fpite,  by  the  gods  !  and  burning  envy — I'll  be 
judg'd  by  Afel/rfoat  here,  who  gives  and  takes  raillery 
better,  you,  or  1.  Plhaw,  man,  when  I  f  iv  you  fpoil 
company  by  leaving  it,  I  mean  you  leave  nobody  for 
the  company  to  laugh  at.  I  think  there  I  was  with  you, 
ha?  Melhfont. 

Mel.  O'  my  word,  Brijk,  that  was  a  home  thruft,  you 
have  filenc'd  him. 

Brijk.  O  my  dear  Nell'fcnt,  let  me  perifti,  if  thcu 
art  not  the  foul  of  conversation,  the  very  eflence  of  wit 

and  fpiKt  of  wine. The  deuce  take  me  if  there  were 

three  good  things  fa'd,  or  one  underltood,  fince  thy  am- 
putation from  toe  body  of  our  fociety. He,  I  think 

that's  pretty  and  metaphorical  enough  :  I'gad  I  could  not 
have  faid  it  out  of  thy  company,— —Care/e/'s,  ha  ? 

Care.  Hum,  ay,  what  is't  ? 

Brijk.  O,  man  cceur !  What  is't!  Nay  gad  I'll  pu- 
nilh  for  want  of  apprehenfion  :  the  deuce  take  me  if  I 
tell  you. 

Mel.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he  has  no  tafte. But, 

dear  Brijkt  excufe  me,  I  have  a  little  bufmefs. 

Care.  Pr'ythee  get  thee  gone ;  thou  feeft  we  are  ferious. 

Mel.  We'll  come  immediately,  if  you'll  but  go  in,  and 
keep  up  good  humour  and  fenfe  in  the  company:  Pr'y- 
thee do,  they'll  fall  afleep  elfe. 

Brijk .  I'gad  fo  they  will— Well  I  will,  I  will,  gad  you 

(hall  command  me  from  the  Zenith  to  the  Nadir. But 

the  deuce  take  me  if  I  fay  a  good  thing  'till  you  come. — 
But  pr'ythee  dear  rogue,  make  halle,  pr'y  thee  make  hafle, 

I  fh.al!  burftelfe. And  yonder  your  uncle,  my  Lord 

TttttfavMtf,  fwears  he'll  difiiiherityou,  and  Sir  Paul  Ply  ant 
threatens  to  difclaim  you  for  a  fon-in-law,  and  my  Lord 
Froth  won't  dance  at  your  wedding  to  morrow ;  nor  the 
deuce  take  me,  I  won't  write  your  epithalamium — and 
fee  what  a  condition  you're  like  to  be  brought  to. 

Mel.  Well,  I'll  fpeak  but  three  words,  and  follow  you. 

Brijk.  Enough,  enough,  Carelcfs,  bring  your  appre- 
henfion along  with  you.  [Exit. 

Care.  Pert  coxcomb. 

Afr/.  Faith  'tis  a  good-natur'd  coxcomb,  and  has  very 

enter- 
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entertaining  follies — You  muft  be  more  humane  to  him  • 
at  this  juncture,  it  will  do  me  fervice.  I'll  tell  you,  I 
would  have  mirth  continued  this  day  at  any  rate  :  tho? 
patience purchafe  folly,  and  attention  be  paid  with  noife  : 
There  are  times  when  fenfe  may  be  unfeafonable,  ns  well 
a-  truth.  Pr'ythee  do  thou  wear  none  to  day  ;  bat  al- 
low Brijk  to  have  wit,  that  thou  may'ft  feem  a  fool. 

Care.  Why,  how  now,  why  this  extravagant  propcfi- 
tion  ? 

Mel.  O,  I  would  have  no  room  for  ferious  defign,  for 
I  am  jealous  of  a  plot.  I  would  have  noife  and  imper- 
tinence keep  my  Lady  Touchwood's  head  from  working  : 
'  For  hell  is  not  more  bufy  than  her  brain,  nor  contains 
'  more  devils,  than  that  imaginations.' 

Care.  I  thought  your  fear  of  her  had  been  over Is 

not  to-morrow  appointed  for  your  marriage  with  Cynthia, 
and  her  father,  Sir  Paul  Plyant,  come  to  fettle  the  writ- 
ings this  day  on  purpofe  I  • 

Mel.  True;  but  you  mall  judge  whether  I  have  not 
reafon  to  bs  alarm'd.  None  b^fides  you,  and  Mejk-iutlt, 
are  acquainted  with  the  fecret  of  my  aunt  fncctvooiF* 
violent  paffion  for  me.  Since  my  firft  refufal  of  her  ad- 
drefles,  me  has  endeavour'd  to  do  me  all  ill  offices  with 
my  uncle  ;  yet  has  managed  'em  with  that  fubtilir;-,  that 
to  him  they  have  born  the  face  cf  kindnefs ;  whsle  her 
malice,  like  a  dark  Ian  thorn,  only  (hone  upon  me,  where 
it  was  directed.  '  Still  it  gave  me  lefs  perplexity  to  pr* 
'  vent  the  fuccefs  cf  her  tlifpleafure,  than  to  avoid  the  im- 
'  portunit'es  of  her  love  ;  and  cf  two  evils,  I  thought  my 
4  felf  favour'd  in  her  averiion:'  but  whether  urg'd  by  her 
defpa:r,  and  the  fhort  profpcct  of  time  (he  faw,  to  accom- 
plilh  her  defigns ;  whether  the  hopes  of  revenge,  or  of 
her  love,  terminated  in  the  view  of  this  my  jrr.i'ii:  re 
with  Cynthia,  I  know  not ;  bat  this  morning  flie  fur-* 
priz'd  me  in  my  own  chamber. 

Care.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fury  !  '  'tis  well  nature 

'  has  not  put  it  into  her  fex's  power  toraviili.' Well, 

bleis  us  !  proceed.  What  follow'd  ? 

Mel.  '  What  at  firft  amaz'd  me ;  for  I  look'd  to  have  feert 

'  her  in  all  the  tranfports  of  a  flighted  and  revengeful  wo- 

'  man  :  but  when  I  expected  thunder  from  her  voice,  and 

A  4  '  lightning 
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*  lightning  in  her  eyes ;  I  faw  her  melted  into  tears,  and 
'  hufh'dintoafigh,'  It  was  long  before  either  of  us  fpoke, 

paffion  had  ty'd  her  tongue,  and  amazement  mine. 

In  fhort,  the  confequence  was  thus,  (he  omitted  nothing 
that  the  moft  violent  love  could  urge,  or  tender  words 
.•xprefs ;  which  when  fhe    faw  had  no  efTeft,  butflilll 
pleaded  honour  and  nearnefs  of  blood  to  my  uncle  ;  then 
came  the  ftorm  I   fear'd  at  firft:   For  ftarting  from  my 
bed-fide   like    a  fury,  fhe  flew   to  my  fword,  and  with 
much  ado  I  prevented  her  doing  me  or  herfelf  a  mifchief : 
Having  difarm'd  her  in  a  guft  of  paflion  fhe  left  me,  and 
in  a  refolution,  confirm'd  by  a  thoufand  curfes,  not  to 
clofe  her  eyes,  'till  they  had  feen  my  ruin. 

Care.  Exquifite  woman  !  But  what  '  the  devil'  does  fhe 
think,  thou  haft  no  more  fenfe,  than  to  get  an  heir  '  upon 

*  her  body'  to  di/inherit  thyfelf :  for  as  I  take  it,  this  fet- 
t'ement  upon  you,  is,  with  a  provifo,  that  your  uncle 
iiave  no  children. 

Mel.  It  is  fo.  Well,  the  fervi ce  you  are  to  do  me,  will 
be  a  pleafure  to  yourfelf;  I  muft  get  you  to  engage  my 
Lady  Ply  ant  all  this  evening,  that  my  pious  aunt  may  not 
work  her  to  her  intereft.  And  if  you  chance  to  fecure 
her  to  yourfelf,  you  may  incline  her  to  mine.  She's 
handfome,  and  knows  it;  is  very  filly,  and  thinks  fhe  has 
fenfe,  and  has  an  old  fond  hufband. 

Care.  I  coafefs  a  very  fair  foundation,  for  a  lover  to 
buiki  upon. 

Mel.  For  my  Lord  Froth,  he  and  his  wife  will  be  fuf- 
£ciently  taken  up,  with  admiringone  another,  and  Brijk** 
galantry,  as  they  call  it.  I'll  obferve  my  uncle  myfelf ) 
and  Jack  Majkwell  has  promifed  me,  to  watch  my  aunt 
narrowly,  and  give  me  notice  upon  any  fufpicion.  As 
for  Sir  Paul,  my  wife  father-in-law  that  is  to  be,  my  dear 
Cynthia  has  fuch  a  mare  in  his  fatherly  fondnefs,  he  would 
fcarce  make  her  a  moment  uneafy,  to  have  her  happy 
hereafter. 

Care.  So,  yon  have  mann'd  your  works:  but  I  wifh 
you  may  not  have  the  weakeft  guard,  where  the  enemy 
is  Urongelt. 

Mel.  Majkivell,  you  mean  :  pr'ythee  why  mould  yo* 
fufpscl  him  ? 

Cart. 
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Care.  Faith  I  cannot  help  it,  you  know  I  never  lilc'd 
him  ;  I  am  a  little  fuperilitious  in  phyfiognomy, 

Mel.  He  has  obligations  of  gratitude  to  bind  him  to  me; 
his  dependence  upon  my  uncle  is  through  my  means. 

Care.  Upon  your  aunt  you  mean. 

Mel.   IV I  vaunt! 

Care.  I'm  miftaken  if  there  be  not  a  familiarity  be- 
tween them,  you  do  not  fufpecl.:  notwithftanding  her 
pafnon  for  you. 

Mel.  Pooh,  pooh,  nothing  in  the  world  but  his  defign 
to  do  me  fervice  ;  and  he  endeavours  to  be  well  in  her 
eileem,  that  he  may  be  able  to  effect  it. 

Care.  Well,  I  mall  be  glad  to  be  miftaken  ;  but  your 
aunt's  averfion  in  her  revenge,  cannot  be  any  way  fo  effec- 
tually fhewn,  as  in  promoting  a  means  to  difinherit 
you.  She  is  handfome  and  cunning,  and  naturally  amo- 
rous. Majkivell  is  flefh  and  blood  at  bed  and  opportunities 
between  them  are  frequent.  His  affection  to  you  have 
con  felled,  is  grounded  upon  his  intereil,  that  you  have 
uanfplanted  ;  and  mould  it  take  root  in  my  lady,  I  don't 
lee  what  you  can  expert  from  the  fruit. 

Me  I.  I  confefs  the  confequence  is  vifible,  were  your 

fuipicions  juit. But  fee,   the  company  is   broke  up, 

let's  meet  'em. 

Later  /,«•</ Touchwood,  Lord  Froth,  Sir  Paul  Plyant, 
and  Brifk , 

Ld.  Touch.  Outupon't,  nephew — Leave  your  father- 
in-law,  and  me  to  maintain  our  ground  againft  young 
people. 

Mel.  I  beg  your  lordfliip's  pardon— We  were  ju ft  re- 
turning.  

Sir  Paul.  V/ete  you,  fon  ?   gndsbud  much  better  as  it 

is Good,  ibange!  I  f'.vear  I'm  almoit  tipfy — t'other 

t)ctt!c  would  have  been  too  powerful  for  me, — as  fure  as 
can  be  it  would. — We  wanted  your  company,  but  Mr. 
lirijk — Where  is  he  ?  I  fwear  and  vow,  he's  a  moil  fa- 
cetious perfon — and  the  beft  company. — And  my  Lord 
Froth,  your  lordihip  is  fo  merry  a  man,  he,  he,  he  \ 

Lcl.  Frcth.  O  foy,  Sir  Paul,  what  do  you  mean  ?  Merry! 
O  barbarous!  I'd  as  lief  you  call'd  me  fool. 

Sir  Pan!.  Nay,  I  protelt  and  vow  now,  'tis  true  ;  when 
A  5  Mr.  Britk 
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Mr.  Brijk  jokes,  your  lordfhip's  laugh  does  fo  become 
you,  he,  .he  he  ! 

Ld.  Froth.  Ridiculous!  Sir  Paul,  you're  ftrangely  mif- 
taken,  I  find  Champagne  is  powerful.  I  aflure  you,  Sir 
Paul,  I  laugh  at  nobody's  jeft  but  my  own,  or  a  Lady's; 
I  afiureyon,  Sir  Paul. 

Brijk.  How  ?  how,  my  lord  ?  what  affront  my  wit ! 
Let  me  periih,  do  I  never  fay  any  thing  worthy  to  be 
laugh 'd  at  ? 

Ld.  Frstb.  O  foy,  don't  mifapprehend  me,  I  don't  fay 
fo,  for  I  often  fmile  at  your  conceptions.  But  there  is 
nothing  more  unbecoming  a  man  of  quality,  than  to 
laugh  ;  'tis  fuch  a  vulgar  exprcllion  of  thepailion  !  every 
body  can  laugh.  Then  cfpccially  to  laugh  at  the  jeft  of 
an  inferior  perfon,  or  when  any  body  elfe  of  the  fame 
quality  does  not  laugh  with  one  ;  ridiculous  !  to  be  plea- 
fed  with  what  pleales  the  croud  !  Now  when  I  laugh, 
J  always  lau'^h  alone. 

Brijk.  I  fifppofe  that's  becaufe  you  laugh  at  your  own 
je^s,  I'gad,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ld.  Froth.  He,  he  !  I  fwear  tho',  your  raillery  provokes 
me  to  a  fmile. 

Brifk.  Ay,  my  lorJ,  it's  a  fign  I  hit  you  in  the  teeth, 
if  you  fhew  'em. 

Ld.  Froth.  He,  he,  he  !  I  fwear  that's  fo  very  pretty,  I 
can't  forbear. 

Care.  I  find  a  quibble  bears  more  fway  in  your  lord- 
fhip's face,  than  a  jeft. 

Ld.  Touch.  Sir  Paul,  if  you  pleafe  we'll  retire  to  the 
ladies,  and  drink  a  difh  of  tea,  to  fettle  our  heads. 

Sir  Paul.    With  all   my  heart. Mr.  Brijk,  you'll 

come  to  us, or  call  me  when  you  joke,  I'll  be  ready 

to  laugh  incontinently.  [Exif. 

!)ut  does  you  lordfhip  never  fee  comedies  ? 
L:!.  Frcth.  O  yes,  fometimes, — But  I  never  lauglu 
Mel.  No? 

Ld.  Froth.  Oh,  no, — Never  laugh  indeed,  fir. 
Cure.  No  !  why  what  d'ye  go  there  for  ? 
Ld.  Frcth.  To  dhUnguifh  myfelf  from  the  commonal- 
ty, and  mortify  the  poets ;  the  fdlows  grow  fo  conceited, 
ftjtefl  any  of  their  foolilh  vit  prevail:,  upon  the  fide-boxes. 

I  fwear 
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—I  fvvear, -he,   he,  he  !  I  have  often  conftrain'd  my 

inclinations  to  laugh,— he,  he  !  he's  to  avoid  giving 

them  encouragement. 

Mel.  You  are  cruel  to  yourfelf,  my  lord,  as  well  as 
malicious  to  them. 

Lj.  Froth.  I  confefs  I didmyfelf  fome  violence  at  firft, 
but  now  I  think  I  have  conquer'd  it. 

Br'tjk.  Let  meperilh,  my  lord,  but  there  \-  fomething 
very  particular  in  the  humour  ;  'tis  true,  it  n.s'-cs  againlt 
wit,  and  I'm  forry  for  fome  friends  of  mir.e  that  write, 
but — I'gad,  I  love  to  be  malicious. — Nay,  deuce  take  me 
there's  wit  in't  too — And  wit  muft  be  foil'd  by  wit ;  cut 
a  diamond  with  a  diamond  ;  no  other  way,  I'gad. 

Ld.  Frcta.  Oh,  I  thought  you  would  not  be  long,  be- 
fore you  found  cut  the  wit. 

Care.  Wit !  In  whit?  Where  the  devil's  the  wit,  in 
not  laughing  when  a  man  has  a  mind  to't  ? 

./>/•/•.£.  OLord,  why  can't  you  find  it  out  ? — Why  there 
'tis,  in  the  not  laughing — Don't  you  apprehend  me  r — 
My  lord,  Carelefs  is  a  very  honelt  fellow,  but  hark'ye, 
you  underhand  me,  fomewhat  heavy,  a  little  {hallow,  or 

fo Why  I'll  tell  you  now,  fuppofe  now  you  come  up 

to  me Nay,  pr'ythee   Carelefs  be  inftru&ed.     Sup- 

pofe,  as  I  was  faying,  you  come  up  to  me  holding  your 
fides,  and  laughing,  as   if  you  would — Well — I  look 

grave,  and  afk  the  caufe  of  this  immoderate  mirth 

You  laugh  on   (till,  and  are  not  able  to  tell  me— o  till  I 
;look  grave,  not  fo  much  as  fmile. 

Care.  Smile,  no,  what  the  devil  mould  you  fmile  at, 
when  you  fuppofe  I  can't  tell  you ! 

JSriJt.  Pfhaw,  pfliaw,  pr'ythee  don't  interrupt  me. — 

But  J  tell  you,   you  mall  tell  me at  lail But  it 

(hall  be  a  great  while  firft. 

Care.  Well,  but  pry'thee  don't  let  it  be  a  great  while, 
becaufe  I  long  to  have  it  over. 

Brijk.  Well  then,  you  tell  me  fome  good  jeft,  or  very 
witty  thing,  laughing  all  the  while  as  if  you  were  ready 

to  die and  linear  it,  and  look  thus. Would  not 

you  be  difappointed  ? 

Care.  No  ;  for  if  it  were  a  witty  thing,  I  mould  not 
expeft  you  to  underiland  it. 

A  6  Ld.  Froth. 
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Ld.  Froth.  O  foy,  Mr.  Carelefs,  all  the  world  allow 
Mr.  Brijk  to  have  wit;  my  wife  fays,  he  has  a  great  deal. 
I  hope  you  think  her  a  judge. 

Brijk.  Pooh,  my  lord,  his  voice  goes  for  nothing.— 
I  can't  tell  how  to  make  him  apprehend. — Take  it 
t'other  way.  Suppofe  I  fay  a  witty  thing  to  you  ? 

Care.  Then  I  fhall  be  difappointed  indeed. 

Mel.  Let  him  alone,  Brijk,  he  is  obftinately  bent  not 
to  be  inltructcd. 

Br'fk.  I'm  forry  for  him,  the  deuce  take  me. 

Mel.  Shall  we  go  to  the  ladies,  my  lord  ? 

Ld.  Frctb.  With  all  my  heart,  methinks  we  are  a  fo- 
litude  without  'em. 

Mel.  Or,what  fay  you  to  another  bottle  of  Champagne  ? 

Ld.  Froth.  O,  for  the  univerfe,  not  a  drop  more  1  be- 
feech  you.  O  intemperate  !  I  have  a  flufhing  in  my 
face  already.  [Takes  out  apocket-glafs,  and  looks  in  it. 
fee,  " 


Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  my  lord,  I  broke  my 
glafs  that  was  in  the  lid  of  my  fnuff-box.  Hum  !  deuce 
take  me,  I  have  encourag'd  a  pimple  here  too. 

[Take s  the  glafs  and  looks. 

Ld.  Froth.  Then  you  muft  mortify  him  with  a  patch  ; 
my  wife  (hall  fupply  you.  Come,  gentlemen,  aliens,  here 
is  company  coming.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lady  Touchwood,  WMafkwell. 

L.  7".  I'll  hear  no  more You're  falfe  and  ungrate- 
ful ;  come,  I  know  you're  falfe. 

Majk.  I  have  been  frail,  I  confefs,  madam,  for  your 
ladyfliip's  fervice. 

L.  7*.  That  I  mould  truft  a  man,/ whom  I  had  known 
betray  his  friend ! 

Mask .  What  friend  have  I  betray'd  ?  Or  to  whom  ? 

L.  7".  Your  fond  friend  Mellefont,  and  to  me;  can 
you  deny  it  r 

Mask.  I  do  not. 

L.  7".  Have  you  not  wrong' J  my  lord,  who  has  been 
a  father  to  you  in  your  wants,  and  given  you  being  ? 
Have  you  not  wrong'd  him  in  the  higheft  manner,  '  ia 
•  his  bed?' 

Mask.  With  your  ladyfliip's  help,  and  for  your  fervice, 
as  I  told  you  before  I  can't  deny  that  neither. — Any 
thing  more,  madam  ? 
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L.  7*.  More!  audacious  villain.  O,  what's  more, 
is  moft  my  ihame, Have  you  notdifhonour'd  me  ? 

Mask.  No,  that  I  deny  ;  for  I  never  told  in  all  my  life  : 
fo  that  accusation's  anfwer'd  ;  on  to  the  next. 

L.  T.  Death,  do  you  dally  with  my  pafTion  ?  Infolent 

devil!  But  have  a  care, Provoke   me  not;  for,  «  by 

'  the  eternal  fire,' you  (hall  not  'fcape  my  vengeance. — 
calm  villain  !  How  unconcern'd  he  ftands,  confeflir.g 
treachery,  and  ingratitude  !  Is  there  a  vice  mere  black  ! 
--  O  I  have  excufes,  thoufands  for  my  faults ;  fire  in 
my  temper,  paifions  in  my  foul,  apt  to  ev'ry  provoca- 
tion ;  opprefied  at  once  with  love,  and  with  defpair. 
But  a  fedate,  a  thinking  villain,  whofe  black  blood  runs 
temperately  bad,  what  excufe  can  clear? 

Mask.  Will  you  be  in  temper,  madam  ?  I  would  not 
talknot  tobe  heard.  I  have  be^n  [She 'vjalksaboutdlforder''  d.] 
a  very  great  rogue  for  your  fake,  and  you  reproach  me 
with  it ;  I  am  ready  to  be  a  rogue  Hill  to  do  you  fer- 
vice  ;  and  you  are  flinging  confcience  and  honour  in  my 
face,  to  rebate  my  inclinations.  How  am  I  to  behave 
myfelf?  You  know  I  am  your  creature;  mv  Ufa  and 
fortune  in  your  power ;  to  difoblige  ycu,  brings  me  cer- 
tain ruin.  Allow  it,  I  would  betray  you,  1  would  not 
be  a  traitor  to  myfelf:  I  don't  pretend  to  honefty,  be- 
caufc  you  know  I  am  a  rafcal  :  but  I  would  convince 
you  from  the  necefiity  of  my  being  firm  to  you. 

L.  T.  Neceffity,  impudence!  can  no  gratitude  incline 
you,  no  obligations  touch  you  ?  *  Have  not  my  fortune, 
1  and  my  perfon  been  fubjefted  to  your  pleafure  ?' 
Were  you  not  in  the  nature  of  a  fervant,  and  have  not 
I  in  effect  made  you  lord  of  all,  of  me,  and  of  my  .lord? 
Where  is  that  humble  love,  the  languifhing,  that  ado- 
ration, which  was  once  paid  me,  and  everlaiUngly  en- 
gaged ? 

Mask.  Fixt,  rooted  in  my  heart,  whence  nothing  can 
remove  'em,  yet  you  -  •  . 

L.  T.  Yet,  what  yet  ? 

Mask.  Nay  mifconceive  me  not,  madam,  when  I  fay 
I  have  had  a  gen'rous,  and  a  faithful  paflion,  which  you 
had  never  favour'd,  but  through  revenge  and  policy. 

L.  r,  Ha  ! 

Mask, 
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Mask  Look  you,  madam,  we  are  alone, Pray  con- 
tain yourfelf,  and  hear  me.  You  know  you  lov'd  your 
nephew,  when  I  firil  figh'd  for  you  ;  I  quickly  found  it ; 
an  argument  that  I  lov'd  ;  for  with  that  art  you  veil'd 
your  paffion,  'twas  imperceptible  to  all  but  jealous  eyes. 
This  difcovcry  made  me  bold,  I  confcfs  it ;  for  by  it, 
I  thought  you  in  my  power.  Your  nephew's  fcorn  of 
you,  added  to  my  hopes  ;  I  watch'd  the  occafion,  and 
took  you,  juft  repulfed  by  him,  warm  at  once,  with 
love  and  indignation  ;  your  difpofition,  my  arguments, 
and  happy  opportunity,  accomplifh'd  my  deiign  ,  '  I  preft 
'  the  yielding  minute,  and  was  bleft.'  How  I  have 
lov'd  you  fince,  words  have  not  Ihewn,  then  how  mould 
words  exprefs  ? 

L.  T.   Well,   mollifying  devil ! And  have    I  not 

met  your  love  with  forward  fire  ? 

Mask.  Your  zeal  I  grant  was  ardent,  but  mifplac'cl ; 
there  was  revenge  in  view  ;  '  that  woman's  idol  had  de- 
'  fil'd  the  temple  of  the  god,  and  love  was  madeamock- 
<  worftiip. A  fon  and  heir  would  have  edg'd  young 

'  Mdlefont  upon  the  brink  of  ruin,  and  left  him  none 
'  but  you  to  catch  at  for  prevention.' 

L.  T.  Again,   provoke  me  !   do  you  wind  me  like  a 
Jarum,  only  to  roufe  my  own  ftill'd  foul  for  your  diver- 
'  fion  !  confufion  ! 

Mask.  Nay,  madam,  I'm  gone,  if  you  relapfe, — What 
needs  this  ?  I  fay  nothing  but  what  you  yourfelf,  in  open 
hours  of  love,  have  told  me.  Why  mould  ycu  deny  it  ? 
Nay,  how  can  you  ?  Is  not  all  this  prefent  heat  owing 
to  the  fame  fire  ?  Do  you  not  love  him  Hill  ?  How  have  I 
this  day  ofl'ended  you,  but  in  not  breaking  off"  his  match 

with  Cynthia:  Which  ere  to-morrow  mall  be  done, 

had  you  but  patience. 

L.  T.  How,  what  faid  you,  Maskwell.. Another 

caprice  to  unwind  my  temper  ? 

Mask.  By  Heav'n,  no  ;  I  am  your  Have,  the  flave  of 
all  your  pleafures ;  and  will  not  reft  'till  I  have  given 
you  peace,  would  you  fuffer  me. 

L.  7*.  O   Maskivell,   in   vain  I    dodifguife   me  from 
thee,  thou  know'ft  me,  know'ft  the  very  inmoft  windings 
and  receffes   of  my  foul. — O  Mellefont !  I  burn  -,  mar- 
ried 
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ried  to  morrow  !  defpair  ftrikes  me.  Yet  my  foul  knows 
1  hate  him  too  :  let  him  but  once  be  mine,  and  next  im- 
mediate ruin  feize  him. 

Mask.  Compofe  yourfelf,  you  mall  poffefs  and  ruin 
him  too, Will  that  pleafe  you  ? 

L.  T.  Kow,  how?  Thou  dear,  thou  precious  villain, 
how  ? 

Mas.':.  You  have  already  been  tampering  with  my  Lady 
fly  ant. 

L.  T.  1  have  :  She  is  ready  for  any  impreflion  I  think 
fit. 

Mask.  She  mult  be  thoroughly  perfuaded,  that  Melle- 
font  loves  her. 

L.  T.  She  is  fo  credulous  that  way  naturally,  and 
likes  him  fo  well,  that  (he  will  believe  it  fafter  than  I  can 
perfuade  her.  But  1  don't  fee  what  you  can  propofe  from 
Inch  a  trifiing  design  ;  for  her  firit  converting  with  Mel- 
1,'font,  will  convince  her  of  the  contrary. 

Mask.  I  know  it. 1  don't  depend  upon  it. — But  it 

will  prepare  fomething  elfe,  and  gain  us  leifure  to  lay  a 
llronger  plot :  If  I  gain  a  little  time,  I  (hall  not  want 
contrivance. 

One  minute giv ss  indention  to  ttefiroy, 

What  to  rebuild,  ixiill  a  whit  age  employ.        [Exeunt* 


ACT        II. 

Enter  Lady  Froth  and  Cynthia. 

Cynt.  TNDEED,  madam!  Is  it  poffible  your  lady/hip 
I.  could  have  been  fo  much  in  love  ? 

L.  Froth.  \  could  not  fleep;  I  did  not  fleep  one  wink 
for  three  weeks  together. 

C:<,:(.  Prodigious!  I  wonder,  want  of  fleep,  and  fo 
much  love,  and  fo  much  wit  as  your  ladyfhip  has,  did 
not  turn  your  brain. 

L.  Frcth.  O  my  dear  Cynthia,  you  rnuft  not  rally  your 

fiend. But  reullv,  as  you  fay,  I  wonder  too, 

I  But 
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But  then  I  had  a  way. For  between  you  and  I,  I  had 

whimfies  and  vapours,  but  I  gave  them  vent. 

Cynt.  How  pray,  madam. 

L.  Froth,  Oh,  I  writ,  writ  abundantly — Do  you 
never  write. 

Cynt.  Write,  what  ? 

L.  Froth.  Songs,  elegies,  fatires,  encomiums,  pane- 
gyricks,  lampoons,  plays,  or  heroic  poems. 

Cynt.  O  lord,  not  I,  madam  j  I'm  content  to  be  a 
courteous  reader. 

L.  Froth.  O  inconfiftent !  In  love,  and  not  write  !  If 
my  lord  and  I  had  been  both  of  your  temper,  we  had 

never  come  together, O  blefs  me ;  what  a  fad  thing 

would  that  have  been,  if  my  lord  and  I  mould  never 
have  met ! 

Cynt.  Then  neither  my  lord  nor  you  would  ever  have 
met  with  your  match,  on  my  confcience. 

L.  Froth.  O'  my  confcience  no  more  we  mould  ;  thou 
fay'ft  right For  fure  my  Lord  Froth  is  as  fine  a  gen- 
tleman, and  as  much  a  man  of  quality !  ah  !  nothing  at 
all  of  the  common  air,  I  think  I  may  fay  he  wants 
nothing,  but  a  blue  ribbon  and  a  ftar,  to  make  him  mine, 
the  very  phofphorus  of  our  hemifphere.  Doyouunder- 
Itand  thofe  two  hard  words  ?  If  you  don't,  I'll  explain 
'em  to  you. 

Cynt.  Yes,  yes,  madam,  I'm  not  fo  ignorant. At 

leali  I  won't  own  i:,  to  be  troubled  with  your  inftruc- 
tiom.  [djjde. 

L.  Froth.  Nay,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  but  being  deriv'd 
from  the  Greek,  1  thought  you  might  have  efcnp'd  the 

etymology. But  I'm  the  more  amaz'd,  to  find  you 

a  woman  of  letters,  and  not  write  !  blefs  me !  how  can 
Mellrfont  believe  you  love  him  ? 

Cynt  Why  faith,  madam,  he  that  won't  lake  my 
word,  mall  never  have  it  under  my  hand. 

L.  Froth.  I  vow  Mellcfant'*  a  pretty  gentleman,  but 
methinks  he  wants  a  manner. 

Cynt.  A  manner!  what's  that,  madam? 

L.  Froth.  Some  diftinguifliing  quality,  as  for  example, 
the  bell  air  or  brillant  of  Mr.  Brisk  ;  the  folemnity,  yet 
complaifance  of  my  lord,  or  fomething.of  his  own  that 
fhould  look  a  little  Je-ne-fcai  quoi  j  hei»  too  much  a  me- 
diocrity, in  my  mind. 
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Cjnt.  He  does  not  indeed  afFeft  either  pertnefs  or  for" 
inality  ;  fbr  which  I  like  him  :  Here  he  comes. 

L.  Froth.  And  my  lord  \vi:h  him  :  Pray  obferve  the 
difference.  Enter  Lord  Froth,  Mcllefont  «WBrifk 

Cynt.  Impertinent  creature!  I  could  almoft  be  angry 
with  her  now.  [djide. 

L.  Frct.h.  My  lord,  I  have  bsen  telling  Cynthia,  how 
much  I  have  been  in  love  with  you ;  I  fvvear  I  have  ;  I'm 
not  afham'd  to  own  it  now  ;  Ah !  it  makes  my  heart  leap, 
I  vow,  I  figh  when  I  think  on't :  my  dear  lord  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha  !  do  you  remember,  my  lord  ? 

[Squeezes  him  by  the  band,  looks  kindly  on  him,  fight* 
and  then  laughs  out.~\ 

Ld.  Froth.  Pleafant  creature  !  perfectly  well,  ah !  that 
look,  ay,  there  it  is;  who  could  reiift'l  'twas  fo  my 
heart  was  made  a  captive  firft,  and  ever  fmce  t'has  been 
in  love  with  happy  ilavery. 

L,.  Froth.  O  that  tongue,  that  dear  deceitful  tongue! 
that  charming  foftnefs  in  your  mien  and  your  expreffion, 
and  then  your  bow!  good  my  lord,  bow  as  you  <!id 
when  I  gave  you  my  picture,  here  fuppofe  this  my  pic- 
ture— [Gives  him  a  pocket  glafs.'}  Pray  mind  my  lord  ; 
ah  !  he  bows  charmingly ;  nay,  my  lord,  you  fhan't 
kifs  it  fo  much;  I  fhall  grow  palous,  I  vow  now. 

[He  bows  profoundly  /OT.V,  then  kijjes  the  glafi. 

Ld.  Froth.  I  faw  myfelf there,  and  kifs'd  it  f jr  your  fake. 

L.  Froth.  Ah!  gallantry  to  the  laft  degree — Mr.  Brisk , 
you're  a  judge ;  was  ever  any  thing  fo  well  bred  as  my 

Brisk.  Never  any  thing;  but  your  ladyfnip,  letmeperifh  . 

L.  Froth.  O  prettily  turn'd  again  ;  let  me-  die  but  you 
have  a  great  deal  of  wit:  Mr.  Mellefont,  don't  you  think 
Mr.  Brisk  has  a  world  of  wit  ? 

AL'I.  O,  yes,   madam. 

Brisk.  O  dear,  madam         '        • 

L. Froth.  An  infinite  deal ! 

Brisk.  O  Heav'ns,   madam — 

L.  Froth.  More  wit  than  any  body. 

Brisk.  I'meverlaftingly  your  humble  fevant,  deuce  take 
me,  madam. 

Ld.  Froth.  Don't  you  think  us  a  happy  couple  ? 

C\-nt.  I  vow,  my  lord,  I  think  you  the  happie'tcou- 
pje  in  the  world,  for  you're  not  only  happy  iu  one  ano- 
ther. 


Cyn 
of  hi 
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thcr,  and  when  you  are  together,  but  happy  in  yonr- 
f  fives,  and  by  yourfelves. 

Ld.  Froth.  I  hope  Mellefont  will  make  a  good  hufband 
too. 

Cynt.  'Tis  my  intereft  to  believe  he  will,  my  lord. 

Ld.  Froth.  D'ye  think  he'll  love  you  as  well  as  1  do 
my  wife  ?  I'm  afraid  not. 

Cynt.  I  believe  he'll  love  me  better. 

Ld.  Froth.  Heav'ns  !  that  can  never  be  ;  but  why  do 
you  think  fo  ? 

Cynt.  Becaufe  he  has  not  fo  much  reafon  to  be  fo  d 
imfelf. 

Ld.  Froth.  O  your  humble  fervant  for  that,  dear  ma- 
dam ;  .veil,  Mellefont,  you'll  bs  a  happy  creature. 

Met.  Ay,  my  lord,  I  mail  have  the  fame  reafon  for 
my  happinefs  that  your  lordfliip  has,  I  fliall  think  my- 
felf  happy. 

Ld.  Froth.  Ah,  that's  all. 

Brisk.  [To  Lady  Froth]  Your  ladyfhip  is  in  the  right  ; 
but  I'gad  I'm  wholly  turn'd  into  fatire.  I  confefs  I 
write  but  feldom,  but  when  I  do  —  keen  lamlickt  I'gad. 
But  my  lord  was  telling  me,  your  ladyfhip  has  made 
an  cffay  toward  an  heroic  poem. 

L.  Froth.  Did  my  lord  tell  you  ?  Yes  I  vow,  and  the 
fubjeft  is  my  lord's  love  to  me.  And  what  do  you 
think  I  call  it  ?  I  dare  fwear  you  won't  guefs  -  The 
Sillabub,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Brisk.  Becaufe  my  lord's  title's  Froth,  I'gad  ;  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  deuce  take  me  very  apropos  andfurprizing,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

L.  Froth.  He,  ay,  is  not  it  ?  -  And  then  I  call  my 
lord  Spumofo;  and  myfelf,  what  d'ye  think  I  call  my- 
felf  ? 

Brisk.  Laaitlamzy  be,  -  'pad  I  cannot  tell, 

L.  Froth.  Biddy,  that's  all  ;  juil  my  own  name. 

Brisk.  Biddy  !  I'gad  very  pretty  -  Deuce  take 
me  if  your  ladyfliip  has  not  the  art  of  furprizing  the 
moft  naturally  in  the  world,  -  1  hope  you'll  make  me 
happy  in  communicating  the  poem. 

L  Froth.  O,  you  mult  be  confident,  I  mufl  aflc  your 
advice. 

Brisk.  I'm  your  humble  fervant,  let  me  perifh,  -  1 
prefume  your  ladymip  has  read  Bojfu  ? 

L.  Froth.  O  yes,  and  Rafin,  and  Dacisr  upon  Arijlotle 

and 


THE     DOUBLE     DEALER.         19 

and  Horace. My  lord,  you  mud  not  be  jealous,  I'm 

communicating  all  to  Mr.  Brisk. 

Ld.  Froth,  No,  no,  I'll  allow  Mr.  Brisk  ;  have  you 
nothing  about  you  to  fliew  him,  my  dear  ? 

L.  Froth.  Yes,  I  believe  I  have. Mr.  Brisk,  come 

will  you  go  into  the  next  room  ?  '  and  there  I'll  mew  you 
'  what  1  have.'  \Excunt  L.  Froth  and  Brifk. 

Ld.  Froth.  I'll  walk  a  turn  in  the  garden,  and  come 
to  you.  [Exit. 

Mel.   You're  thoughtful,  Cynthia  ? 

Cynt.  I'm  thinking,  tho'  marriage  makes  man  and 
v/i"e  one  ilcih,  it  leaves 'em  ftill  two  fools;  and  they  be- 
come more  confpicuoas  by  fitting  oJF  one  another. 

/>/</.  That's  only  when  two  fools  meet,  and  their  fol- 
lies are  oppos'd. 

Cynt.  Nay,  I  have  known  two  wits  meet,  and  by  the 
oppofition  of  their  wit,  render  themfelves  as  ridiculous  as 
fools.  'Tis  an  odd  game  we're  going  to  play  at :  What 
think  you  of  drawing  ftakes,  and  giving  over  in  time  ? 

Mel.  No,  hang't,  that's  not  endeavouring  to  win,  be- 
caufe  it's  poffible  we  may  lofe ;  fince  we  have  muffled 
and  cut,  let's  e'en  turn  up  trump  now. 

Cynt.  Then  I  find  it's  like  cards,  if  either  of  us  have  a 
good  hand  it  is  an  accident  of  fortune. 

Mel.  No,  marriage  is  rather  like  a  game  at  bowls, 
fortune  indeed  makes  the  match,  and  the  two  neareft, 
and  fometimes  the  two  fartheft  are  together,  but  the 
game  depends  intirely  upon  judgment. 

Cynt.  Stifl  it  is  a  game,  and  confequently  one  of  us 
mult  be  alofer. 

MY.  Not  at  all ;  only  a  friendly  trial  of  (kill,  and  the 

winnings  to  belaid  out  in  an  entertainment. '  What's 

here,  the  mufick! Oh,  my  lord  has  promifed  the 

company  a  new  fcng,  we'll  get  'em  to  give  it  us  by  the 
way  [Mujicraftf  tnjjinf  the  ftage.~\  Pray  let  us  have  the 
favour  of  you,  to  practice  the  long,  before  the  company 
hear  it. 


'SONG. 
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'  /""^Ynthiayreiiw  nvhen-e'er  I  ivoo  to  her, 
V-J  «  Yet  /bis  iiext  if  I  give  ever  ; 

*  Much  Jhe  fears  I  Jhoitld  undo  hert 

*  But  much  more  to  lofe  her  lo<ver  : 
'  Thus,  in  doubting,  Jhe  refufes  ; 
'  And  not  twinning^  thus  (he  lojcs. 

II. 

*  Pr'ytkee,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you, 
'  Age  and  --wrinkles  will  overtake  you  } 
'  Then  too  late  dejire  ivi/I  fnd you, 

'  When  the  power  muft  forfake  you  : 
f  Think,  O  think  o'tb' fad  condition, 

*  To  be  paft,  yet  ivijb  fruition. 

'  Mel.  You  mail  have  my  thanks  below. 

«  [To  the  rnujick,  they  go  cut.* 
Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Ludy  Plyant. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads-bud  !  I  am  provok'd  into  a  fermenta- 
tion, as  my  Lady  Froth  fays;  was  ever  the  like  read  of  in 
ftory  ? 

L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  have  patience  ;  let  me  alone  to  rattl* 
him  up. 

Sir  Paul.  Pray  your  ladyfhip  give  me  leave  to  be  an^ry 
— —  I'll  rattle  him  up  I  warrant  you.  I'll  teach  him  wid* 
a  certiorari  to  make  love  to  my  wife. 

L.  P.  You  teach  him  !  I'll  teach  him  myfelf  and  make 
him  blufti  for  his  dishonourable  notions  of  Lady  P/yant's 
rectitude  ;  fo  pray,  Sir  Paul,  leave  him  to  me  and  hold 
you  contented. 

'  Cynt.  Blefs  me,  what  makes  my  father  in  fuch  a 
'  paflion  ? 1  never  faw  him  thus  before.' 

Sir  Paul.  Hold  yourfelf  contented,  my  Lady  Plyant — 
I  find  paflion  coming  upon  me  even  to  defperation,  as 
the  philoibpher  fays ;  and  I  cannot  fubmit  as  formerly, 
therefore  give  way. 

L.  P.  How  now  !  will  you  be  pleafed  to  retire,  and—- 
Sir Paul,  No  marry  will  I  not  be  pleafed  ;  I  am  plea- 
fed  to  be  angry,  that's  my  pleafure  at  this  time, 

'  Mel.  What  can  this  mean  !' 

L.  P. 
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L.  P.  Gads  my  life,  the  man's  diftrafted :  why  how 
now,  who  are  you  ?  What  am  I  ?  Slidikins  can't  I  go- 
vern you  ?  What  did  I  marry  you  for?  Am  I  not  to  be 
abfolute  and  uncontrollable  ?  Is  it  fit  a  woman  of  my 
fpirit  and  conduft,  mould  be  contradicted  in  a  matter 
of  this  concern  ? 

Sir  Paul.  It  concerns  me,  and  only  me  ; Befides, 

I'm  not  to  be  govern'd  at  all  times.  When  I  am  in  tran- 
quility,  my  Lady  Plyant  mail  command  Sir  Paul;  but 
when  I  am  provok'd  to  fury,  I  cannot  incorporate  with 

patience  and  reafon, as  foon  may  tigers  match  with 

tigers,  lambs  with  lambs,  and  every  creature  couple 
with  its  foe,  as  the  poet  fays. 

L.  P  He's  hot-headed  ftilll  'Tis  in  vain  to  talk  to 
you  ;  but  remember  I  have  a  curtain-ledlure  for  you, 
you  difobedient,  headftrong  brute. 

Sir  Paul,  No,  'tis  becaufe  I  won't  be  headftrong,  be- 
caufe  I  won't  be  a  brute,  and  have  my  head  fortify'd, 
that  I  am  thus  exafperated, — But  I  will  protect  my  ho- 
nour, and  yonder  is  the  violator  of  my  fame. 

L.  P.  'Tis  my  honour  that  is  concern'd,  and  the  vio- 
lation was  intended  to  me.  Your  honour  !  You  have 
none  but  what  is  in  my  keeping,  and  I  can  difpofe  of  it 
when  I  pleafe therefore  don't  provoke  me. 

Sir  Paul.  Hum,  gads-bud  (he  fays  true Well,  my 

lady,  march  on,  I  will  fight  under  you  then  :  I  am  con- 
vinced, as  far  as  paffion  will  permit. 

[L.  Plyant  and  Sir  Paul  come  up  to  Mellefont. 

L.  P.  Inhuman  and  treacherous 

Sir  Paul.  Thou  ferpent  and  firft  tempter  of  woman- 
kind.  

Cynt.  Blefs  me  !  fir ;  madam ;  what  mean  you  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Thy,  Tfy,  come  away  Tty,  touch  him  not, 
come  hither,  girl,  go  not  near  him,  there's  nothing  but 
deceit  about  him  ;  fnakes  are  in  his  peruke,  and  the  cro- 
codile ofNi/uf  is  in  his  wicked  appetite  ;  he  wou'd  devour 
thy  fortune  and  ftarve  thee  alive. 

L.  P.  Dishonourable,  impudent  creature ! 

Mel.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  madam,  to  whom  do  ycu 
dijecl  this  language ! 

L.  /». 
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L.  P.  Have  I  behav'd  myfelf  with  all  the  decorum 
and  nicety,  befitting  the  per  f  on  of  Sir  Paul's  wife  ?  Have 
I  preferv'd  my  honour  as  it  were  in  a  fnow-houfe  for 
theie  three  years  pad  ?  Have  I  been  white  and  unfully'd 
even  by  Sir  Paul  himfelf  ? 

.  Sir  Paul.  Nay,  Ihe  has  been  an  invincible  wife,  even 
to  me,  that's  the  truth  cn't. 

L.  P.  Have  I,  I  fay,  preferv'd  myfelf,  like  a  fair  meet 
of  paper,  for  you  to  make  a  blot  upon  ? > 

Sir  Paul.  And  me  lhall  make  a  fimile  with  any  wo- 
man in  England. 

Mel.  I  am  fo  amaz'd,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Sir  Paul.  Do  you  think  my  daughter,  this  pretty  crea- 
ture ;  gads-bud  ihe's  a  wife  for  a  cherubin  !  Do  you 
think  her  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  a  {talking  horfe,  to 
Hand  before  you,  while  you  take  aim  at  my  wife ;  gads- 
bud  I  was  never  angry  before  in  my  life,  and  I'll  never 
be  appeas'd  again. 

Mel.  Confufion  !  this  is  my  aunt ;  fuch  malice  can  be 
engendred  no  where  elfe.  [Afide. 

L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  take  Cynthia  from  his  fight ;  leave  me 
to  ftrike  him  with  theremorfe  of  his  intended  crime. 

Cynt.  Pray,  nr,  flay,  hear  him,  I  dare  affirm  he's  in- 
nocent. 

Sir  Paul.  Innocent !  Why !  hark'ee,  come  hither,  Thy, 
hark'ee,  I  had  it  from  his  aunt,  my  filler  Touchwood, — 
gads-bud  he  does  not  care  a  farthing  for  any  thing  of 
thee,  but  thy  portion,  why  he's  in  love  with  my  wife  ; 
he  would  have  tantaliz'd  thee,  and  made  a  cuckold  of 

thy  poor  father, and  that  would  certainly  have  broke 

my  heart — *  I'm  fure  if  ever  I  mould  have  horns,  they 
'  would  kill  me ;  they  would  never  come  kindly,  I  mould 

•  die  of 'em,  like  a  child,  that  was  cutting  his  teeth 

'  I  mould  indeed,  Thy — therefore  come  away;'  butPro- 
vidence  has  prevented  all,  therefore  come  away,  when  I 
bid  you. 

Cynt.   I  muft  obey.        [Exeunt  Sir  Paul  and  Cynthia. 

L.  P.  O,  fuch  a  thing  !  the  impiety  of  it  ftartles  me — 
to  wrong  fo  good,  fo  fair  a  creature,  and  one  that  loves 
you  tenderly 'tis  a  barbarity  of  barbarities,  and  no- 
thing could  be  guilty  of  it — — 

Mel. 
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Mel.  But  the  greateft  villain  imagination  can  form, 
I  grant  it ;  and  next  to  the  villainy  of  fuch  a  fad,  is  the 
villainy  of  afperfing  me  with  the  guilt.  How?  which 
way  was  I  to  wrong  her?  For  yet  I  underftand  you  not. 

L.  P.  Why,  gads  my  life,  coufin  Mel/cfonf,  you  can- 
not be  fo  peremptory  as  to  deny  it;  when  I  tax  you  with 
it  to  your  face ;  for  now  Sir  Paul's  gone,  you  are  coram 
nobls. 

Mel.  By  Heav'n,    I  love  her  more  than  life,  or 

L.  P.  Fiddle,  faddle,  don't  tell  me  of  this  and  that, 
and  ev'ry  thing  in  the  world,  but  give  me  mathemacular 
demonftration,  anfwer  me  direftly — But  I  have  not  pa- 
tience  Oh!  the  impiety  of  it,  as  I  was  faying,  and 

the  unparallel'd  wickednefs !  O  merciful  father!  How 
could  you  think  to  reverfe  nature  fo,  to  make  the  daugh- 
ter the  means  of  procuring  the  mother? 

Mel.  The  daughter  to  procure  the  mother ! 

L.  P.  Ay,  for  tho'  I  am  not  Cynthia's  own  mother,  I 
am  her  father's  wife ;  and  that's  near  enough  to  make  it 
inceft. 

Mel.  Inceft !  O  my  precious  aunt,  and  the  devil  in 
conjunction.  [AJide. 

L.  P.  O  refledl  upon  the  horror  of  that,  and  then  the 
guilt  of  deceiving  every  body;  marrying  the  daughter, 
only  to  di (honour  the  bed  of  the  father ;  and  then  (educ- 
ing me,  '  debauching  my  purity,  and  perverting  me* 
from  the  road  of  virtue,  in  which  I  have  trod  thus  long, 
and  never  made  one  trip,  not  one  faux  fas  ;  '  O  confi- 
•  der  it,  what  would  you  have  to  anfwer  for,  if  you 
'  mould  provoke  me  to  frailty  ?  Alas !  humanity  is  fee- 
'  ble,  Heav'n  knows  !  very  feeble,  and  unable  to  fup- 
'  portitfelf.' 

Mel.  Where  am  I  ?  Is  it  day  ?  and  am  I  awake  ?  ma- 
dam—— 

L.  P.  And  nobody  knows  how  circumftances  may 

happen  together. To  my  thinking,  now  I  could  re- 

fift  the  ftrongeft  temptation, — But  yet  I  know,  'tis  im- 
poflible  for  me  to  know  whether  I  could  or  not,  there's 
no  certainty  in  the  things  of  this  life. 

Mel.  Madam,  pray  give  me  leave  to  alk  you  one  quef- 
tion..-..  -  . 

L.  P. 
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I,. P.  O  Lord,  afk  me  the  queftion,  I'll  fwear,  I'll  Avcar 

it;  I  fwear  I'll  deny  it therefore  don't  afk  me, 

nay  you  (han't  afk  me,  I  fwear  I'll  deny  it.  O  Gemini, 
you  have  brought  all  the  blood  into  my  face;  I  war- 
rant I  am  as  red  as  a  turkey-cock ;  O  fy,  coufin  Mellefont ! 

Mel.  Nay,  madam,  hear  me;  I  mean 

L.  P.  Hear  you,  no,  no;  I'll  deny  you  firft,  and  hear 
you  afterwards.  For  one  does  not  know  how  ones  mind 
may  change  upon  hearing. — Hearing  is  one  of  the  fenfes, 
and  all  the  fenfes  are  fallible;  I  won't  truft  my  honour, 
I  affure  you  ;  my  honour  is  infallible  and  uncomatible. 

Mel.  For  Heav'n's  fake,   madam, 

L.  P.  O  name  it  no  more Blefs  me,  how  can  you 

talk  of  Heav'n!  and  have  fo  much  wickednefs  in  your 
heart?  May  be  you  don't  think  it  a  fin. — They  fay  fome 
of  you  gentlemen  don't  think  it  a  fin. — '  May  be  it  is  no 
'  fin  to  them  that  don't  think  it  fo ;'  indeed,  if  I  did 
not  think  it  a  fin — But  ftill  my  honour,  if  it  were  no  fin, 
—But  then,  to  marry  my  daughter,  for  the  conveniency 
of  frequent  opportunities, — I'll  never  confent  to  that, 
as  fure  as  can  be,  I'll  break  the  match. 

Mel.  Death  and  amazement. Madam,  upon  my 

knaes 

L.  P.  Nay,  nay,  rife  up,  come  you  (hall  fee  my  good- 
na:ure.  I  know  love  is  powerful,  and  no  body  can  help 
his  paflion :  'Tis  not  your  fault ;  nor  I  fwear  it  is  not 
mine, — How  can  I  help  it,  if  I  have  charms  ?  And  how 
can  you  help  it,  if  you  are  made  a  captive?  '  I  fwear  it 

*  is  pity  it  fhould  be  a  fault, — But  my  honour, well, 

'  but  your  honour  too, — but  the  fin ! — well  but  the  ne- 
'  ceflity.' — O  lord,  here's  fomebody  coming,  I  dare 
not  ftay.  Well,  you  muft  confider  of  your  crime;  and 
ftrive  as  much  as  can  be  againft  it, — ftrive  be  fure — But 
don't  be  melancholick,  don't  defpair. — But  never  think 
that  I'll  grant  you  any  thing ;  O  lord,  no.  — But  be  fure 
you  lay  afide  all  thoughts  of  the  marriage,  for  tho'  I 
know  you  don't  love  Cynthia,  only  as  a  blind  for  your 
paflion  to  me;  yet  it  will  make  me  jealous. — O  lord, 
what  did  I  fay  ?  Jealous!  no,  no,  I  can't  be  jealous,  for 
I  muft  not  love  you, — therefore  don't  hope. — But  don't 
defpair  neither. — O,  they're  coming,  I  muft  fly.  [Exit. 
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Mel.   [4ft er  a  pait/e.]   So  then, fpite  of  my  care 

and  forefight,  I  am  caught,  caught  in  my  fecurity. 

Yet  this  was  but  a  mallow  artifice,  unworthy  of  my  Ma- 
chiavelian  aunt:  there  muft  be  more  behind,  '  this  is 
*  but  the  firft  flam,  the  priming  of  her  engine  ;  deftroc- 
'  tion  follows  hard,  if  not  molt  prefently  prevented.' 

Enter  Mafkwell. 

Majkixtll,  welcome,  thy  prefence  is  a  view  of  land, 
appearing  to  my  fhipwreck'd  hopes  :  the  witch  has  rais'd 
die  dorm,  and  her  miniiters  have  done  their  work;  you 
fee  the  veflelsare  parted. 

Majk.  I  know  it ;  I  met  Sir  Paul  towing  away  Cynthia  : 
come,  trouble  not  your  head,  I'll  join  you  together,  ere 
to-morrow  morning,  or  drown  between  you  in  the  at-» 
tempt. 

Mel.  There's  comfort  in  a  hand  ftretch'd  out,  to  on« 
that's  finking;  tho'  ne'er  fo  far  oft". 

Majk.  No  finking,  nor  no  danger, Come,  cheer 

up;  why  you  don't  know,  that  while  I  plead  for  yoa, 

your  aunt  has  given  me  a  retaining  fee ; Nay,     I  am 

your  greateit  enemy,  and  fhe  does  bujt  journey -work  un- 
der me. 

mi.  Ha!  How's  this? 

Mask.  What  d'ye  think  cf  my  being  employ'd  in  the 
execution  of  all  her  plots  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  nay  it's  true ; 
I  have  undertaken  to  break  the  match,  I  have  under- 
taken to  maka  your  uncle  disinherit  you,  to  get  you  turn'd 
out  of  doors;  and  to — Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  can't  tell  you  for 

laughing, O  fhe  has  open'd  her  heart  to  me, — I 

am  to  turn  you  a  grazing,  and  tc Ha,  h?»  ha!  marry 

Cynthia  myfelf ;  there's  a  plot  for  you. 

Mel.  Ha  !  O  I  fee,  I  fee  my  rifing  fun  !   Light  breaks 

thro'  clouds  upon  me,  and  I  mail  live  in  day O  my 

Maiktuell!  How  fhall  I  thank  or  praife  thee :  thou  hail 
outwitted  woman. — But  tell  me,  howcould'it  thou  thus 
get  into  her  confidence? — Ha!  how?  But  uas  it  her 
contrivance  to  perfuade  my  Lady  Pljant  to  this  extrava- 
gant belief? 

Mask.  It  was,  and  to  tell  you  the  truth  I  cncourag'd 

it  for  your  diverlion :  tho*  it  made  you  a  little  uneafy 

B  for 
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for  the  prefent,  yet  the  reflexion  of  it  muft  needs  be 

entertaining, 1  warrant  fhe  was  very  violent  at  firit. 

Mel.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  ay,  a  very  fury;  but  I  \vas  mofl 
afraid  of  her  violence  at  lalt, — '  If  you  had  not  come  as 
'  you  did,  I  don't  know  what  fhe  might  have  attempted.' 

Mask.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  know  her  temper. — Well,  you 
mufl  know  then,  that  all  my  contrivances  were  but  bub- 
bles ;  'till  at  laft  I  pretended  to  have  been  long  fecretly 
in  love  with  Cynthia  ;  that  did  my  bufinefs ;  that  con- 
vinc'd  your  aunt,  I  might  be  trufted ;  fince  it  was  as  much 
my  intereft  as  hers  to  break  the  match  :  then,  fhe  thought 
my  jealoufy  might  qualify  me  to  affiit  her  in  her  revenge. 
And,  in  fhort,  in  that  belief,  told  me  the  fecrets  of  her 
heart.  At  length  we  made  this  agreement,  if  I  accom- 
plifh  her  defigns  (as  I  told  you  before)  fhe  has  engag'd 
to  put  Cynthia  with  ail  her  fortune  into  my  power. 

Mel.  She  is  molt  gracious  in  her  favour, — Well,  and 
dear  Jack ,  how  hail  thou  contrived  ? 

Mask.  I  would  not  have  you  ftay  to  hear  it  now ;  for 
I  don't  know,  but  fhe  may  come  this  way;  I  am  to  meet 
her  anon  ;  after  that,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  matter;  be 
here  in  this  gallery  an  hour  hence,  by  that  time  I  ima- 
gine our  confultation  may  be  over. 

Mel.  I  will,  'till  then  fuccefs  attend  thee.          [Exit. 

Majk.  'Till  then  fuccefs  will  attend  me  ;  for  when  I 
meet  you,  I  meet  the  only  obftacle  to  my  fortune.  Cyn- 
thia let  thy  beauty  gild  my  crimes ;  and  whatfoever  I 
commit  of  treachery  or  deceit,  fhall  be  imputed  to  me 
as  a  merit — Treachery,  what  treachery  ?  Love  cancels 
nil  the  bonds  of  friendship,  and  fets  men  right  upon  their 
firft  foundations. 

Duty  to  kings,  piety  to  parents,  gratitude  to  benefac- 
tors, and  fidelity  to  friends,  are  different  and  particular 
ties  :  but  the  name  of  rival  cuts  'cm  all  afunder,  and  is 

a  general  acquittance Rival  is  equal,  and  love  like 

death  an  univerfal  leveller  of  mankind.  Ha  !  But  is  there 
not  fuch  a  thing  as  honefty  ?  Yes,  and  whofoever  has 
it  about  him,  bears  an  enemy  in  his  bread :  for  your 
honeft  man,  as  I  take  it,  is  that  nice,  fcrupulous,  confci- 
entious  perfon,  who  will  cheat  no  body  but  himfelf ;  fuch 

another 
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another  coxcomb,  as  your  wife  man,  who  is  too  hard 
for  all  the  world,  and  will  be  made  a  fool  of  by  nobody, 
but  himfelf :  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well  for  wifdom  and  honefty, 
give  me  cunning  and  hypocrify  ;  oh,  'tis  fuch  a  pleafure, 
to  angle  for  fair-fac'd  fools  !  Then  that  hungry  gudgeon 
credulity  will  bite  at  any  thing — Why,  let  me  fee,  I 
have  the  fame  face,  the  fame  words  and  accents,  when  I 
fpeak  what  I  do  think  ;  and  when  I  fpeak  what  I  do 
not  think — the  very  fame — and  dear  difiimulaticn  is  the 
only  art,  not  to  be  known  from  nature. 

Why  ivtll  mankind  befools,  and  be  deceived? 
dndnvhy  are  friends  and  lovers  oaths  believed  ? 
When,  each,  <u:ho  fearche s  JiriSlly  his  onvn  mind, 
May  fo  much  fraud  and  ponder  of  bafenefs  find.        [Exit* 


ACT        III. 


Enter  Lord  Touchwood  and  Lady 'Touchwood. 

L    7".  TV/I  Y   lord,   can  you  blame  my  brother  Plyant, 
IVA   if  he  refufes  his  daughter  upon  this  provo- 
cation r  The  contract's  void  by  this  unheard  of  impiety. 

Ld.  T.  I  don't  believe  it  true;  he  has  better  princi- 
ples— Pho,  'tis  nonfenfe.  Come,  come,  I  know  my 
Lady  Ply  ant  '  has  a  large  eye,  and  wou'd  centre  every 
*  thing  in  her  own  circle ;'  'tis  not  the  firft  time  me  has 
miilaken  refpeft  for  love,  and  made  Sir  Paul  jealous  of 
the  civility  of  an  undefigning  perfon,  the  better  to  be- 
fpeak  his  fecurity  in  her  unfeigned  pleafures. 

L.  7".  You  cenfure  hardly,  my  lord;  my  fitter's  ho- 
nour is  very  well  known. 

Ld.  T.  Yes,  I  believe  I  know  fome  that  have  been  fa- 
miliarly acquainted  with  it.  This  is  a  little  trick  wrought 
by  fome  pityful  contriver,  envious  of  my  nephew's 
merit. 

L.  T.  Nay,  my  lord,  it  may  be  fo,  and  I  hope  it  will 
be  found  fo :  but  that  will  require  fome  time ;  for  in  fuch 
a  cafe  as  this,  demonftration  is  neceflary. 

B  2  Ld.  r. 
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Ld.  7*.  There  fiiould  have  been  demonftration  of  the 
Contrary  too,  before  it  had  been  believ'd 

L.  7*.   So  I  fuppofe  there  was. 

Ld.  7*.  How?  where?  when? 

•L.  T.  That  I  can't  tell;  nay  I  don't  fay  there  was — 
I  am  willing  to  believe  as  fa\o  irably  of  my  nephew  as 
I  can. 

Ld.  7*.  I  don't  know  that.  [Halfafide. 

L.  7*.  How?  Don't  you  believe  that,  fay  you,  my 
lord  ? 

Ld.  T.  No,  I  don't  fay  fo — I  confefs  I  am  troubled 
to  find  you  fo  cold  in  his  defence. 

L.  T.  His  defence  !  blefs  me,  would  you  have  me  de- 
fend an  ill  thing. 

Ld.  7*.  You  believe  it  then  ? 

1  L.  7*.  I  don't  know;  I  am  very  unwilling  to  fpeak  my 
thoughts  in  any  thing  that  may  be  to  my  coufm's  dif- 
'advantage ;  befides,  I  find,  my  lord,  you  are  prepared 
to  receive  an  ill  impreffion  from  any  opinion  of  mine 
which  is  not  confenting  with  your  own  :  but  fince  I  am 
like  to  be  fufpcdled  in  the  end,  and  'tis  a  pain  any  lon- 
ger to  diflemble,  I  own  it  to  you  ;  in  mort  I  do  believe 
it,  nay,  and  can  believe  any  thing  worfe,  if  it  were  laid 
to  his  charge — Don't  aflc  me  my  reafons,  my  lord,  for 
they  are  not  fit  to  be  told  you. 

Ld.  T.  I'm.  amaz'd,  here  muft  be  fomething  more  than 
ordinary  in  this,  {Ajidc.\  Not  fit  to  be  told  me,  madam? 
You  can  have  nointereiis,  wherein  I  am  not  concern'd, 
and  confequently  the  fame  reafons  ought  to  be  convinc- 
ing to  me,  which  create  your  fatisfaftion  or  difquiet. 

L.  7".  But  thofe  which  caufe  my  difquiet,  I  am  wil- 
ling to  have  remote  from  your  hearing.  Good  my  lord, 
<Jon't  prefs  me. 

Ld.  .7".  Don't  oblige  me  to  prefs  you. 

L.  7*.  Whatever  it  was,  'tispaft:  and  that  is  better  to 
be  unknown  which  cannot  be  prevented  ;  therefore  let 
me  beg  you  to  reft  fatisfy'd 

Ld.  7*.  When  you  have  told  me,  I  will 

L.  7".  You  won't. 

LA.  T.  By  my  life,  my  dear,  I  will. 

L«  t* 


THE    DOUBLE    DEALER.       29 

L.  7".  What  if  you  can't  ? 

Ld.  T.  How?  Then  I  muft  know,  nay  I  will:  no 
more  trilling 1  charge  you  tell  me — By  all  our  mu- 
tual peace  to  come  ;  upon  your  duty • 

L.  7'.  Nay,  my  lord,  you  need  fay  no  more,  to  make 
me  lav  mvhcr.rt  before  you,  but  don't  be  thus  tranfport- 
ed ;  compofe  yourfelf:  it  is  not  of  concern,  to  make 
you  lofe  one  minute's  temper.  'Tis  not  indeed,  my  dear. 
Nay,  by  this  kifs  you  (han't  be  angry.  O  lord,  I  willi 

I  had  not  told  you  any  thing. Indeed,  my  lord,  you 

have  (righted  me.  Nay,  look  pleas'd,  I'll  tell  you. 

Ld.  <T.  Well,  well. 

L.  7".  Nay,  but  will  you  be  calm — indeed  it's  no- 
thing but— — — 

Ld.  r.  But  what? 

L.  <T.  But  will  you  promife  me  not  to  be  angry — Nay 
you  muft — Not  to  be  angry  with  Me Hcf ~ont — I  dare  fwear 
he's  forry — and  were  it  to  do  again,  would  not • 

Ld.  y.  Sorry,  for  what?  'Death,  you  rack  me  with 
delay. 

L.  T.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  only — Well  I  have  your 
promife, — Pho,  why  nothing,  only  your  nephew  had  a 
mind  to  amufe  himfelf,  (ometimes  with  a  little  galan- 
try  towards  me.  Nay,  I  can't  think  he  meant  any  thing 
ferioufly,  but  me  thought  it  look'd  oddly. 

Ld.  y.  Confufion  and  hell,  what  do  1  hear! 

L  T.  Or,  maybe,  he  thought  he  was  not  enough  a- 
kin  to  me,  upon  your  account,  and  had  a  mind  to  create 
a  nearer  relation  on  his  own ;  a  lover  you  know,  my 
lord—Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Well  but  that's  all — Now  you  have 
it;  well  remember  your  promife,  my  lord,  and  don't 
take  any  notice  of  it  to  him. 

Ld. 7*.  No,  no,  no — 'Damnation!' 

L.  T.  Nay,  I  fwear  you  muft  not — A  little  harmlefs 
mirth — Only  mifplac'd,  that's  all — But  if  it  were  more, 
'tis  over  now,  and  ail's  well.  For  my  part,  I  have  for- 
got it ;  and  fo  has  he,  I  hope — for  I  have  not  heard  any 
thing  from  him  thefe  two  days. 

Ld.  T.  Thefe  two  days !  Is  it  fo  frefh  ?  Unnatural  vil- 
lain !  'Death,  I'll  have  him  ftripp'd  and  turn'd  naked 
63  oat 
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out  cf  my  doors,  this  moment,  and  let  him  rot  and 
perim  inccfluous  brute ! 

L.  T.  O  for  heav'n's  fake,  my  lord,  you'll  ruin  me  if 
you  take  fuch  public  notice  of  it,  it  will  be  a  to\vn-t;ilk  : 
conuder  your  own  and  my  honour — nay,  I  told  you  you 
would  not  be  fatisned  when  you  knew  it. 

Ld.  T.  Before  I've  done,  I  will  be  fatisfy'd.  Ungrate- 
ful monfter,  how  long  r 

,     L.  7".  Lord,  I  don't  know  :   1  wifh  my  lips  hncl  grown 

together  when  I  told  you Almoi  a  twelvemonth' — 

Nay,  I  won't  tell  you  any  more,  'till  you  are  your- 
felf.  Pray,  my  lord,  don't  let  the  company  fee  you  in  this 

«iiforder Yet,  I  confefs,  1  can't  blame  you  ;  for  I  think 

1  was  never  fo  furpriz'd  in  my  life       Who  would 

have  thought  my  nephew  could  have  fo  mifconftrued  my 
kindnefs — But  will  you  go  into  your  clofet,  and  recover 
your  temper.  I'll  make  an  excufe  of  fudden  bufmefs  to 
the  company,  and  come  to  you.  Pray,  good  dear  my 
lord,  let  me  beg  you  do  now  :  I'll  come  immediately, 
and  tell  you  all;  will  you,  my  lord? 

Ld.  T.  I  will — I  am  mute  with  wonder. 

L.  T.   Well,  but  go  now,  here's  fome  body  coming. 

Ld.  T.  Well,  I  go — You  won't  ftay,  for  I  would  hear 
more  of  this.  [Exit* 

L.  T.  I  follow  inftantly So. 

Enter  Mafkwell. 

Majk.  This  was  a  mailer-piece,  and  did  not  need  my 
help — tho'  I  ftood  ready  for  a  cue  to  come  in  and  con- 
firm all,  had  there  been  occafion. 

L.  T.  Have  you  feen  Mellefont  ? 

Majk.  I  have  ;  and  am  to  meet  him  here  about  this  time.. 

L.  T.  How  does  he  bear  his  difappointment  ? 

Majk.  Secure  in  my  afliftancc,  he  leem'd  not  much  af- 
flicted, but  rather  laugh'd  at  the  fhallow  artifice,  which 
fo  little  time  muft  of  neceflity  difcover.  Yet  he  is  ap- 
prehenfive  of  fome  farther  d.efign  of  yours,  and  has  en- 
gaged me  to  watch  you.  I  believe  he  will  hardly  be 
able  to  prevent  your  plot,  yet  I  would  have  you  ufe 
caution  and  expedition. 

L.  T.  Expedition  indeed;  for  all  we  do,  muft  be  per- 
form' din  the  remaining  part. of  ihis  ev'ning,  and  before 

the 
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the  company  break  up  ;  left  my  lord  fhould  cool,  and 
have  an  opportunity  jo  talk  with  him  privately — . — My 
lord  mud  not  fee  him  ag.'iin. 

Majk.  By  no  means,  therefore  ycu  muft  aggravate  my 
lord's  difpleafure  to  a  degree  that  will  admit  of  no  con- 
ference with  him. — What  think  you  of  mentioning  me  ? 

L.  r.   How  ? 

Majk.  To  my  lord,  as  having  been  privy  to  Mclkfont1* 
ilefign  upon  you,  but  ilill  ufmg  my  utmoft  endeavours  to 
diffuade  him  :  tho'  my  friendlhip  and  love  to  him  has 
made  me  conceal  it ;  yet  you  may  fay,  I  threatened  the 
next  time  he  attempted  any  thing  of  that  kind,  to  dif- 
cover  it  to  my  lord. 

L.  ST.  To  what  end  is  this  ? 

Majk.  It  will  confirm  my  lord's  opinion  of  my  ho- 
nour and  honefty,  and  create  in  him  a  new  confidence 
in  me,  which  (fhould  this  defign  mifcarry)  will  be  ne- 
ceflary  to  the  forming  another  plot  that  I  have  in  my 
head — To  cheat  you,  as  well  as  the  reft  \_Afid*. 

L.  T.  I'll  do  it- '  I'll  tell  him  you  hindied  him 

*•  once  from  forcing  me.' 

Majh.  '  Excellent !  Your  ladyfliip  has  a  moft  improving 

*  fancy.'     You  had  beftgo  to  my  lord,  keep  him  as  long 
as  you  can  in  his  clofet,  and  I  doubt  not  but  you  vviil 
mould  him  to  what  you  pleafe  ;  your  guefts  are  fo  engaged 
in  their  own  follies  and  intrigues,  they'll  mifs  neither  of 
yon. 

L.  T.  When  mall  me  meet? At  eight  this  even- 
ing in  my  chamber,  there  rejoice  at  our  fuccefs,  '  and 
'  toy  away  an  hour  in  mirth. : 

Majk.  I  will  not  fail.  [Exit.  Lady  Touch. 

So  far  all's  well,  '  yet  I  know  what  fhe  means  by 
'  toying  away  an  hour  well  enough.  Pox  I  have  loll 
'  all  appetite  to  her  ;  yet  fne's  a  fine  woman,  and  I  lov'd 
'  her  once.  But  I  don't  know,  fince  I  have  been  in  a 

*  great  meafure  kept  by  her,  the  cafe  is  alter'd  ;   what 
'  was  my  pleafure  is  become   my  duty  :  and  I  have  as 
'  little  itomach  to  her  now  as  if  I  were   her   huiband.' 
Should  me  fmoke  my  deiign  upon  Cynthia,  I  were  in  a, 

b    L  fine- 


3»       THE    DOUBLE    DEALER. 

fine  pickle.  She  has  a  '  damn'd'  penetrating  head,  and 
knows  how  to  interpret  a  coldnefs  the  right  way  j 
therefore  I  muft  diflemble  '  ardour  and  ecftaiy,  that's 
4  rcfolv'd:  how  eafily  and  pleafantly  is  that  diffembled 
4  before  fruition  !  Pox  on't  that  a  man  can't  drink  with- 
'  out  quenching  his  thirft.'  Ha  !  yonder  comes  NeUtfent 
thoughtful.  Let  me  think:  meet  her  at  eight — hum — 
ha  !  By  Heav'n  I  have  it— If  I  can  fpeaktomy  lord  be- 
fore— Was  it  my  brain  or  prov:dence  r  No  matter  which 
—  I  will  deceive  'em  all,  and  yet  fecure  myfelf,  'twas  a 
lucky  thought !  Well,  this  double-dealing  is  a  jewel. 
Here  he  comes,  now  for  me.- 

[Ms.'.k\--*el\  pretending  not  to  fee  him,  iualki  by  him,  and 
it  lucre  to  bimf^lf. 

Enter  Mellefont  mujlng. 

Majk.  Mercy  on  us,  what  v/ill  the  wickednefs  of  this 
world  come  to  ? 

Mel.  How  now,  Jack?  What,  fo  full  of  contempla- 
tion that  you  run  over  ! 

Majk.  I'm  glad  you're  come,  for  I  could  not  contain 
myfelf  any  longer  :  and  was  juft  going  to  give  vent  to  a 
fecret,  \vhich  no  body  but  you  ought  to  drink  down. — 
Your  aunt's  juft  gone  from  hence. 

Mel.  And  having  truiled  thee  with  the  fecrets  of  her 
foul,  thou  art  villainoufly  bent  to  difcover  'em  all  to  me, 
ha? 

Majk.  I'm  afraid  my  frailty  leans  that  way But  I 

don't  know  whether  I  can  in  honour  difcover  'em  all. 

Mel.  All,  all  man,  what  you  may  in  honour  betray 
her  as  far  as  me  betrays  herfelf.  No  tragical  defign  up- 
on my  perfon,  I  hope. 

Majk.  No,  but  it's  a  comical  defign  upon  mine. 

Mel.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Majk.  Liften  and  be  dumb,  we  have  been  bargaining 
about  the  rate  of  your  ruin 

Mel.  Like  any  two  guardians  to  an  orphan  heirefs — 
Well. 

Majk.  And  whereas  pleafure  is  generally  paid  with 
mi/chief,  what  mifchief  I  do  is  to  be  paid  with  pleafure. 

Mel.  So  when  you've  fwallowed  the  potion,  you 
fweeten  your  mouth  with  a  plumb. 

Majk. 
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Majk.  You  are  merry,  fir,  but  I  fliall  probe  your  con- 
ftitution.  In  lhort,  the  price  of  your  baniihment  is  to 
be  paid  with  the  perfon  of 

Mel.  Of  Cynthia,  and  her  fortune— Why  you  forget 
vru  to!d  me  this  before. 

.  Ko,  no — So  far  you  are  right  ;  and  I  am,  as  an 
earneit  of  that  bargain,  to  have  full  and  free  pofifeifion  of 
th.j  p?rfon  of your  aunt. 

M,l.   Ha! Pho,  you  trifle, 

Majk.  By  this  light,  I'm  ferious  ;  all  raillery  apart— 
I  knew  'twould  ftun  you  :  this  evening  at  eight  (he  will 
receive  me  in  her  bed-chamber. 

Mel.  Hell  and  the  devil,  is  me  abandon'd  of  all  grace 
— Why  the  woman  is  pofTefs'd 

Majk.  Well,  will  you  go  in  my  ftead  ? 

Mel.   '  By  Heav'nr  into  a  hot  furnace  fooner. 

Mafi.  No,  you  would  not — It  would  not  be  £>•  conve- 
nient, as  I  can  order  matters. 

Mel.   What  d'ye  mean  ! 

Majk.  Mean  r  Not  to  difappoint  the  lady  I  a/Tare  you 
— Ha,  ha,  ha  !  how  gravely  he  looks — Come,  come,  I 
won't  perplex  you.  'Tis  the  only  thing  that  fortune 
could  have  contriv'd  to  make  me  capable  of  fervingyou,, 
either  to  my  inclination  or  your  own  neceflity. 

Mel.  How,  how,  for  HeavVs  fake,  dear  Majkwdl  f 

Mitfe.  Why  thus — I'll  go  according  to  appointment  ; 
vou  t'liall  ha\  e  notice  at  the  critical  minute  to  come  and 
lurpri/e  vour  aunt  and  me  together  :  counterfeit  a  rasje 
au;:iiiit  ire,  and  I'll  make  my  efcape  through  die  private 
paifage  from  her  chamber,  which  I'll  take  care  to  leave 
open  :  'Twill  be  hard,  if  then  you  can't  bring  her  to 
;iiw  conditions..  For  this  difcovery  will  difarm  her  of 
^11  defence,  and  leave  her  entirely  at  your  mercy:  nay, 
Ihe  muii  ever  after  be  in  awe  of  you. 

Me/.  Let  me  adore  thee,  my  better  genius  !  by"  Heav'n 
I  think  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  fate  to  difappoint  my 
hopes My  hopes,  my  certainty  ! 

Mafl.  V/ell,  I'll  meet  yon  here,  within  a  quarter  of 
eight,  and  give  you  notice.  [Ex'.'t. 

Md.  Good  fortune  ever  go  along  with  thec  \ 

B    5  E>;ttr. 
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Enter  Careiefs. 

Care.  Mellefont,  get  out  o'  th'  way,  my  lady  Pfyasit's 
coining,  and  I  (hall  never  fucceed  while  thou  artiniight 
— Tho'  (he  begins  to  tack  about ;  but  I  made  love  a 
great  while  to  no  purpofe. 

Mel.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  She's  convinc'd  that 
I  don't  care  for  her. 

Care.  1  can't  get  an  anfwer  from  her,  that  does  not 
begin  with  her  honour,  or  her  virtue,  *  her  religion,' 
or  feme  fuch  cant.  Then  fne  has  told  me  the  whole 
hiftory  of  Sir  Paul's  nine  years  courtfhip ;  how  he  has 
lain  for  whole  nights  together  upon  the  Hairs,  before 
her  chamber-door  ;  and  that  the  firft  favour  he  received 
from  her,  was  a  piece  of  an  old  fcarlet  petticoat  for  a 
tfomacher  ;  which  fmce  the  day  of  his  marriage,  he  lias, 
out  of  a  piece  of  gallantry,  converted  into  a  night- cap, 
and  wears  it  Hill  with  much  folemnity  on  his  anniver- 
fary  wedding-night. 

Mel.  That  I  have  feen,  with  the  ceremony,  thereunto 
belonging — For  on  that  night  he  creeps  in  at  the  bed's 
feet  like  a  gull'd  BafU  that  has  marry'd  a  relation  of 
the  Grand  Signior,  and  that  nighc  he  has  his  arms  at 
liberty.  Did  not  me  tell  you  at  what  a  diftance  fhe 
keeps  him  ?  He  has  confefi'd  to  me  that  but  at  forae 
certain  times,  that  is  I  fuppofc  when  flic  apprehends  be- 
ing with  child,  he  never  hns  the  privilege  cf  uiing  the 
familiarity  of  a  hulband  with  a  wife.  lie  was  once 
given  to  fcrambling  with  his  hands,  and  ipniwlir.g  in 
his  fleep  ;  jmJ  ever  fmce  fLc  hns  him  fwaddlcd  up  in 
blankets,  and  his  hands  and  feet  fvvath'd  down,  audio 
put  to  bed  j  and  there  he  lies  with  a  givat  board,  like  a 
RuJJian  bear  upon  a  drift  of  fnow.  You  are  very  great 
with  him,  I  wonder  he  never  told  you  his  grievances, 
he  will  I  warrant  you. 

Care,  Exceffivtly  foolifh  ! — But  that  which  gives  me 
molt  hopes  of  her,  is  her  telling  me  of  the  many  temp- 
tations Ihe  has  refifted. 

Mel.  Nay,  then  you  have  her  ;  for  a  woman's  bragging 
to  a  man  that  me  has  overcome  tempv.ttions,  is  an  ar- 
gument that  they  were  weekly  oiFjr'd,  arid  a  challenge 
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to  him  to  engage  her  more  irrefiftibly.  '  'Tis  only  an 
'  enhancing  the  price  of  the  commodity,  by  telling  you 
«  how  many  cuftomers  have  underbid  her. 

'  Cart.  Nay,  I  don't  defpair— But  ftillfhehas  agrudg- 
'  ing  to  you — I  talk'd  to  her  t'other  night  at  my  lord 
'  Froth's  mafquerade,  when  I'm  fatisfy'd  (he  knew  me, 
'  and  I  had  no  reafon  to  complain  of  my  reception  ;  but 
'  I  find  women  are  not  the  fame  bare-fat-*!  and  in 

'  mafks, and  a  vizor  difguifes  their  inchi.udons  as 

'much  as  their  faces.. 

*  Mel.  'Tis  a  miftake,  for  women  may  moft  properly 

*  be  faid  to  be  unmafk'd  when  they  wear  vizors  ;  for  that 
'  fecures  them  from   blufhing,  and  being  out  of  coun- 

*  tenance,  and  next  to  being  in  the  dark,  or  alone,  they 
'  are  moll  truly  themfelves  in  a  vizor  mafic.'     Here  they 
come,  I'll  leave  you.     Ply  her  clofe,  and  by  and  by  clap 
a  billet-doux  into  her  hand  :  fcr  a  woman  nev^r  thinks  a 
man  truly  in  love  with  her,  'till  he  has  been  fool  enough 
to  think  of  her  out  of  her  fight,  and  to  lofe  fo  much  time 
as  to  write  to  her.  [Exit, 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Lndy  Plyant. 

Sir  Paul.  Shan't  we  difturbyour  meditation,  Mr.  Care- 
lefs.  You  wou'd  be  private  ? 

Caret  You  bring  that  along  with  you,  Sir  Paul,  that 
fliall  be  always  welcome  to  my  privacy. 

Sir  Paul.  O,  fwcct  Sir,  ycu  load  your  humble  fervants, 
both  me  and  my  wife,  with  continual  favours. 

L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  what  a  phrafe  was  there  ?  You  will  be 
making  anfwcis,  and  taking  that  upon  you,  which  ought . 
to  lie  upon  me  :  that  you  Ihould  have  fo  little  breeding 
to  think  Mr.  CareL-fs  did  not  apply  himfelf  to  me.  Pray 
what  have  you  to  entertain  any  bodies  privacy  ?  I  fwear 
and  declare  in  the  face  of  the  world  I'm  ready  to  blufa . 
for  your  ignorance. 

Sir  Paul.  I  acquiefce,  my  lady  ;  but  don't  fnub  fo  loud. 

\_Afide  to  her. . 

L.  P.  Mr.  Carelefs,  if  a  perfon  that  is  wholly  illiterate 

might  be  fuppofed  to  be  capable    of  being  qualify'd  to 

make  a  fuitable  return  to  thofe    obligations   which  you 

are  plcafed  to  confer  upon  one  that  15  wholly  incapable 

B  6  of. 
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of  being  qualify'd  in  all  thofe  circumftances,  I'm  fure  I 
fhou'd  rather  attempt  it  than  any  thing  in  the  world. 
[Court ejies.^  for  I'm  fure  there's  nothing  in  the  world 
that  I  would  rather.  [Courtejies]  But  I  know  Mr.  Cc.relcfe 
is  fo  great  a  critick  and  fo  fine  a  gentleman,  that  it  is 

impoflible  for  me. — 

Care.  O  Heav'ns  !  Madam,  you  confound  me. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads-bud,,  flic's  a  fine  perfon 

L.  P.  O  lord  !  Sir,  pardon  me,  we  women  have  not 
thofe  advantages:  I  know  my  own  imperfections — But 
at  the  fame  time  yon  muft  give  me  leave  to  declare  in 
the  face  of  the  world,  that  no  body  is  more  fenfible  ot 
favours  and  things ;  for  with  the  referve  of  my  honour, 
I  affairs  you,  Mr.  Carleefs,  I  don't  know  any  thing  in 
the  world  I  would  refule  to  a  perfon  fo  meritorious——— 
Ycu'll  pardon  my  want  of  expreflion.-  >•  •. 

Care.  O  your  lady/hip  is  abounding  in  all  excellence, 
particularly  that  of  phrafe. 

L.  P.  You  are  fo  obliging,  fir. 

Care.  Your  ladyfhip  is  fo  charming. 

Sir  Paul.  So,  now,  now ;  now,  my  lady. 

L.  P.  So  well  bred. 

Care.  So  furprizing. 

L.  P.  So  well  dreft,  fo  bonne  mine,  fo  eloquent,  fo  un- 

affe&ed,  foeafy,  fo  free,  fo  particular,  fo  agreeable - 

.    S'r  Paul.  Ay,  fo,  fo,  there. 

Ctre.  O  lord,  I  befeech  you,  madam,  don't 

L.  P.  So  gay,  fo  graceful,  fo  good  teeth,  fo  fine 
fhape,  fo  fine  limbs,  fo  fine  linen,  and  I  don't  doubt  but 
you  have  a  very  good  fkin,  fir. 

Care.  For  Heav'n's  fake,  madam——  I'm  quite  out  of 
countenance. 

Sir  Paul.  And  my  lady's  quite  out  of  breath  ;  or  elfe 
you  mould  hear — Gad's-bub,  you  may  talk  of  my  lad/ 
Froth. 

Care.  O  fy,  fy,  not  to  be  named  of  a  day— My  lady 
Froth  is  very   well  in  her  accomplifhments — But  it  is 
when  my  Lady  Plyant  is  not  thought  of If  that  can- 
ever  be. 
L.  P.  O  you  overcome  me — That  is  fo  exceflive.. 

z  Sir 
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Sir  Paul.  Nay,  I  fwear  and  vo\v  that  was  pretty. 
Care.  O  Sir  Paul,  you  are  the  happieft  man  alive.  Such 
a  lady  !  that  is  the  envy  of  her  own  fex,  and  the  admi- 
ration cf  ours. 

Sir  Paul.  Your  humble  fervant,  lam,  I  thank  Heav'n, 
in  a  fine  way  of  living,  as  I  may  fay,  peacefully  and  hap- 
pily, and  1  think  need  not  envy  any  of  my  neighbours, 

blefled  be  Providence Ay,  truly,  Mr.  Carelefs,  my 

lady  is  a  great  bleffing,  a  fine,  difcreet,  well-fpokeu 
woman  as  you  mall  fee — Ifit  becomes  me  to  fay  fo  ;  and 
we  live  very  comfortably  together;  flic  is  a  little  halty 
fometimes,  and  fo  am  I  ;  but  mine's  foon  over,  and  then 
I'm  fo  forry — O  Mr.  Carelefs,  if  it  were  not  for  one 

thing 

Enter  Boy  <witb  a  letter,  and  offers  it  to  Sir  Paul. 
L.  P.  How  often  have  you  been  told  of  that,  you  jack- 
anapes ? 

Sir  Paul.  Gad  fo,  gad's-bud Tim.  carry  it  to  my 

lady,  you  mould  have  carry'd  it  to  my  lady  firft. 
Sty.  'Tis  directed  to  your  worlhip. 
Sir  Paul.  Well,  well,  my  lady  reads  all  letters  firil. — 
Child,  do  fo  no  more  ;  d'ye  hear,  Tim. 

Boy.   No,  and  pleafe  you.  \Exit* 

Sir  Paul.  A  humour  of  my  wife's,  you  know  women 
have  little  fancier — But  as  I  was  telling  you,  Mr.  Care- 
lefs, if  it  were  not  for  one  thing,  I  mould  think  myfelf 
the  happiell  man  in  the  world  ;  indeed  that  touches  me 
near,  very  near. 

Care.  What  can  that  be,  Sir  Paul? 
Sir  Pauf.  Why,  I  have,  I  thank  Heav'n,  a  very  plen- 
tiful fortune,  a  good  eltate  in  the  country,  fome  houfes 
in  town,  and  fome  money,  a  pretty  tolerable  perfonal 
eitate  ;  and  it  is  a  great  grief  to  me,  indeed  it  is,  Mr. 
Carelefs  that  I  have  not  a  Ion  to  inherit  this. —'Tis  true,  I 
have  a  daughter,  and  a  fine  dutiful  child  me  is,  though. 
I  fay  it,  bleffed  be  Providence  I  may  fay  ;  for  indeed, 
Mr.  Care'e/s,  I  am  mightily  beholden  to  Providence — 
A  poor  unworthy  finner — But  if  I  had  a  fon,  ah,  that's 
my  affliction,  and  my  only  affliction ;  indeed  I  cannot 
refrain  tears  when  it  comes  in  my  mind.  [Cries. 

Care-. 


jS        T  JTE    D  O  U  B  L  E  -  D  E  A  L  E  R. 

Care,  why,  methinks  that  might  be  eafily  remedied — 
my  lady's  a  fine  likely  woman — — 

Sir  Paul.  Oh,  a  fine  likely  woman  as  you  mall  fee  in 
a  fummer's  day— —Indeed  me  is,  Mr.  Carelrfs,  in  all 
refpefts. 

Care.  And  I  mould  not  have  taken  you  to  have  been 
fo  old 

Sir  Paul.  Alas,  that's  not  it,  Mr.  Carclefs ;  ah  !  that's 
not  it ;  no,  no,  you  (hoot  wide  of  the  mark  a  mile  ;  in- 
deed you  do,  that's  not  it,  Mr.  Carehfs  ;  no,  no,  that's 
not  it. 

Care.  No,  what  can  be  the  matter  then  ? 

Sir  Paul.  You'll  fcarcely  believe  me,  when  Iflialltcl! 

you — my  lady  is  fo  nice It's  very  ftrange,  but  it's 

true  :  too  true — file's  fj  very  nice,  that  I  don't  believe 

me  would  touch  a  man  for  the  world At  leaft  not  a- 

bove  once  a  year  ;  I'm  fure  I  have  found  it  fo  ;  and  alas, 
what's  once  a  year  to  an  old  man,  who  would  do  good 
in  his  generation?  Indeed  it's  true,  Mr.  Carelr/s,  it 
breaks  my  heart — lam  herhufband,  as  I  may  fay  ;  though 
far  unworthy  of  that  honour,  yet  I  am  her  hufband  ; 
but  alas-a-day,  I  have  no  more  familiarity  with  her  per- 

ion — as  to  that  matter -than  with  my  own  mother 

—no  indeed. 

Care.  Alas-a-day,  this  is  a  lamentable  ftory  ;  my  lady, 
muft  be  told  on't ;  Ihe  muft  i'faith,  Sir  Paul;  'tis  an. 
injury  to  the  world. 

Sir  Paul.  Ah !  would  to  Heav'n  you  would,  Mr. 
CarelcJ's  ;  you  a^e  mightily  in  her  favour. 

Care.  I  warrajit  you,  what  we  muft  have  a  fon  fome 
way  or  other. 

SirPauJ.  Indeed,  I  mould  be  mightily  bound  to  you,, 
if  you  could  bring  it  about,  Mr.  Care/efs. 

L.  P.  Her0,  Sir  Paul,  it's  from  your  Steward,  here's 
a  return  of  £00  pounds  ;  you  may  take  fifcy  of  it  for  the 
next  half  year.  [Ci-vti  him  the  letter* 

Enter  Lord  Froth,  and  Cynthia. 

Sir  Paul,  how  does  my  girl?  come  hither  to  thy  fa- 
ther, poor  lamb,  thou'rt  melancholick, 

Ld.  Froth.  Heav'n,  Sir  Paul,  you  amaze  me  of  all 
tilings  in  the  world — yon  are  never  pleas'd  bat  when  \ve 

are 


THE    DOUBLE-DEALER.        39 

are  all  upon  the  broad  grin  ;  all  laugh  and  no  company; 
ah,  then  'tis  fuch  a  fight  to  fee  fome  teeth — fure  you're; 
a  great  admirer  of  my  lady  Whifler,  Mr.  Sneer,  and  Sir 
Laurence  Loud,  and  that  gang. 

Sir  Paul.  I  vow  and  fwear  (he's  a  very  merry  woman,, 
but  I  think  me  laughs  a  little  tco  much. 

Ld.  Frcth.   Merry  !   O  Lord,  what  a  character  that  is 

of  a  woman  of  quality you  have  been  at  my  lady 

Whifier^  upon  her  day,  madam  ; 

Cynt.  Yes,  my  Lord — I  muft  humour  this  fool.  \_AfiJe. 

Ld.  Froth.  Well  and  how?  hee  !  what  is  your  lenfe 
of  the  converfation  ? 

Cynt.  O  moft  ridiculous,  a  perpetual  con  fort  of  laugh- 
ing without  any  harmony  ;  for  fu:e,  my  Lord,  to  laugh 
out  of  time,  is  as  difagreeable  as  to  fing  out  of  time  or 
out  of  tune. 

Ld.  Frctk.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  right !  and  then,  my  lady 
Whifler  is  fo  ready  •  <he  always  comes  in  three  bars  too 
foon — and  then,  what  do  they  laugh  at?  for  you  know 
laughing  without  a  jeft  is  as  impertinent;  hee  !  as,  as 

Cfut.  As  dancing  without  a  fiddle. 

Ld.  Frcttj.  Juft  I'faith,  that  was  at  my  tongue's  end. 

Cynt.  But  that  cannot  be  properly  faid  of  them,  for  I 
think  they  are  all  in  good  nature  with  the  world,  and 
only  laugh  at  one  another,  and  you  muft  allow  they  have 
all  jefts  in  their  perfons,  though  they  have  none  in  their 
converfation. 

Ld.  Froth.  True,  as  I'm  a  perfon  of  honour for 

Heav'ns  fake  let  us  facrif.ce  'em  to  mirth  a  little. 
E>:ter  Boy  and  whifpers  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads  ic — wife,  wife,  my  lady  P/jaaf,  I 
have  a  word. 

L.  P.  I'm  bufy,  Sir  Paul,  I  wonder  at  your  imperti- 
nence-  

Care.  Sir  Ftuil,  harkee,  I'm  reafoning  the  matter  you 
know;  madam, — if  your  ladyfhip  plealie,  we'll  difcuurfe 
of  this  in  the  next  room. 

[Exeunt  Carelefs  and  Lady  Plyant. 

Sir  Paul.  O  ho,  I  wilh  you  good  fuccefs,  1  wiih  you 
good  fuccefs.  Boy,  tell  my  lady,  when  (lie  has  done, 
1  \voulii  jpejik  with  her  below.  {Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Froth  and  Briflc. 

L.  Froth.  Then  you  think  that  epifode  between  Sufa*, 
the  dairy-maid,  and  our  coach-man  is  not  amifs ;  you 
know,  I  may  fuppofe  the  dairy  in.  town,  as  well  as  in 
the  country. 

Brijk.  Incomparable,  let  me  perifh  — but  then  being 
an  heroick  poem,  had  not  you  better  call  him  a  Chario- 
tter?  Charioteer  founds  great;  bcfides  your  ladyfhip'.s 
conch  man  having  a  ied  face,  and  you  comparing  him  to  the 
fun — and  you  know  the  fun  is  cali'd  Heav'n's  Charioteer. 

L . Froth.  Oh,  infinitely  better ;  I'm  extremely  beholden 
to  you  for  the  hint ;  ftay,  we'll  read  over  thole  half  a 
fcore  lines  again.  [Pulls  out  a  paper.]  Let  me  fee  here, 

you  know  what  goes  before the  comparifon,  you 

know.  [Reads] 

For  as  the  fun  Jhines  erfry  day, 
So  of  our  coachman  I  may  fay  I   . 

Erljk.  I'm  afraid  that  fimile  won't  do  in  wet  weather 
-becaufe  you  fay  the  fun  mines  ev'ry  day. 


L,  Froth.  No,  for  the  fun  it  won't,  but  it  will  do  for 
the  coach-man,  for  you.  know  their's  moil  occasion  for 
a  coach  in  wet  weather. 

Brifk.  Right,  right,  that  feves  all. 
L.  Frotb.Then  I  don't  fay  the  fun  fnines  all  the  day, 
but  that  he  peeps  now  and  then,  yet  he  does  fliine  all  the 
day  too,  you  know,  tho'  we  don't  fee  him. 

Brifk.  Right,  but  the  vulgar  will  never  comprehend 
that. 

L.  Froth.  Well,  you  (hall  hear — let  me  fee. 
[Reads]  For  as  the  fun  Jhines  ev'ry  day, 
So,  of  our  coach-man  I  may  fay  t 
He  Jhews  his  drunken  fiery  face, 
Jit/}  as  the  fun  does  more  or  left. 

Brisk.  That's  right,  all's  well,  all's  well.  More  or  left. 
L.  Froth  [reads]  And  when  at  night  his  labour's  done, 
>J  hen  too,  like  Heav''ns  Charioteer  the  fun  : 
Ay,   Charioteer  does  better. 
Into  the  I'c.iry  he  defctnds, 
AnJ  there  hii  whiff  ing  and  hit  driving  ends ; 
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7 'here  be" 's  fecure  from  danger  c.f  a  Bilk. 
His  fare  is  pcid  him,   and  he  fets  in  milk. 
For  SuJ'an,  you  know,  is  Thetis,  and  fo • 

Brisk.  Incomparable  well  and  proper,  I'gad But  I 

have  one  exception  to  make Don't  yoj  think  bilk 

(I  know  its  good  rhyme)  but  don't  you  think  bilk  and 
fare  too  like  a  hackney  coachman  r 

L.  Froth. -I  fwearand  vow  I'm  afraid  fo And  yet 

our  Jehu  was  a  hackncy-coachnian,  whe^  my  lord  took 
jam. 

Brisk.  Was  he  ?  I'm  anfwer'd,  It  Jehu  was  a  hackney 
coachman — You  may  put  that  in  the  marginal  notes 
tho',  to  prevent  criticifm — Only  msrk  it  with  a  fmall 

afterifm,  and   fay, Jehu  was  formerly  a  hackney 

coachman. 

L.  Frsth.  I  will ;  you'd  oblige  me  extremely  to  write 
notes  to  the  whole  poem. 

Brisk.  With  all  my  heart  and  foul,  and  proud  of  th« 
vail  honour,  let  me  perifh. 

Ld.  Froth.  Hee,  hee,  hee  !  my  dear  have  you  done — 
won't  you  join  with  us,  we  were  laughing  at  my  lady 
If'bifter,  and  Mr.  Sneer. 

L.  Froth Ay  my  dear Were  you  ?    O  filthy 

Mr.  Sneer ;  he's  a  naufeous  figure,  a  molt  fulfamick  fop, 

foh He  fpent  two  days  together  in  going  aboat 

Cogent -gar  den  to    fuit  the  lining  of  kis  coach  with  his 
complexion. 

Ld.  Froth.  O  Ally  !  yet  his  aunt  is  as  fond  of  him,  as 
if  me  had  brought  the  ape  into  the  world  herfelf. 

Brisk.  Who,  my  Lady  Tcothkfs ;  Oh,  (he's  a  mortifying 
fpedlacle  ;  (he's  always  chewing  the  cud  like  an  old  ewe. 

Cynt.  Fy,   Mr.  Brisk ,  Eringo's,  for  her  cough. 

L.  Froth.  I  have  feen  her  take 'em  half  chew'd  out  of 
her  mouth,  to  laugh,  and  then  put  'em  in  again — Foh. 

Ld.  Froth.  Foh. 

L.  Froth.  Then  fhe's  always  ready  to  laugh  when  Sneer 
offers  to  fpeak — And  fits  in  expedition  of  his  no  jell, 
with  her  gums  bare,  and  her  mouth  open — 

Brisk.  Like  an  oyfter  at  low  ebb,  I'gad — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Cyat.  [AKde.}  Well.  I  find  there  are  no  fools  foincon- 

iidcrabks 


4*        THE    DOUBLE    DEALER. 

fiderable  in  themfelves,  but  they  can  render  other  peo- 
ple contemptible  by  expoiing  their  infirmities. 

L.  Froth.  Then  that  t'other  great  (trapping  lady — I 
can't  hit  of  her  name  j  the  old  fat  fool  that  paints  fo  ex- 
orbitantly. 

Brisk.  I  know  whom  you  mean Butdeuce  take  me 

I  can't  hit  cf  her  name  neither — Paints,  d'ye  fay  ?  Why 

flie  lays  it  on  with  a  trowel Then  fhe  has  a  great 

beard  that  briilles  through  it,  and  makes  her  look  as  if 
fhe  were  plaifter'd  with  lime  and  hair,  let  me  perifh. 

'  L.  Froth.  Oh  you  made  a  fong  upon  her,  Mr.  Brisk. 

'  Brisk.  He  ?  egad,  fo  I  did My  Lord  can  fing  it. 

'  Cynt.  O  good  my  Lord  let's  hear  it. 

'  Brisk,  'Tis  not  a  fong  neither — Its  a  fort  of  an  epi- 
'  gram,  or  rather  an  epigrammatick  fonnet ;  I  don't  know 

*  what  to  call  it,  but  it's  fatire. Sing  it,  my  Lord. 

'  Lord  Froth  Jings. 

*  Ancient  Phillis  has  young  graces, 

*  '7/V  aftrange  thing  but  a  true  one  ; 

'  Shall  I  tell  you  how  ? 
1  She  herfelf  makes  her  own  faces, 

*  And  each  morning  wears  a  new  one  ; 
*  Where's  the  wonder  now  ? 

1  Brisk.  Short,  but  there's   fait  in't ;  ray  way  of  writ- 

•  ing,  I'gad.' 

Enter  Footman. 

L.   Froth.   How  now  ? 

Foot.  Your  ladyfhip's  chair  is  come. 

L.  Froth.  Is  nurfe  and  the  child  in  it  ? 

Foot.  Yes,  madam. 

L.  Frcth.  O  the  dear  creature!  let's  go  fee  it. 

Ld.  Froth.  I  fwear,  my  dear,  you'll  fpoil  that  child, 
with  fending  it  to  and  again  fo  often,  this  is  the  feventh 
time  the  chair  has  gone  for  her  to  day. 

L.  Froth.  O-law,  I  fwear  its  but  the  fixth — and  I 
han't  feen  her  thefe  two  hours The  poor  dear  crea- 
ture  1  fwear,  my  lord,  you  don't  love  poor  little 

S.apho,  Come,  my  dear  Cynthia,  Mr.  Brisk,  we'll 

go  fee  S*phot  tho*  my  Lord  won't. 
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Cynt.  I'll  wait  upon  your  ladyfliip. 
Brisk.  Pray,  madam,  how  old  is  Lady  Sap-ho  ? 
L.  Froth.  Three  quarters,  but  I  fwear  fhe  has  a  world 
of  wit,  and  can  fing  a  tune  already.    My  Lord,  won't 
you  go  ?  Won't  you  ?  What  not  to  fee  Sapb  ?  Pray,   my 
Lord,  come  fee  li.tle  Saph.  I  knew  you  cou'd  not  ilay. 

[Exit.  Id.  Froth,  L.  Froth  WBrifk. 
'  Cynt.  Tis  not  fo  hard  to  counterfeit  joy  in  the  depth 
of  affliction,  as  to  difTemble  mirth  in  company  of  fools 

Why  mould  I  call  'em  fools?   The  world  thinks 

better  of  'em  ;  for  thefe  have  quality  and  education,  wit 
and  fine  converfation,  are  receiv'd  and  admir'dby  the 

world — If  not,   thry  like  and  admire  thcmfelves — 

And  why  is  not  that  true  wifdom,  for  'tis  happinefs  : 
And  for  ought  I  know,  we  have  mifapply'd  the  name 
all  this  while,  and  miftaken  the  thing  :  Since 

'  If  happinefs  infelf-content  is  placed, 

*  the  wife  are  wretched,  and  fools  only  llefi'd?  [Exit. 


ACT        IV. 

Enter  Mellefont  and  Cynthia. 

Cynt.  T  Heard  him  loud  as  I  came  by  the  clofet  door* 
I   and  my  lady  with  him,  but  me  feem'd  to  mo 
derate  his  paffion. 

Mel.  Ay,  '  hell  thank  her,'  as  gentle  breezes  moderate 
a  fire  ;  but  I  mail  counter-work  her  fpells,  '  and  ride 
the  witch  in  her  own  bridle.' 

Cynt.  It's  impoffible  ;  fhe'll  caft  beyond  you  ftill- 
I'll  lay  my  life  it  will  never  be  a  match. 

Mel  What? 

Cynt.  Between  you  and  me. 

Mil.  Why  fo  ? 

'  Cynt.  My  mind  gives  me  it  won't becaufe  we 

*  are  both,  willing ;  we  each  of  us  ftrive  to  reach  the  goal,. 

'  and 


44        THE     DOUBLE     DEALER. 

'  and  hinder  one  another  in  the  race ;  1  fwear  it  never  doe* 
'  well  when  the  parties  are  fo  agreed — For  when  people 
'  walk  hand  in  hand,  there's  neither  overtaking  nor  meet* 
'  ing:  we  hunt  in  couples  where  we  both  purfue  the 

*  fame  game,  but  forget  one  another;  and  'tis  becaule 

*  we  are  fo  near  tiiat  we  don't  think  of  coining  together, 

'  Mel.  Hum,  'gad  I  believe  there's  fomethingiu't ; — 
'  marriage  is  the  game  that  we  hunt,  and  while  we  thinic 
'  that  we  only  have  it  in  view,  I  don't  fee  but  we  have  it 
'  in  our  power. 

'  Cynt.  Within  reach  ;  forexample,  give  me  your  hand  ; 
'  you  have  look'd  thro'  the  wrong  end  of  the  perfpec- 

*  live  all   this  while;  for  nothing  has  been  between  us 

*  but  our  fears,' 

Mel.  I  don't  know  why  we  mould  not  fteal  out  of  the 
houfe  this  very  moment  and  marry  one  another,  with- 
out confideration  or  the  fear  of  repentance.  Plague 
o'fortune,  portion,  fettlements  and  jointures. 

Cynt.  Ay,  ay,  what  have  we  to  do  with  'em  ;  you 
know  we  marry  for  love. 

Mel.  Love,  love,  down-right  very  villainous  love. 

Cynt.  '  And  he  that  can't  live  upon  love,  deferves  to 
'  die  in  a  ditch.' — Here  then,  I  give  you  my  promile,  in. 
fpite  of  duty,  any  temptation  of  wealth,  your  incon- 
ftancy,  or  my  own  inclination  to  change———— 

Mel.  To  run  moft  wilfully  and  unreafcnably  away 
with  me  this  moment,  and  be  married. 

Cynt.  Hold— —Never  to  marry  any  body  elfe. 

Mel.  That's  but  a  kind  of  negative  confcnt Why, 

yon  won't  balk  the  frolick  ? 

Cynt.  If  you  had  not  been  fo  afluredof  your  own  con 

duel  I  would  not But  'tis  but  reafonablerfhat  fince  f 

confent  to  like  a  man  without  the  vile  confideration  of 
money,  he  mould  give  a  very  evident  demonltration  of 
his  wit:  therefore  let  me  fee  you  undermine  my 
Lady  fWrMtfW,  as  you  boafled,  and  force  her  to  give 
her  confent,  and  then 

Mel.  I'll  do't. 

Cynt.  And  I'll  do't. 

Mel.  This  verv  next  enfuinghour  of  eight  a  clock,  is 

the 
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the  laft  minute  of  her  reign,  unlefs  the  devil  afiifl  her  in 
fropria-perjona. 

Cynt.  Well,  if  the  devil  mould  afii  ft  her,  and  your  plot 
jnijcarry.— 

Mel.'  Ay •,  what  am  I  to  truft  to  then  ? 

Cynt.  Why  if  you  give  me  very  clear  dernonflration 
that  it  was  the  devil,  I'll  allow  forirrefiitible  odds.  But 
if  I  find  it  to  be  only  chance,  or  deftiny,  or  unlucky 
ftars,  or  any  thing  but  the  very  devil,  I'm  inexorable  : 
only  frill  I'll  keep  iny  word  ;  and  live  unmarried  for  your 
fake. 

'  Mel.  And  you  won't  die  one,  for  your  own,  fo  ilill 
*  there's  hope. 

'Cynt. 'Here's  my  mother-in-law,  and  your  friend  Care- 
Jf/s,  I  would  not  have  'erh  fee  us  together  yet.  \Excur.t. 
Enter  Carelcfs  and  Lady  Plyant. 

L.  P.  I  fwear,  Mr.  Carelefs,  you  are  very  alluring — 
And  fay  fo  many  fine  things,  and  nothing  is  fo  moving 
to  me  as  a  fine  thing.  Well,  I  muft  do  you  this jaftice, 
and  declare  in  the  face  of  the  world,  never  any  body 
gain'd  fo  far  upon  me  as  yourfelf ;  with  bluflics  I  mull 
own  it,  you  have  fhaken,  as  I  may  fay,  the  very  foun- 
dation of  my  honour Well,  fure  if  I  efcape  your  im- 
portunities, I  mail  value  myfelf  as  long;  as  I  live,  I 
fwear. 

Care.  And  defpife  me.  [S/gv^/wg-. 

L.  P.  The  laft  of  any  man  in  the  world,  by  my  purity; 
now  you  make  me  fwear — O  gratitude  forbid,  that  I 
fnould  ever  be  wanting  in  a  refpeclful  acknowledgment 
of  anintire  resignation  of  all  my  beitwiflies,  for  the  per- 
fon  and  parts  offo  accomplifli'd  and  fo  fine  a  gentleman, 
whofe  merit  challenges  much  more,  I'm  fure,  than  my 
illiterate  praifes  can,  defcription • 

Care  [/«  a  whining  tone,]  Ah  Heav'ns,  madam,  you 
ruin  me  with  kindnefs  ;  your  charming  tongue  purfues 
the  viftory  of  your  eyes,  while  at  your  feet  your  poor 
adorer  dies. 

L.  P.  Ah  !   very  fine. 

Care.  [Still  whining.'}  Ah  why  are  you  fo  fair,  fo  be- 
witching fair  .'  O  let  me  grow  to  the  ground  here,  and 

feaft 
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feaft  upon  that  hand ;  O  let  me  prefs  it  to  my  heart,  my 
trembling  heart,  the  nimble  movement  fhall  inftruft  your 
pulfe,  and  teach  it  to  alarm  defire. 

['  Zoom'  I'm  almoji  at  the  tnd  of  my  cant,  if  foe  does  not 
yield  quickly.  [djide 

L.  P.  O  that's  fo  paffionate  and  fine,  I  cannot  hear 
it — I  am  not  fafe  if  I  flay,  and  mult  leave  you. 

Care.  And  maft  you  leave  me!  rather  let  me  languifh 
out  a  wretched  life,  and  breathe  my  foul  beneath  your 
feet.  [/ muftfay  the  fame  thing  over  again,  and  can't  help  it. 

[Jjide* 

L.  P.  I  fwear  I'm  ready  to  languim  too O  my 

honour!  whither  is  it  going?  I  proteil  you  have  given 
me  the  palpitation  of  the  heart, 

Care.  Can  you  be  fo  cruel. 

L.  P.  O  rife  I  befeech  you,  fay  no  more  'till  you  rife 
—Why  did  you  kneel  fo  long?  I  fwear  I  was  fo  tranf- 

ported,  I  did  not  fee  it, Well,  to  mew  you  how  far 

you  have  gain'd  upon  me  ;  I  aflure  you  if  Sir  Paul  mould 
die,  of  all  mankind  there's  none  I'd  fooner  make  my 
fecond  choice. 

Care.  O  Heav'n  !   I  can't  out-live  this  night  without 

your  favour 1  feel  my  fpirits  faint,  a  general  damp- 

nefs  over-fpreads  my  face,  a  cold  deadly  dew  already 
vents  through  all  my  pores,  and  will  to-morrow  warn 
me  for  ever  from  your  fight,  and  drown  me  in  my 
tomb. 

L.  P.  O  you  haveconquer'd,  Aveet,  melting,  Jmvoing 

fir,  you  have   conquer'd What  heart  of  marble  can 

refrain  to  weep,  and  yield  to  fuch  fad  fayings. — [Cries. 

Care.  I  thank  Heav'n,  they  are  the  faddeit  that  I  ever 
faid Oh  !  [/  Jhall  never  contain  laughter.  [dfide. 

L.  P.  Oh,  I  yield  myfelf  all  up  to  your  uncontrollable 

embraces Say,  thou  dear  dying  man,  when,  where, 

and  how. Ah,  there's  Sir  Paul. 

Care.  'Slife,  yonder's   Sir  Paul,    but  if  he  were  not 

come,  I'm  fo  tranfported  I  cannot  fpeak This  note 

will  inform  you.  [Gives  her  a  note. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Sir  Paul,  Plyant  and  Cynthia. 

Sir  Paul.  Thou  art  my  tender  lambkin,  and  (halt  do 
what  thou  wilt — But  endeavour  to  forget  this  Mellefont. 

Cynt. 
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Cynt.  I  woald  obey  you  to  my  power,  fir;  but  if  I 
have  not  him,  I  have  Avorn  never  to  marry. 

Sir  Paul.  Never  to  marry  !  Heav'ns  forbid :  mnft  I 
neither  have  fons  nor  grandfons  ?  Muft  the  family  of 
the  Ply  ants  be  utterly  extinft  for  want  of  iflue  male.  Oh 
impiety  !  but  did  you  fwear,  did  that  Aveet  creature 
Avear  !  ha?  How  durft  you  fwear  without  my  confent, 
ah  ?  gads-bud,  who  am  I  ? 

Cynt.  Pray  don't  be  angry,  fir,  when  I  Avore,  I  had 
your  confent ;  and  therefore  I  Avore. 

Sir  Paul.  Why  then  the  revoking  my  confent  does  an- 
nul, or  make  of  none  effeft  your  oath  :  So  you  may  un- 
fwear  it  again The  law  will  allow  it. 

Cynt.   Ay,  but  my  confcience  never  will. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads-bu'd  no  matter  for  that,  confcience  and 
law  never  go  together  ;  you  muft  not  expert  that. 

L.  P.  Ay,  but  Sir  Paul,  I  conceive  if  me  has  Avorn, 
d'ye  mark  me,  if  me  has  once  Avorn,  it  is  rnoftunchrif- 
tian,  inhuman,  and  obfcene  that  me  fhou'd  break  it.— 
I'll  make  up  the  match  again,  becaufe  Mr.  Carelefs  faid 
it  would  oblige  him.  [AJide-. 

Sir  Paul.  Does  your  ladyfhip  conceive  fo Why  I 

was  of  that  opinion  once   too Nay  if  your  ladymip 

conceives  fo,  I'm  of  that  opinion  again  ;  but  I  can  nei- 
ther find  my  lord  nor  my  lady  to  know  what  they  in- 
tend. 

L.  P.  I'm  fatisfy'd  that  my  coufm  MeUefont  has  been 
•much  wrong'd. 

Cynt.  [s4/jde.]  I'm  amaz'd  to  find  her  of  our  fide,  for 
I'm  fure  ihe  lov'd  him. 

L.  P.  I  know  my  Lady  Ywckwood  has  no  kindnefs 
for  him  ;  and  befides  I  have  been  in  form 'd  by  Mr.  Carelefs^ 
that  MeUefont  had  never  anything  more  than  a  profound 
refpecl That  he  has  own'd  himfelf  to  be  my  ad- 
mirer 'tis  true,  but  he  was  never  fo  prefumptuous  to  en- 
tertain any  difhonourable  notions  of  things  ;  fo  that  if 

this  be  made  plain 1  don't  fee  how  my  daughter  can 

in  confcience,  or  honour,  or  any  thing  in  the  world — 

Sir  Paul.  Indeed  if  this  be  made  plain,  as  my  lady  your 
mother  fays,  child— — — • 

L.  P. 
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L.  P.  Plain  !  I  was  inform'd  of  it  by  Mr.  Canlefs — 

And  I  affure  you  Mr.  Cartlefs  is  a  perfon that  has  a 

moft  extraordinary  refpec~l  and  honour  for  you,  Sir  Paul. 
.  Cy^f.  [dftdc.~\  And  for  your  ladymip  too,  I  believe, 
or  elfe  you  had  not  chang'd  fides  fo  foon  ;  now  I  begin 
to  find  it. 

Sir  Paul.  I  am  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Carelefs  really,  he  is 
n  perfon  that  I  have  a  great  value  for,  not  only  for  that, 
but  becaufe  he  has  a  great  veneration  for  your  ladymip. 

L.  P.  O  las,  no  indeed,  Sir  Paul,  'tis  upon  your  ac- 
count. 

Sir  Paid.  No  I  proteft  and  vow,  I  have  no  title  to  his 
efteem,  but  in  having  the  honour  to  appertain  in  fomc 
meafure  to  your  ladyfhip,  that's  all. 
,    L.  P.  O  law  now,  1  f.vear  and  declare,  it  {han't  be  fo, 
you're  too  modeft,  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Paul.  It  becomes  me,  when  there  is  any  compari- 
fon  made,  between  your  ladyihip  and  your  moft  obedient 
obfequious,  devoted,  and  unamour'd  adorer  Sir  Paul 
flyant. 

L.  P.  O  fy,  fy,  Sir  Paul,  you'll  put  me  out  of  coun- 
tenance  Your  very  obedient  and  afteftionate  wife  ; 

that's  all And  highly  honour'd  in  that  title. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads- bud  I  am  tranfported  !  Give  me  leave 
to  kifs  your  lady  (hip's  hand. 

Cjnt.  That  my  poor  father  {hculd  be  fo  very  filly  ! 

L.  P.  My  lip  indeed,  Sir  Paul,  I  fwear  you  (hall. 

[He  kijjei  her,  and  boius  very  loiu. 

Sir  Paul.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladymip 1  don't 

know  whether  I  fry  on  ground,  or  walk  in  air — Gads- 
bud,  flie  was  nevet  thus  before — Well,  I  muft  own  my- 

felf  the  moft  beholden  to  Mr.  Carelefs As  fure  as  can 

be  this  is  all  his  doing, fomething  that  he  has  faid  ; 

well,  'tis  a  rare  thing  to  have  an  ingenious  friend.  Well, 
your  ladyfliip  is  of  opinion  that  the  match  may  go  for- 
ward. 

L.   P.  By  all  means Mr.  Carelefs  has  fatisfy'd  me 

of  the  matter. 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  why  then,  Jamb,  you  may  keep  your 

oath 
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oath,  but  have  a  care  of  making  rafli  vows  ;  come  hither 
to  me,  and  kifs  Papa. 

L.  P.  I  fwear  and  declare,  I  am  in  fuch  a  twitter  to 
read  Mr.  Carelefs  his  letter,  that  I  can't  forbear  any  longer 
— But  tlio'  I  may  read  all  letters  firft  by  prerogative, 
yet  I'll  be  fure  to  be  unfufpefted  this  time. — Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Paul.  Did  your  ladyfhip  call? 

L.  P.  Nay,  not  to  interrupt  you,  my  dear Only 

lend  me  your  letter,  which  you  had  from  your  fteward 
to  day  :  I  would  look  upon  the  account  again  j  and  may 
be  increafe  your  allowance. 

Sir  Paul.  There  it  is,  madam  ;  do  you  want  a  pen  and 
ink  ?  [£owus  and  gives  tbt  letter. 

L.  P.  No,  no,  nothing  elfe,  I  thank  you,  Sir  Paul — 
So  now  j.  can  read  my  own  letter  under  the  cover  of  his. 

Sir  Paul.  He?  And  wilt  thou  bring  a  grandfon  at  nine 

months  end He  ?  A  brave  chopping  boy. I'll 

fettle  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  upon  the  rogue  as  foon 
is  ever  he  looks  me  in  the  face,  I  will,  gads-bud.  "  I  hope. 
'  the  young  cherub  ivill  be  like  me  ;  /  -ivou'dfain  have  fame 
'  refemblance  ofmyfelfin  mypofterity — ba — Thy — Shouldn't 
' you  'ivijb  be  vjas  like  bis  Grand  Papa."  '  I'm  overjoy '<! 
to  think  I  have  any  of  my  family  that  will  bring 
children  into  the  world.  For  I  would  fain  have  fome 
refsmblance  ofmyfelfin  my  pofterity,  he  Thy?  Can't 
you  contrive  that  affair,  girl?  Do  gads-bud,  think  oa 
thy  old  father ;  heh  ?  Make  the  young  rogue  as  like  as 
you  can.' 

Cynt.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  fo  merry,  fir. 

Sir  Paul.  Merry,  gads-bud  I'm  ferious,  I'll  give  thee 

500  /.  for  every  feature  of  him  that  refembles  me;  ah,  this 

eye,  this  left  eye !   a  thoufand  pound  for  this  left  eye. 

This  has  done  execution  in  its  time,  girl ;  why  thou  hafl 

my   leer,  huffy,  juil  thy  father's  leer. Let  it  be 

tranfmitted  to  the  young  rogue  by  the  help  of  imagina- 
tion ;  why  'tis  the  mark  of  our  family  Thy  ;  our  houfe  is 
diftinguilh'd  by  a  languiming  eye,  as  the  houfe  of  Auftria. 
is  by  a  thick  lip. .Ah!  when  I  was  of  your  age,  huf- 
fy, I  would  have  held  fifty  to  one,  I  could  have  drawn 
C  my 
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my,  own  piiSkure-1  —  '-Gads-bud,  Icould  have  done    • 

*  not  fo  much  asyouneither,  -  but        •     nay,  don't 
.  bhifh  -  - 

;  '  tyat.  Idon'tblufti,  fir,  for  I  vow  I  don't  underftand— 
'  Sir  Paul.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  you  fib,  you  baggage,  you  do 

*  underftand,  and  you  fhall  underftand  ;  come  don't  be  fo 
'  nice,gads-bud,  don't  learn  after  your  mother-in-law  my 

•  lady  here  :  Marry  Heav'n  forbid  that  you  mould  fol- 

•  low'her  example,  that  would  fpoil  all  indeed.  Blefs  us, 

•  if  you  fhould  take  a  vagaryand  make  a  rafhrefolution 

•  on  your  wedding  night,  to  die  a  maid,  as  (he  did  ;   all 

•  were  ruin'd,   all  my  hopes  loft  -  My  heart  would 
«  break,  and  my  eftate  would  be  left  to  the  wide  world, 

•  he  ?  I  hope  you  are  a  better  chriflian  than  to  think  of 
'  living  a  nun  ;  he  ?  Anfwer  me  ? 

'  Cjnt.  I'm  all  obedience,  fir,  to  your  commands.' 
L.  P.  [Having  read  the  letter.'}  O   dear  Mr.  Carelefs, 

I  fwear  he  writes  charmingly,  and  he  looks  charmingly, 
and  he  has  charm'd  me,  as  much  as  I  have  charm'd  him  ; 
and  fo  I'll  tell  him  in  the  wardrobe  when  'tis  dark.     O 
crimine  !  I  hope  Sir  Paul  has  not  feen  both  letters. 
[Puts  ike  ivreng  letter  ha/lily  up,  and  gives  him  her  eov/z.] 
Sir  Paul,  here's  your  letter,    to  morrow    morning  I'll 
fettle  accounts  to  your  advantage. 

«'  Sir  Paul.  1  humbly  thank  your  ladjjbip. 

"  L.  P.  So  noiv  rll  retire  and  fludy  a  complimentary  re-     ( 

II  buke   to  Mr.  Carelefs  for  the  pathetic  tender  of  his  re- 
44  rards.  but  it  jhall  not  be  toofrvcre  neither."         [Exit. 

Enter  Briflc. 


/r  Gads-bud  you're  an  uncivil  perfon,  let 
me  tell  you,  and  all  that  ;  and  I  did  not  think  it  had  been    : 
in  ycu. 

Sir  Paul.  O  law,  what's  the  matter  now  ?  I  hope  you 
are  not  angry  Mr.  Brisk. 

Brisk.  Deuce  take  me  I  believe  you  intend  to  marry 
your  daughter  yourfelf  ;  you're  always  brooding  over  jier 
like  an  old  hen,  as  if  me  were  not  well  hatch'd,  I'gadj 
he? 

Sir  Paul.  Good  ftrange!  Mr.  Brisl  is  fuch  a  merry  fa- 
cetious p'erfoTf.'he,  he,  he  !  No,  no,  I  have  done  with 
her,  I  have  done  with  her  now.  _  ,  \ 

4rwri., 
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Brisk.  The  fiddles  have  ftay'd  this  hour  in  the  hall, 
and  my  Lord  Froth  wants  a  partner;  we  can  never  begin 
withoufher. 

Sir  Paul.  Go,  go,  child,  go,  get  you  gone  and  dance 
rnd  be  merry,  I'll  come  arrd  look  at  you  by  and  by. — 
Where's  my  Ion  Mellcfont  ? 


Brisk.  Sir  Paul,  will  you  fend  Carckfs  into  the  hall  if 
you  meet  him. 

Sir  Paul.  I  will,  I  will,  I'll  go  and  look  for  him  on 
jnirpofe.  [Exeunt  Sir  Paul,  and  Cynthia. 

Brisk .  So  now  they  are  all  gone,  and  I  have  an  oppor- 
tunity to  pra&ife. — Ah!  My  dear  .Lady  Froth  !  She's  a 
moll  engaging  creature  ;  if  me  were  not  fo  fond  of  that 
*  damn'd'coxcombly  lord  of  hers;  and  yet  lam  forced  to 
allow  him  wit  too,  to  keep  in  with  him — No  matter,  flic's 
a  woman  of  parts,  and  I'gad  parts  will  carry  her.  She 

faid  me  would  follow  me  into  the  gallery Now  to 

make  my  approaches Hem!  hem!  Ah  madam! .    , 

[JBeivs.  ]  Plague  on't,  why  mould  I  difparage  my  parts  by    • 
thinking  what  to  fay?  None  but  dull  rogues  think  y  witty     • 
men,  like  rich  fellows,  are  always  ready  for  all  expenees  ; 
while  your  blockheads,  like  poor  needy  fcoundrels,  are 
forced  to  examine  their  ftock,  and  forecaft  the  charges  of 
the  day.    Here  me  comes,  I'll  feem  not  to  fee  her,  and 
try  to  win  her  with  a  new  airy  invention  of  my  own, 
hem! 

Enter  Lady  Froth. 

[B  rifle  jfitfj-,  walking  about]  Fmjick  ichh  Jove,  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  fr'ytbee  come  cure  me, 

I'm  Jtck  with,   Sec. 

O  ye  Pow'rs !  O  my  Lady  Froth,  my  Lady  Froth  !  My 

Lady  Froth  !  Heigho  !    Break  heart ;  gods  1  thank  you. 

[StanJt  mufing  'with  his  arms  a-crafs. 

L,  Froth.  OHeav'ns,  Mr.  Brifk  !  What's  the  matter  ? 

Btisk.  My  Lady  Froth  !  Your  ladylhip's  moft  humble 
fen-ant ;—— The  matter,  madam  ?  Nothing,  madam, 
nothing  at  all  I'gad.  I  was  fallen  into  the  moft  agreeable 
amufement  in  the  whole  province  of  contemplation  : 

that's  all (Pll  feem  toconceal  my(paflion,  and  that 

will  look  like  refpetf.)  {A fide. 

£  2  L.  />*/*, 
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L.  Froth.  Blefs  me,  why  did  you  call  out  upon  me  fo 

loud  ? 

Brisk.  O  Lord  I  madam  ?  I  befeech  your  ladyfhip 

'when  ? 

L.  Froth.  Juft  now  as  I  came  in,  blefs  me,  why  don't 
you  know  it  ? 

Brifk.  Not  I,  let  me  perifh But  did  I !  Strange  !  I 

confeis  your  ladyfhip  v/as  in  my  thoughts;  and  I  was 
in  a  fort  of  dream  that  did  in  a  manner  reprefcnt  a  very 
pleafmg  objedl  tomy  imagination,  but but  did  I  in- 
deed ? To  fee  how  love  and  murder  will  out.  But 

'did  I  really  name  my  Lady  Froth  ? 

L.  Froth.  Three  times  aloud,  as  I  love  letters — But 
did  you  talk  oflove  ?  O  Parnajjus!  Who  would  have 
thought  Mr.  Brijl  could  have  been  in  love,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
O  Heav'ns!  I  thought  youcou'd  have  no  miftrefs  but  the 
Nine  Mufes. 

Brifk.   No  more  I  have  I'gad,  for  I  adore  'em  all  in 

your  ladyfhip Let  me  perifh,  I  don't  know  whether 

to  be  fplenetick,  or  airy  upon't ;  the  deuce  take  me  if  I 
can  tell  whether  I  am  glad  or  forry  th.it  your  ladyfhip 
has  made  the  difcovery. 

L.  Froth.  Obe  merry  by  all  means Prince  Volfcius 

in  love  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Brifk.  O  barbarous,  to  turn  me  into  ridicule  !  Yet,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !   The  deuce  take  me,  I  can't  help  laughing  my 
felf,  ha,  ha,  ha !  yet  '  by  Heav'ns'  I  have  a  violent  paf- 
fion  for  your  ladymip,  ferioufly. 
L.  Froth.  Seriouily  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Brisk.  Serioufly,  ha,  ha,  ha!  Gad  I  have,  for  all  I  laugh. 
L.  Froth.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  What  d'ye  think  I  laugh  at  ?  Ha, 
ha,  ha! 

Brisk.  Me  I'gad,  ha,  ha! 

Ld.  Froth.  No,  the  duce  take  me  if  I  don't  laugh  at  mjr 
felf;   for  hang  me  if  I  have   not  a  violent  paffion  for 
Mr.  Brisk,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
Brisk.  Serioufly? 
L.  Froth.  Serioufly,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Brisk.  That's  well  enough  ;  let  me  perifh,  ha,  ha,  ha! 
O  miraculous,   what  a  happy  difcovery  !     Ay  my  dear 
charming  Lady  Froth  ! 

L.  Froth. 
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L.  Froth.  Oh  my  adored  Mr.  Brisk  !  {Embrace. 

Enter  Lord  Froth. 

Ld.  Froth.  The  company  are  all  ready How  now  ! 

Brisk.  Zoons,  madam,  there's  my  lord  [Softly  to  her. 

L.  Froth.  Take  no  notice but  obferve  me 

Now  caft  off,  and  meet  me  at  the  lower  end  of  the' 
room,  and  then  join  hands  again  ;  I  could  teach  my  lord 
this  dance  purely,  but  I  vow,  Mr.  Brisk,  I  can't  tell  how- 
to  come  fo  near  any  other  man.  Oh  here's  my  lord,. 
now  you  fliall  fee  me  do  it  with  him. 

[They  pretend  to  prafiife  part  of  a  country  dance. 

Ld.  Froth. Oh  I  fee  there's  no  harm  yet But  I 

don't  like  this  familiarity.  \_Afide. 

L.  Froth. Shall  you  and  I  do  our  clofe  dance,  to 

(hew  Mr.  Brisk  ? 

Ld.  Froth.  No,  my  dear,  do  it  with  him 

L.  Froth.  I'll  do  it  with  him,  my  lord,  when  you  are 
out  of  the  way. 

Brisk.  That's  good  Pgad,  that's  good,  duce  take  me  I 
can  hardly  hold  laughing  in  his  face.  \_Afed\i. 

Ld.  Frztb.  Any  other  time,  my  dear,  or  we'll  dance  it 
below. 

L.  Froth.  With  all  my  heart. 

Brisk.  Come  my  lord,  I'll  wait  on  you — My  charm- 
ing witty  angel !  [To  her. 

L.  Froth.  We  mail  have  whifpering  time  enough,  you 
know,  fince  we  are  partners.  [Exeunt: 

Enter  Lady  Plyant,  and  Carelefs 

L.  P.   O  Mr.  Carelefs,'  Mr    Carelefs  t  I'm  ruin'd,  Pm 
undone  ! 

Cure.  What's  the  matter,  madam  ? 

L.  P.  O  the  unlucky'it  accident,  I'm  afraid  I  fhan't 
live  to  tell  it  you  ! 

Care.  Heav'n  forbid  !  What  is  it  ? 

L.  P.  I'm  in   fuch  a  fright.;  the  flrangeft  quandary 
and  premunire  !tl'm  all  over  in  an  univerfal  agitation,  I 

dare   fwear  every  circumftance  of  me  trembles. -O 

your  letter,  your  letter !  By  an  unfortunate  miftake,  L 
have  given  Sir  Paul  your  letter  inlUvd  of  his  own. 

Cure.  That  was  unlucky. 

C  3  L.  P. 
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L.  P.  O  yonder  he  comes  reading  of  it,  for  Hea.v'n; 
Take  flep  in" here  and  advife  me  quickly,  before  he  fee?. 

Inter  Paul  with  the  letter. 

Sir  Pant. O  Providence,  what  a  confpiracy  have 

1  difcover'd But  let  me  fee  to  make  an  end  on'u 

[Reads.  ]   Hum —After  fupptf  in  the  ivardrcke  by 

'  tbs   gallery.      Jf  Sir   Paul  Jbsutd  fur  prize  us,   1  have  a 
tininiiffion.fr'.om  him  to  treat  ivithyon  about  the.  very  matter 

tf  fafl~ Matter  of  faft !  Very  prettv  ;  it  feems  then 

1  am  conducing  to  my  own  cuckoltiom. ;  why  this  is  the 
very  traiterous  pofition  of  taking  up  arms  by  my  au- 
thority, againft  my  perfon  !  Well,  let  me  fee — 'J'ilt 
tien  llanguijb  in  txfcfiatio*  of  niy  adored  (banner. 

/>?/»£  Ned.  Carelefs, 

Cads-bud,  would  that  were  matter  of  fact  too.  Thou 
Judas  Maccabeut,  and  Ifcariot  both.  O  friendftiip  ! 
What  art  thou  but  a  name  ?  Henceforth  let  no  man 
that  is  married  take  a  friend  into  the  bofom  of  his  fa- 
mily !  for  if  he  does — O  we  know  what  will  follow 
from  the  example  of  Sir  Paul  Plyant,  and  his  bofom 
friend  Ned  Carelefs.  O  my  lady,  have  I  for  this  beea 
pinion'd  night  after  night  ibr  three  years  pail  r  Havs  I 
been  fwath'd  in  blankets  'till  I  have  been  even  depriv'd 
of  motion  ?  Have  I  approach'd  the  marriage  bed  with 
reverence  as  to  »  facred  Ihrine,  '  and  deny'd  myfelf  the 
'  enjoyment  of  lawful  and  domeftick  pleafures  to  pre- 
'  ferveits  purity,  and  mud  I  now  find  it  polluted  by  fo- 
*  reign  iniquity  ?'  O  my  lady  Ply  ant  r  you  were  chaite 

as  ice,  but  you  are  melted  now,  and  falle  as  water, 

But  Providence  has  been  conftant  to  me  in  difcovering 
this  conspiracy  \.  ftill  I  am  beholden  to  Providence,  if  it 
were  not  for  Providence,  fure,  poor  Sir  Paul,  thy  heart 
would  break. 

Enter  Lady  Plyant. 

L.  P.  So,  fir,  I  fee  you  have  read  the  letter Well 

now,  Sir  Paul,  what,  do  you  think  of  your  friend  Care- 
U/s  ?  Has  he  been  treacherous,  or  did  you  give  his  in- 
iolence  a  licence  to  make  trial  of  your  wl-fe's  fufpedled 
virtue?  D'ye  fee  here?  [Snatches  tbehiter  as  in  anger.] 
~ 
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Look,  read  it  ?  Gad's  my  life  if  I  thought  it  were  fo,  I 
would  this  moment  renounce  all  communication  with 
you.  Ungrateful  monfter  !  He?  Is  ufo  :  Ay,  I  fee  it, 
a  plot  upon  my  honour,  your  guilty  cheeks  confefs  it: 
Oh  where  mall  wrong'd  virtue  fly  for  reparation!  I'll  be 
divorced  this  inftant. 

Sir  Paul.  Gads-bud  what  (hall  I -fay.?   Tliw  Js    the 
flrangeft  furprize  !  Why  I  don't  know  any  thing  -t  *,ii, 
nor  1  don't  know  whether  there   be  any  thing  ft 
the  world,  or  no. 

L.  P.  I  thought  I  mould  try  you,  falfe  man.  I  that 
never  diflembled  in  my  life  :  yet  to  make  trial  of  you> 
pretended  to  like  that  monfter  of  iniquity,  Canty, 
and  found  out  that  contrivance  to  let  you  fee 'this  letter  ; 

which  now  I  find  was  of  your  own  inditing 1   do, 

iiearhen,  I  do,  fee  my  face  no  more;  I'll  be  divorced 
prefejitly. 

Sir  Paul.  O  flrange,  what  will  become  cf  me  ! — I'm 
fo  amaz'd,  and  fo  overjoy'd,  fo  afraid,  and  fo  forry. 
——But  did  yea  give  me  this  letter  on  purpofe,  he? 
Did  von? 

L.'  P.  Did  I?  Do  you  doubt  me,  Turk,  Saracen?  I 
nave  a  ccufir.  that's  a  proctor  in  the  commons,  I'll  50 
to  him  inltantly.- 

Sir  Pa;tL  Hold,  (lay,  I  befeech  your  ladyfhip Tm 

fo  overjoy'd,  flay,   I'll  confefs  all. 

L.  P.  What  will  you  confefs,  Jew  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Why  now  as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  I  had  no 
hand  in  this  letter Nay  I  ear  me,  I  befeech  your  la- 
ds thip  :  the  devil  take  me  now  if  he  did  not  go  beyond 

my  commiffion If  I  defired  him  to  do  anymore  than 

ipeak  a  good  word  only  juft  for  me  ;  gads-lwd  only  for 
poor  Sir^Paul,  I'm  an  Anabaptift,  or  a  Jew,  or  whi-.t  \  ou 
pleafe  to  call  me. 

L.  P.  Why  is  not  here  matter  of  faft? 

Sir  Paul,  Ay,  but  by  your  own  virtue  and  continancy 
chat  matter  of  fad  is  all  his  own  doing — I  confefs  I  lu«i 
i  great  defire  to  have  fome  honours  conferred  upon  me, 
which  lie  all  in  your  ladyftiip's  breaft,  and  he  being  a. 

wcll-fpoken  man,  I  defired  him  to  intercede  for  me. 

C4  L.  P. 
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L.  P.  Did  you  fo,  prefumption  !  Oh  !  he  comes,  the 
Tarquitt  comes  ;  I  cannot  bear  his  fight.  [Exit. 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Sir  Paul,  I'm  glad  I've  met  with  you,  'gad  I 
have  faid  all  I  could,  but  can't  prevail — Then  my  friend- 
fhip  to  you  has  carry'd  me  a  little  farther  in  this  mat- 
ter  

Sir  Paul.  Indeed— Well  fir— I'll  diffemble  with  him 
a  little.  [Afde. 

Care.  Why  faith  I  have  in  my  time  known  honeft 
gentlemen  abufed  by  a  pretended  coynefs  in  their  wives, 
and  I  had  a  mind  to  try  my  lady's  virtue — And  when  I 
could  not  prevail  for  you,  't;ad  I  pretended  to  be  in 
love  myfelf — but  all  in  vain,  fhs  would  not  hear  a  word 
upon  that  fubjeft  :  then  I  writ  a  letter  to  her  ;  I  don't 
know  what  effects  that  will  have,  but  I'll  be  fure  to  tell 
you  when  I  do,  tho'  by  this  light  I  believe  her  virtue  is 
impregnable. 

Sir  Paul.  O  Providence !  Providence !  What  difco- 
veriea  are  here  made?  Why,  this  is  better  and  more 
miraculous  than  the  reft. 

Care .  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sir  Paul.  I  can't  tell  you,  I'm  fo  overjoy' d  ;  come  a- 
long  with  me  to  my  lady,  I  can't  contain  myfelf;  come 
my  dear  friend. 

Care.  So,  fo,   fo,  this  difficulty's   over.  [AJtde. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  MeHefont  aw^Mafkwell,  from  different  doors. 

Mel.  Majk--well!  I  have  been  looking  for  you — 'tis 
within  a  quarter  of  eight. 

Majk.  My  lady  is  jufl  gone  into  my  lord's  clofet,  you 
had  belt  fteal  into  her  chamber  before  fhe  comes,  and 
lie  concealed  there,  otherwife  fhe  may  lock  the  door 
when  we  are  together,  and  you  not  eafily  get  in  to  fur- 
prize  us. 

Mel.  He  !   You  fay  true. 

Majk.  You  had  belt  make  hafle,  for  after  flic  has  made 
fome  apology  to  the  company  for  her  own,  and  my 
lord's  abfcnceall  this  while,  fhe'll  retire  to  herchamfrer 
inflantly. 

^  Me/. 


THE    DOUBLE;   pEAL.E.R.      Vj7 

Mel.  I  go  this  moment  :   now  fortune  \  d-ofy-tjiee.. 

.'  I*V'- 

Majk.  I  confefs  you   may  be  aljow'd  to  be'fecure  in 
your  own  opinion  ;  the   appearance  js  vjery  fair,    but  I 
have  an  after-game  to  play   that  ft)  all  turn  the  tables, 
and  here  comes  the  man  that  I  mult  manage. 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 

Ld.  T.  Mafi--well,  you  are  the  man  I  wifli'd  to  meet. 

Majk  .  I  am  happy  to  be  in  the  way  of  your  i  J.i-dihig's 
commands. 

Ld.  T.  I  have  always  found  you  prudent  and  careful 
in  any  thing  that  has  concern'd  me  or  my  family. 

Majk.  I  were  a  villain  elfe  —  I  r.m  bound  by  duty  and 
gratitude,  and  my  own  inclination,  to  be  ever  your 
lordfhip's  fervant. 

Ld.  7".  Enough  -  Yon  are  my  friend;  I  know  it: 
yet  there  has  been  a  thing  in  your  knowledge,  which 
has  concern'd  me  nearly,  that  you  have  conceal'd  from. 


.  My  lorJ  ! 

Ld.  T.  Nay,Iexcufe  your  friendship  to  my  unnatural 
nephew  thus  far  -  But  I  .know  you  have  been  privy  to 
his  impious  deilgns  upon  my  wife.  This  ev'ning  iha 
has  told  me  all  :  her  good-nature  conceal'd  it  as  long  as 
was  poflible  ;  but  he  perfeveres  fo  in  villainy,  that  ihe 
has  told  me  even  you  were  weary  of.  difluading  him., 
'  though  you  have  once  actually  hindered  him  from 
'  forcing  her.' 

Mdjk.  I  am  forry,  my  lord,  I  can't  make  you  an  an- 
fvver  ;  this  is  an  occafion  in  which  I  would  not  willingly 
be  filent. 

Ld.  CT.  I  know  you  would  excufe  him  —  And  I  know 
as  well  that  you  can't. 

Mujt:.  Indeed  1  was  in  hopes  it  had  been  a  youthful 
heat  that  might  have  foon  boil'd  over  ;  but 

Ld.  T.  Say  on. 

Mask.  I  have  nothing  more  to  fay,  my  lord  -  but 
to  exprefs  my  concern  j  for  I  think  his  frenzy  increafes 
daily. 

Ld.  T.  How!  Give  me  but  proof  of  it,  ocular  proof, 
C  5  that 
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that  I  may  juftify  my  dealing  with  him  to  the  world, 
^and  mare  my  fortunes.  v  ^ 

Mask.  O   my  lord!    confider  thnx  is  hard:  befides, 
time  may  work  upon  him  :  then,  for  me  to  do  it !  I  have. 
-  profefs'd  an  everlafting  friendifcip  to  him. 

Ld.  <T.   He  is  your' friend,  and  what  am  I? 

Mask.  I  am  anfwered. 

Ld.  T.  Fear  not  his  difpleafure  ;  I  will  put  you  out  of 
his,  and  fortune's  power,  and  for  that  thou  art  fcrupu- 
loufly  honeft,  I  will  fecure  thy  fidelity  to  him,  and  give- 
my  honour  never  to  own  any  difcovery  that  you  mall 
make  me.  Can  you  give  me  a  demonftrative  proof? 
fpeak. 

Mask.  I  wifh  I  could  not To  be  plain,  my  lord,  I 

intended  this  ev'ning  to  have  tryrd  all  arguments  todil- 
fuade  him  from  a  defign,  which  I  fufpedl ;  and  if  I  had 
not  fucceeded,  to  have  informed  your  lordfhip  of  what 
J  knew. 

Ld.  7".  I  thank  you.     What  is  the  villain's  purpofe i 

Mask.  He  has  own'd  nothing  to  me  of  late,  and  what 
I  mean  now,  is  only  a  bare  fufpicion  of  my  own.  If 
your  lordfliip  will  meet  me  a  quarter  of  an  hour  hence 
there,  in  that  lobby  by  my  lady's  bid-chamber,  I  IhalL 
be  able  to  tell  you  more. 

Ld.  r.  I  will. 

Mask.  My  duty  to  your  lordfhip  makes  me  do  a  fe- 
vere  piece  of  juftice 

Ld.  <T.  I  will  be  fecret,  and  reward  your  horcfty  be- 
yond your  hopes.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  Opening,  Jheivt  Lady  TouchwoodV  Chamber. 

Mellcfont  Solus. 
Pray   Heav'n  my  aunt   keep   touch   with   her   aflig- 

nation. Oh  that  her  lord  were  but  fweating  behind 

this  hanging,  with  the  expectation  of  what  1  /hall  Ice 
— Hift,  fhe  comes— Little  does  (he  think  what  a  mine 
is  juft  ready  to  fpring  under  her  feet.  But  to  my  port. 

[Goes  behind  the  hangings. 
Enter  Lady  Touchwood. 

L.  T.  'Tis  eight  o'clock  :  methinks  I  mould  have 
found  him  hoe.  Who  decs  not  prevent  the  honr  of 

love, 
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'Ibve,  out-  flays  the  time;  for  to  be  duly  punctual,  is  too 
flow,  —  I  was  accusing  you  of  negleft. 


Mask.  I  confefs  you  do  reproach  me  when  *f  fee  you 
here  before  me  ;  but  'tis  fit  I  Ihould  be  ftill  behind  hand; 
Hill  to  be  more  and  more  indebted  to  your  gpodnefs. 

L.  T.  You  can  excufe  a  fault  too  well,  net  to  have 
been  to  b!ame  —  A  ready  anfwer  fhevys  you  v.vre  pje- 
par'd. 

Mask  .  Guilt  is  ever  at  a  lofs,  and  confufion  waits  upon 
it;  when  innocence  and  bold  truth  are  always  ready  ..foi 
expreffion  - 

L.  T.  Not  in  love  ;  words  arc  the  weak  fupport  of 
cold  indifference  ;  love  has  no  language  to  be  heard., 

Mask.  Excefs  of  joy  has  made  me  Itupid  ?  Thus  may 
my  lips  be  ever  clos'd.  [Kffis  her.]  And  thus  --  '  Oh 
'  who  would  not  lofe  his  fpeech,  upon  condition  to  have 
4  joys  above  it  ?' 

L.  T.  Hold,  let  me  lock  the  door  firft. 

(Goes  to  the  Jqor. 

Mask.  {AJide.~\  That  T  believ'd  ;  'twas  well  I  left  jthe 
mivate  pallage  open.  .  ,  ^ 

L.  T.  So,  that's  fafe.  ,  i 

Mask.  And  fo  may  all  your  pleafures  be,  and  feqret  as 
-.hi.-<  kifs  - 

Mel.  Andmayall  treachery  be  thus  difcover'd. 

[L<ajs  cut. 

L.   r.  Ah  !  [Sbriph. 

Mel   Villain  !  [Offers  to  draw. 

Mask,  Nay  then,  there's  but  one  way.  "  [Runs  out. 
.  Mel.  Say  you  fo,  were  you  provided  for  an  efcape  ? 
Hold  madam,  you  have  no  more  holes  for  your  efcape  ; 
1  ftand  between  you  and  this  fally-port. 

L.  T.  Shame  grief  and  ruin  haunt  thee  for  this  deceit, 
Oh  !  I  could  rack  myfelf,  play  the  vulture  to  iny  own 
heart,  and  gnaw  it  peace  meal,  for  not  boding  to  me 
this  misfortune.. 

Mel.  Be  patient.  - 

L.  T.  Patient  !  V.! 

3/f.'.  Confiderl  have  you  oq  the  hook  ;.  you  wilLbut 
C  6  .       flounder 
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flounder  yourfelf  a-wcary,  and  be  neverthelefs  my  pri" 
Toner. 

L.  T.  I'll  hold  my  breath  and  die,  but  I'll  be  free. 

Mel.  C  madam,  have  a  care  of  dying  unprepar'd,  I 
doubt  you  have  fome  unrepented  fins  that  may  hang-  hea- 
vy, and  retard  your  flight. 

L.  T.  O !  what  mail  I  do  ?  fay  ?  Whither  mall  I  turn  ? 
'  Has  hell  no  remedy  ? 

'  Mel.  None,  hell  has  ferv'd  you  ev'n  as  Heav'n  has 
'  done,  left)  oa  to  yourfelf. --You're  in  a  kind  of  Erafmus's 
*  paradife  ;  yet  if  you  pleafe  you  may  make  it  a  purga- 
'  tory ;  and  with  a  little  penance  and  my  abfolution, 
'  all  this  may  turn  to  good  account.' 
t  L.  y.  [4J&*]  Hold  in  my  paiiion,  and  fall,  fall  a 
little  thou  iwclling  heart ;  let  me  have  fome  intermiSon 
of  this  rage,  and  one  minute's  coolnefs  to  diU'emble. 

[Sbt  weeps. 

Mel.  You  have  been  to  blame. 1  like  thofe  tears, 

and  hope  they  are  of  the  pure  it  kind. — Peui.ential  tears. 

L.  v  .  O  the  fcene  was  miffed  quick  before  me — I  had 
not  time  to  think — I  was  furpri'/ed  to  fee  a  monftcr  in 
the  glafs,  and  now  I  find  it  is  myfelf;  can  you  have  mer- 
cy to  forgive  the  faults  I  have  imagin'd,  but  never  put 

in  pra&ice O  confider,  confuier  how  fatal  you  have 

been  to  me,  you  have  already  lull'*  the  quiet  of  this  liiv. 
The  love  of  you  was  the  nrft  wand'ring  fire  that  e'er 
mifled  my  fteps,  and  while  I  had  only  that  in  view,  I 
was  betray'd  into  unthought  of  v,  ays  of  ruin. 

Mel.  May  I  believe  this,  true  : 

L.  T.  O  be  not  cruelly  incredulous How  can  you 

doubt  thefe  ftreaming  eyes  ?  Keep  the  feverdt  eye  o'er 
all  my  future  conduct  :  and  if  I  once  relapfe,  let  me  not 
hope  forgivenefs,  'twill  ever  be  in  your  power  to  ruin 
me — My  lord  mall  fign  to  vour  delircs  ;  I  will  myfelf 
create  you  happinefs,  and  Cynthia  (hall  be  this  night 
your  bride — Do  but  conceal  my  failings,  and  fcrgive. 

Mel.  Upon  fuch  terms,   I  will  ever  be  your's  in  evr'y 
honed  way. 
Maflcwell</o/>/y  introduces  Lord  Touchwood,  and  retires . 

Ma:k.  I  have  kept  my  word,  he's  here,  but  I  mult 
not  bt- iecn. 
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Ld.  7*.  Hell  and  amazement,  flic's  in  tears. 

L.  T.  [Kneeling.']  Eternal  bleffings  thank  you — 
Ha  !  my  lord  lilt'ning  !  O  fortune  has  o'erpaid  me  all, 
all !  all's  my  own  !  [d/tde. 

2>lel.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  rife. 

L.  T.  {Aloud.}  Never,  never  !  I'll  grow  to  the  ground, 
be  buried  quick  beneath  it,  ere  I'll  be  confenting  to  fo 
damn'd  a  fin  as  inceft!  uaacural  incefl ! 

Mel.  Hu! 

L.  T.  O  cruel  man,  will  you  not  let  me  go — I'll  for- 
give all  that's  paft — O  Heav'n,  you  will  not  ravim  me  ! 

Mel.  Corfu iion  ! 

Ld.  T.  Moniter,  dog  !  your  life  (hall  anfwer  this 

[Draws  ana  runs  at  Mel.  is  held  by  Lady  Touchwood. 

L.  T.  O  '  Heav'ns '  my  Lord  !  Hold,  hold,  for 
mercy's  fake ! 

Mel.  Confufion,  my  uncle  !  O  the  curs'd  forcerefs. 

L.  T.  Moderate  \  our  rage,  good  my  lord  !  He's  mad, 
alas  he's  mad — Indeed  he  is,  my  Lord,  and  knows  not 
what  he  does — See  how  wild  he  looks. 

Mel.  By  Heav'n  'twere  fenfelefs  not  to  be  mad,  and 
fee  fuch  witchcraft. 

L.  T.  My  Lord,  yeu  hear  him,  he  talks  idly.     , 

Ld.  T.  Hence  from  my  fight,  thou  living  infamy  to 
my  name  ;  when  next  I  fee  that  face,  I'll  write  villain 
in't  with  my  fword's  point. 

Mel.  Now,  by  my  life,  I  will  not  go  'till  I  have  made 
known  my  wrongs — Nay,  'till  I  have  made  known  yours, 
which  (if  pcfiible)  are  greater — though  fne  has  all  the 
holt  of  hell  her  ferv&nts. 

L.  7*.  Alas  he  raves!  talks  very  poetry.  For  Heav'nV 
fake,  away  my  Lord,  he'll  either  tempt  you  to  extrava- 
gance, or  commit  fome  hlmfelf. 

Mel.  Death  and  furies,  will  you  not  hear  me  ? — Why' 
by  Heav'n  (he  laughs,  grins,  points  at  you,  makes  you-- 
her  mark  of  infult  and  derifion  ! 

[&  Jhe  is  going  /he  turns  back  and  fmiles  at  hi  fit. 

Ld.  T.  1  fear  he's  mad  indeed — Let's  fend  Af«sfave/f 
to  him. 

MiL  Send  him  to  her. 

I  ' 
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L.  7*.  Come,  come,  good  jny  Lord,  my  heart  akes  fo 
I  fnall  faint  if  I  ftay.  (Exeunt  Lord  aWLady  Touchwood. 

A/f/.  O  I  could  curfe  my  ftars,.fate,  a«ul  chance;  all 
caufes  and  accidents  of  fortune  in  this  life  !  But  to  what 
purpofe  ?  Yet,  'fdeath  for  a  man  to  have  the  fruit  of  all 
his  induftry  grow  full  and  ripe,  ready  to  drop  into  his 
mouth,  and  juit  when  he  holds  out  his  hand  to  gather  it 
to  have  a  fudden  whirlwind  come,  tear  up  tree  and  all, 
and  bear  away  the  very  root  and  foundation  of  his  hopes; 
What  temper  can  contain  ?  They  talk  of  fending 
Maskwell  to  me  ;  I  never  had  more  need  of  him — But 
what  can  he  do?  Imagination  cannot  form  a  fairer  and 
more  plaufible  defign  than  this  of  his  which  has  mifcar- 
ried — O  my  precious  aunt,  I  ftiall  never  thrive  without 
I  deal  with  the  devil  or  another  woman. 

Women  like  flames,  have  a  dtftroying  po-vSr, 

Nier  to  be  quench '</,  *  till  they  them/elves  devour.  [Exit. 


A     C     T       V. 
Enter  Lady  Touchwood  and  Maflcwell. 

L.  r.  \T7AS'Tnotlucky? 

W  Mask.  Lucky!  Fortune  is  your  own,  and 
'tis  her  intereft  fo  to  be  ;  '  by  Heav'n'  I  believe  you  can 
controll  her  pow'r,  and  (he  fears  it ;  though  chance 
brought  my  lord,  'twas  your  own  art  that  turnM  it  to 
advantage. 

L.  T.  'Tis  true,  it  might  have  been  my  ruin — —But 
yonder's  my  lord,  I  believe  he's  coming  to  find  you;  I'll 
not  be  feen.  [Exit. 

Mask.  So  ;  Idurft  not  own  my  introducing  my  lord, 
though  it  fucceeded  well  for  her,  for  (he  would  have  fuf- 
pefted  a  defiga  which  I  fhould  have  been  purr.led  to 
excufe.  My  lord  is  thoughtful — I'll  be  fo  too  ;  yet  he 
fhall  know  my  thoughts ;  or  think  he  does 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 

Mask.  What  have  J  done  I 
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Ld.  r.  Talking  to  himfelf ! 

Mask.  'T\vas  honeft — and  mall  I  be  rewarded  for  it  ? 
No  ?  'twas  honeft,  therefore  I  (han't ; — Nay,  rather  there- 
fore I  ought  not ;  for  it  rewards  itfelf. 

Ld.  T.  Unequal 'd  virtue; 

Mask.  But  ihould  it  be  known  !  then  I  have  loft  "a 
friend  !  He  was  an  ill  man,  and  I  have  gain'd  ;  for  half 
myfelfl  lent  him,  and  that  I  have  recall'd ;  fo  I  have 
ferved  myfelf,  and  what  is  yet  better,  I  have  ferved  a 
worthy  lord  to  whom  I  owe  myfelf. 

Ld.'r.  Excellent  man  !  [Afide. 

Mask.  Yet  I  am  wretched — O  there  is  a  fecret  burns 
within  this  bread,  which  fhouldit  once  blaze  forth,  would 
ruin  all,  confume  my  honeft  character,  and  brand  me 
with  the  name  of  villain. 

Ld.  r.  Ha  ! 

Mask.  Why  do  I  love!  Yet  Heav'n  and  my  waking- 
confcience  are  my  witnefles,  I  never  gave  one  working 
thought  a  vent;  which  might  difcoverthat  Jlov'd,  nor  ever 
muft;  no,  let  it  prey  upon  my  heart ;  for  I  would  rather 
die,  than  feem  once,  barely  feem,  difhoneft  : — O,  fliould 
it  once  be  known  I  love  fair  Cynthia,  all  this  that  I  have 
done,  would  look  l:ke  rival's  malice,  falfe  friendfhip  to 
my  lord,  and  bafe  felf-intereft.  Let  me  perifh  firft,  and 
from  this  hour  avoid  all  fight  and  fpeech,  and,  if  I  can, 
all  thought  of  that  pernicious  beauty.  Ha  !  but  what  is 
my  diilraftion  doitiy  ?  I'm  wildly  talking  to  myfelf, 
and  fome  ill  chance  might  have  directed  malicious  ears 
this  way.  [Seems  to  ft  art,  feeing  my  Lord. 

Ld.  *f.  Start  not — let  guilty  and  difhoneft  fouls  ftart 
at  the  revelation  of  their  thoughts,  but  be  thou  fix'd,  as 
is  thy  virtue. 

Mask.  I  ain  confounded  and  beg  your  lordfhip's  par- 
don for  thofe  free  difcourfes  which  I  have  had  with  mv- 
felf. 

Ld.7".  Come,  I  beg  your  pardon  that  I  over-heard  you, 
and  yet  it  (hall  not  need — Honeft  Maskivtll !  thy  and  my 

good  genius  led  me  hither Mine,  in  that  I  have  dif- 

cover'dfo  much  manly  virtue;  thine,  in  that  thon  malt  have 
due  reward  of  all  thy  wo/th.  Give  me  thy  hand — my 

nephew 
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nephew  is  the  alone  remaining  branch  of  all  our  ancient 
family  ;  him  I  thus  blow  away,  and  conilitute  thee  in 
his  room  to  be  my  heir 

Mask.  Now  fate  forbid 

Ld.  T,  No  more — I  have  refolv'd — The  writings  are 
naJy  drawnr  and  wanted  nothing  but  to  be  fign'd,  and 
have  his  name  infcrted — Your's  will  fill  the  blank  as  well 

1  will  have  no  reply — Let  me  command  this  time  ; 

for  'tis  the  laft,  in  which  I   will  affume  authority 

hereafter,  you  mall  rule  where  I  have  power. 

Mask.   I  humbly  would  petition. — 

Ld.  T.  Is't  for  yourfelf  ? — [Mafk.  fau/es.]  I'll  hear  of 
nought  for  any  body  elfe. 

Mask.  Theft,  witnefs  Heav'n,  for  me,  this  wealth  and 
honour  was  not  of  my  feeking,  nor  would  I  build  my 
fortune  on  another's  ruin  :  I  had  but  one  defire 

Ld.  T.  Thou  malt  enjoy  it If  all  Pm  worth  in 

wealth  or  intereft  can  purchafe  Cynthia,  fhe  is  thine — — 
I'm  fure  Sir  Paul's  confent  will  follow  fortune;  I'll 
quickly  mew  him  which  way  that  is  going. 

Mask.  You  opprefs  me  with  bounty ;  my  gratitude  is 
weak,  and  fhrinks  beneath  the  weight,  and  cannot  rife  to 
thank  you — What,  enjoy  my  love!  fgrgive  the  tranf- 
ports  of  a  bleflirg  fo  unexpected,  fo  unhop'd  for,  fo  un- 
thought  of! 

Ld.  7".  I  will   confirm  it,  and  rejoice  with  thee. 

[Exif. 

Mask.  This  is  profp'rous  indeed — Why  let  him  find  me 
out  a  villain,  fettled  in  pofTefiion  of  a  faireilate,  and  full 
fruition  of  my  love,  I'll  bear  the  railings  of  a  lofing 

gamefter But  mou'd  he  find  me  out  before !  'tis 

dangerous    to    delay Let   me    think 

fhou'd  my  lord  proceed  to  treat  openly  of  my  marriage 
with  Cynthia,  all  muft  be  difcover'd,  and  Mellefont  can. 

be  no  longer  blinded. It   muft  not  be  ;   nay, 

Ihou'd  my  lady  know  it'  — ay,  then  were  fine  work 

indeed  !  Her  fury  wou'd  fpare  nothing,  tho'  fhe  involv'd 

herfclf  in  ruin.     No,  it  muft  be  by   ftratagem 1. 

muft  deceive  Mellefont  once  morej  and  get  my  lord  to 
confent  to  my  private  management.  He  comes  oppor- 
tunely——— Now  will  I,  in  my  old  way,  difcover  the 

whole 
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whole  and  real  truth  of  the  matter  to  him,   that  he  may 
not  fufpedl  one  word  on't. 

No  Mask  like  open  truth  to  ewer  lies, 

As  to  go  naked  is  the  bejl  difguiTe. 

Enter  Mellefont. 

Mel.  O  Mask'well,  what  hopes  ?  I  am  confounded  in  a 
maze  of  thoughts,  each  leading  into  another,  and  all  end- 
ing in  perplexity.  My  uncle  will  net  hear  nor  fee  me. 

Mask.  No  matter,  fir,  don't  trouble  your  head,  all's 
in  my  power. 

Mel.  How  ?  For  HeavVs  fake  ? 

Mask.  Little  do  you  think  that  your  aunt  has  kept  her 
word. — How  the  devil  (he  wrought  my  lord  into  this  do- 
tage, I  know  not ;  but  he's  gone  to  Sir  Paul  about  my 
marriage  with  Cynthia,  and  has  appointed  me  his  heir. 

Mel.  The  devil  he  has !  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Mask.  I  have  it,  it  muft  be  by  ftratagem  ;  for  it's  in 
vain  to  make  application  to  him.  I  think  I  have  that  in 
my  head  that  cannot  fail :  Where's  Cynthia  ? 

Mel.  In  the  garden. 

Mask.  Let  us  go  and  confult  her,  my  life  for  your's, 
I  cheat  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

Inter  Lord  and  Lady  Touchwood. 

L.  T.  Masknjuell  your  heir,    and  marry  Cynthia  ! 

Ld.  7*.  I  cannot  do  too  much  for  fo  much  merit. 

L.  T.  But  this  is  a  thing  of  too  great  moment  to  be  fo 
fuddenly  refolv'd.  Why  Cynthia  ?  Why  muft  he  be  mar- 
ry'd  ?  Is  there  not  reward  enough  in  raifing  his  low  for- 
tune, but  he  muft  mix  his  blood  with  mine,  and  wed  my 
niece  ?  How  know  you  that  my  brother  will  con frnt,  or 
me  ?  Nay,  he  himfelf  perhaps  may  have  fome  affec- 
tions otherwhere. 

Ld.  7".  No,  I  am  convinc'd  he  loves  her. 

L.  T.  Mask'well,  love  Cynthia,  impoffible  ! 

Ld.  <T.  I  tell  you,  he  confefs'd  it  to  me. 

L.  T.  Confuiion  !  how's  this  !  [Aftde. 

Ld.  T.  His  humility  long  ftifled  his  paflion  :  and  his 
love  of  Mdlcfcnt  would  have  made  him  ftill  conceal  it, — 
But  by  encouragement,  I  wrung  the  fecrct  from  him; 
and  know  he's  noway  to  be  rewarded  but  with  her.  I'll 
Hefer  my  farther  proceedings  in  it,  'till  you  have  con- 
tler'd  it ;  but  remember  how  we  are  both  indebted  to  him. 

[Exit. 
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L.  7.  Both  indebted  to  him!  Yes,  we  are  both  in- 
debted to  him,  if  you  knew  all ;  villain  !  Oh,  I  am  wild 
with  this  furprize  of  treachery  :  It  is  impoflible,  it  can- 
rot  be. — He  love  Cynthia  !  What  have  I  been  aflifting 
to  hisdefigns,  his  property  only,  '  a  baiting  place!'  Now 

I  fee  what  made  him  falfe  to  Mellcfont, Shame  and 

•diflratfion  !  I  cannot  bear  it :  c  oh!  what  woman  can  bear 
'  to  be  a  property?  To  be  kindled  to  a  flame,  only  to 

*  light  him  to  another's  arms ;  oh  !   that  I  were  fire   in- 
4  deed,  that  I  might  burn  the  vile  traitor.'     What  mail 

I  do?  How   mall    I  think?  I  cannot   think, 

All  my  defigns  are  loir,   my  love  unfated,    my  revenge 
unfinifh'd,  and  freih  caufe  of  fury  from  tin  thought  of 
plagues. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  Plyant. 

Sir  Paul.  Madam,  filter,  my  lady  fitter,  did  you  fee 
my  lady  my  wife ! 

L.  r.  O  Torture  ! 

Sir  Paul.  Gads-bud,  I  carr't  find  her  high  nor  low  ;• 
where  can  me  be,  think  you  ? 

L.  7".  Where  {he's  ferving  you,  as  all  your  fex  ought  to 
be  ferv'd  ;  making  you.  a  beaft.  Don't  you  know  that 
you're  a  fool,  brother  ? 

Sir  Paul.  A  fool  ;  he,  he,  he  !  you're  merry — No,  no, 
r.ot  I,  I  know  no  fuch  matter. 

L.  T.  Why  then  you  don't  know  half  your  happi- 
nefs. 

Sir  Paul  That's  a  jeft  with  all  my  heart,  faith  and 

troth. But  hark'ye,  my  lord  told  me  fomething  of  a 

revolution  of  things ;  I  don't  know  what  to  make  on't 

•"  — Gads-bud,  I  muft  confult  my  wife, he  talks 

of  difinheriting  his  nephew  ;  and  I  don't  knoxv  what, — 
look  you,  fitter,  I  mult  know  what  my  q-irl  has  to  trull 
to  ;  or  not  a  fyllable  of  a  wedding,  gads-bud — '  to  ihew 

*  you  that  I  anr  not  a  fool.' 

L.  7.  Hear  me;  confent  to  the  breaking  off  this  mar- 
riage, and  the  promoting  any  other,  without  conlulting 
me,  and  I'll  renounce  all  blood,  all  relation  and  concern 

with  you  for  ever, nay,  I'll  be  you  enemy,    and 

purfue  you  to  deltru&ion,  I'll  tear  your  eyes  out,  and 
tread  you  under  my  feet. —  -  • 

Sir  Pauh 
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Sir  Paul.  Why,  what's  the  matter  now  r  Good  Lord, 
what's  all  this  for  .?  Pooh,  here's  a  joke  indeed — Why, 
where's  my  wife  ? 

L.  T.  With  Careleft,  fool  !  moft  likely. 
Sir  Paul.   O,  if  (he    be  with   Mr.  Cartlefs,  'tis   well 
enough. 

.  L.  T.  Fool,  fot,  infenfible  ox!  but  remember  whac 
J  faid  to  you,  or  you  had  better  fee  my  face  no  more  ; 
by  this  light  you  had. 

Sir  Paul.  You're  a  paflionate woman,  gads-bud,— '• — 
But  to  fay  truth,  all  our  family  are  cholerick ;  t  am  the 
only  peaceable  perfon  amongit  'em.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mellefont,   Mafkwell  and  Cynthia. 
Mel.  I  know  no  other  way  but  this  he  has  propos'd  ; 
if  you  have  love  enough  to  run  the  venture. 

Cynt.  I  don't  know  whether  I  have  love  enough—- 
but I  find  I  have  obftinacy  enough  to  purfue  whatever  I 
have  once  refolv'd  ;  and  a  true  female  courage  to  oppofe 
any  thing  that  refills  my  will,  tho'  'twere  reafon  itlelf. 

Mask.  That's  right, Well,  I'll  fecure  the  writings, 

and  run  the  hazard  along  with  you. 

Cynt.  Rut  bow  can  the  coach  and  ice  horfes  be  got 
ready  without  fufpicion  ? 

Mask.  Leave  it  to  my  care  ;-  that  mail  be  fo  far  from 
being  fufpecled,  thas  it  mail  be  got  ready  by  my  lord's 
own  order. 
Mel.  How  ? 

Mask.  Why,  I  intend  to  tell  my  lord  the  whole  matter 
of  our  contrivance,  that's  my  way. 
Mel.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Mask.  Why,  I'll  tell  my  lord,  I  laid  this  plot  with 

you,  on  purpofe  to  betray  you;  and  that  which  put  me 

apon  it,  was,  the  finding  it  impoflible  to  gain  the  lady 

any  other  way,  but  in  the  hopes  of  her  marrying  you. — 

AM.  So  » 

Mask.  So,  why  fo,  while  you're  bufied  in  making  yonr- 
fell  ready,  I'll  wheedle  her  into  the  coach ;  and  intfead 
of  you,  borrow  my  lord's  chaplain,  and  fo  run  away  with. 
her  myfelf. 

Md.  Oh  !  I  conceive  you,  you'll  tell  him  fo  ? 
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Mask.  Tell  him  fo  !  ay,  why  you  don't  think  I  mean 
to  do  fo  ? 

Mel.  No,  no  !  ha,  ha  !  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not. 

Mask,  Therefore  forour  farther  fecurity,  1  would  have 

you  difguis'd  like  a  parfon,  that  if  my  lord  fhould  have 

curiofity  to  peep,  he  may  not  difcover  you  in  the  coach, 

but  think  the  cheat  is  carried  on  as  he  would  have  it. 

Mel.  Excel \ei\\.Mask<well !  thou  wert  certainly  meant  for 

a  flatefman  or  a  Jefuit, but  thou  art  too  honett 

for  one,  and  too  pious  for  the  other. 

Mask.  Well,  get  yourfelves  ready,  and  meet  me  in  half 
an  hour,  yonder  in  my  lady's  dref!ing-room  ;  '  go  by  the 
back  flairs,  and  fo  we  may  flip  down  without  being  ob- 
ferv'd.' — I'll  fend  the  chaplain  to  you  with  his  robes ;  I 

have  made  him  my  own, and  ordered  him  to  meet  us 

to-morrow  morning  at  St.  Albans ;  there  we  will  fum  up 
this  account,  to  all  our  fatisfa&ions. 

Mel.  Should  I  begin  to  thank  or  praife  thee,  I  mould 
wafte  the  little  time  we  have.  [Exif. 

Mask.  Madam,  you  will  be  ready  ? 

Cynt.  I  will  be  punctual  to  the  minute.  [Going. 

Mask.  Stay,  I  have  a  doubt — Upon  fecond  thoughts, 
we  had  better  meet  in  the  chaplain's  chamber  here,  the 
corner  chamber  at  this  end  of  the  gallery,  there  is  a  back 
way  into  it,  fo  that  you  need  not  come  through  this 

door and  a  pair  of  private  flairs  leading  down  to  the 

(tables'  It  will  be  more  convenient. 

Cynt.  I  am  guided  by  you, — but  Mellefonfw\\\  miflake. 

Mask.  No,  no,  I'll  after  him  immediately,  and  tell  him.. 

Cynt.  I  will  not  fail.  [Exit. 

Mask.  Why,  fuivult  decipi,  decipiatur . — 'Tis  no  fault 
of  mine,  I  have  told  'em  in  plain  terms,  how  eafy  'tis 
for  me  to  cheat  'em  ;  and  if  they  will  not  hear  the  fer- 
pent's  hifs,  they  muft  be  flung  into  experience,  and  fu- 
ture caution. Now  to  prepare  my  lord  to  con  fen  t  to 

this. But  firft  I  muft  inftrud  my  little  Levitc  j 

there  is  no  plot,  publick  or  private,  that  can  expecl:  to 
profper  without  one  of  them  has  a  finger  in't,  he  promi- 

fed  me  to  be  within  at  this  hour, Mr.  S>ygrace,  Mr. 

^  [Goes  to  the  chamber  door,  and  knocks. 
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$ayg.  [looking  out.]  Sweet  fir,  I  will  but  pen  the 
laft  line  of  an  acroftick,  and  be  with  you  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  ejaculation,  in  the  pronouncing  of  an  Ament 
or  before  you  can 

Mask.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Saygrace,  do  not  prolong  the 
time,  by  defcribing  to  me  the  fhortnefs  of  your  itay  ; 
rather  if  you  pleafe,  defer  the  finiihing  of  your  wit,  and 
let  us  talk  about  our  bufinefs,  it  fhall  be  tithes  in  your 
way. 

Sayg.  [Enters']  You  fhall  prevail,  I  would  treak  offin 
the  middle  of  a  fermon  to  do  you  a  pleafure. 

Mask.  You  could  not  do  me  a  greater, — except • 

the   bufinefs  in  hand Have  you  provided  a  habit 

for  Mellefont? 

Sayg.  I  have,  they  are  ready  in  my  chamber,  together 
with  a  ckan  ftarch'd  band  and  cuffs. 

Mask.   Good,  let  them  be  carry'd  to  him, have  you 

ftitch'd  the  gown  fleeve,  that  he  may   be  puzzled,  and 
wafle  time  in  putting  it  on  ? 

Sayg.  I  have;  the  gown  will  not  be  indued  without 
perplexity. 

Mask.  Meet  me  in  half  an  hour,  here  in  your  own 
chamber.  When  Cynthia  comes,  let  there  be  no  light, 
and  do  not  fpeak,  that  me  may  not  diftinguilh  you  from, 
Mtllrfont.  I'll  urge  haite,  to  excufe  your  filence. 

Sayg.  You  have  no  more  commands  ? 

Mask.  None,  your  text  is  fhort. 

Sa\g.  But  pithy,  and  I  will  handle  it  with  difcretion. 

Mask.  It  will  be  the  firfl  you  have  fo  ferv'd. 

[Exit  Saygrace. 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 

Ld.  T.  Sure  I  was  born  to  be  controlled  by  thofe  I 
mould  command  :  My  very  flaves  will  fhortly  give  me 
rules  how  I  fhall  govern  them. 

Mask.  I  am  concern'd  to  fee  your  lordfhip  difcom- 

Ld.  T.  Have  you  feen  my  wife  lately,  or  difoblig'd 
her? 

Mask.  No  my  lord.     What  can  this  mean  !      \_AJide. 
Ld.  T.  Then  Mtl/efonthzs  urgMfome  body  toincenfe 

her 


7»  -    THE    DOUBLE-DEALER^ 

her — Something  ihe  has  heard  of  you  which  carries  he: 
beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Mask.  This  I  fear'd.  [Afide.}  Did  not  your  lordfhip 
tell  her  of  the  honours  you  ddign'd  me  ? 

JLd.  r.  Yes. 

Mask.  'Tis  that ;  you  know  my  lady  has  a  high  fpi- 
rit,  Ihe  thinks  I  am  unworthy. 

Ld.  7*.  Unworthy!  'Tis  an  ignorant  pride  in  her  to 
think  fo  •  '  Honefty  to  me  is  true  nobility.  How- 

ever, 'tis  my  will  it  mall  be  fo,  and  that  fhou'd  be  con- 
vincing to  her  as  much  as  reafon  •  -By  Hcav'n, 
I'll  not  be  wife-ridden;  were  it  poifible,  it  ihould  be 
done  this  night. 

MasTt.  By  Heav'n  he  meets  my  wifhes.  \.AJide.'\  Pew 
things  are  impoflible  to  willing  minds. 

Ld.  T.  Inftruft  me  how  this  may  be  done,  you  mall 
fee  I  want  no  inclination. 

Mask.  I  had  laid  a  fmall  defign  for  to-morrow  (as 
love  will  be  inventing)  whkh  I  thought  to  communi- 
cate to  jour  lordmip  •  But  it  may  be  as  well  done 
to-night. 

Ld.  iT.  Here's  company— —Come  this  way,  and  tell 
me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carekfs  and  Cynthia. 

Care.  Is  not  that  he,  now  gone  out  with  my  lord  ? 

Cynt.  Yes. 

Care.  By  Heav'n  there's  treachery The  cenfufion 

that  I  faw  your  father  in,  my  Lady  Touchiuoed* s  paflion, 
with  what  imperfectly  I  over-heard  between  my  lord 
and  her,  confirm  me  in  my  fears.  Where's  Mellefont  ? 

Cynt.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Mellefont. 

Did  Maikwett  tell  you  any  thing  of  the  chap- 
lain's chamber  ? 

Mel.  No;  my  dear,  will  you  get  ready— —the  things 
arc  all  in  my  chamber  ;  I  want  nothing  but  the  habit. 

Care.  You  are  betray'd,  and  Maskiuell  is  the  villain 
J  always  thought  him. 

Cjnt.  When  you  were  gone,  he  faid  his  mind  was 
chang'd,  and  bio  me  meet  him  in  the  chaplain's  room, 

pretcading 
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pretending  immediately  to    follow  you,   and  give  you 
notice. 

Mel.  Howl 

Care.  There's  'Say-grace  tripping  by  with  a  bundle 

underhis  arm He  cannot  be  ignorant'that  Masknveli 

means  to  ufe  his  chamber ;  let's  follow  and  examine  him. 

Mel.  'Tis  lofsof  time 1  cannot  think  him  falfe. 

[Exit  Mellefont. 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 

Cynt.  My  lord  mufmg  ! 

Ld,  T.    He  has  a  quick  invention,  if  this  were  fud- 

denly  defign'd Yet   he  fays  he   had  prepar'd  my 

chaplain  already. 

>£j/nt.  How's  this !  Now  I  fear  indeed. 

Ld.  T.  Cynthia,  here !    Alone,  fair   coufin,   and  me- 
lancholy ? 

Cynt.  Your  lordihip  was  thoughtful. 

Ld.  7".  My  thoughts  were  on  ferious  bufinefs,  not 
worth  your  hearing. 

Cynt.  Mine  were  on  treachery  concerning  you,  and 
may  be  worth  your  hearing. 

Ld.  T.  Treachery  concerning  me  !  pray  be  plain— 
Harkl  Whatnoife! 


Mast.  \l1fitkin.~\  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 
L.  T.  [Within.}  No,  monfter !  Traitor  ! 
Cynt.  My  lady  and  Maskiuell !  this  may  be  lucb 


L.ynt.  My  Jady  and  Maskiuell .'  tnis  may  be  lucky  •  . 
My  lord,  let  me  in  treat  you  to  Hand  behind  this  fkreen, 
and  lillen  ;  perhaps  this  chance  may  give  you  proof  of 
what  you  ne'er  could  have  believ'd  from  my  fufpicions. 
Enter  Lady  Touchwood  luitb  a  dagger,  and  Malkwell  : 
Cynthia  and  Lord  Touchwood  HJIening. 

L.  T.  You  want  but  leifure  to  invent  frefli  falThood, 
and  footh  me  to  a  fond  belief  of  all  your  fiftipns  ;  but  I 
will  ftab  the  lye  that's  forming  in  your  heart,  and  fave 
a  fin,  in  pity  to  your  foul. 

Mask.  Strike  then—- -Since  you  will  have  it  fo. 

L.  T.  Ha!   A  fteady  villain  to  the  laft  ! 

Mask.  Come,  why  do  you  dally  with  me  thus? 

L.  T.  Thy  ftuhborn  temper  mocks  me,  and  you.knew 

it  would this  is  cunning  all,   and  not  courage;  nq 

I  know  the  well :  but  thou  (halt  mils  thy  aim. 

Mafi, 
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Mask.  Ha,  ka,  ha  ! 

L.  7*.  Ha  !  do  you  mock  my  rage  ?  Then  this  fliall 
punifli  your  fond,  ra(h  contempt !  Again  fmile  ! 

[Goes  tojlrike. 

And  fuch  a  fmile  as  fpeaks  in  ambiguity  ! 
Ten  th«ufand  meanings  lurk  in  each  corner  of  that 

various  face. 

O  !  that  they  were  written  in  thy  heart, 
That  I,  with  this,  might  lay  thee  open  to  my  fight ! 

But  then  'twill  be  too  late  to  know 

Thou  haft,  thou  haft  found  the  only  way  to  turn  my 
Rage;  too  well  thou  know'ft  my  jealous  foul  cou'd  never 
beat  uncertainty.  Speak  then,  and  tell  me — Yet  are 
you  filent?  Oh,  I  am  wilder'd  in  all  paffions  !  but  thus 
rty  anger  melts.  \Weeps.~\  Here,  take  this  poniard,  for 
my  very  fpirits  faint,  and  I  want  ftrength  to  hold  it,  thou 
haft  difarm'd  my  foul.  [Gives,  the  dagger. 

Ld.  7*.  Amazement  fhakes  me. — Where  will  this  end?' 

Majk.  So,'  tis  well let  your  wild  fury  have  a  vent  ? 

and  when  you  have  temper,  tell  me. 

L.  T.  Now,  now,  now  I  am  calm,  and  can  hear  you. 
'  Majk.  [J/tde.]  Thanks,  my  invention  ;  and  now   I 

have  it  for  you. Firrt  tell  me  what  urg'd  you  to  this 

violence  ?  For  your  paffion  broke  in  fuch  imperfeft  terms, 
that  yer  I  am  to  learn  thecaufe. 

L.  7*.  My  Lord  himfelf  furpriz'd  me  with  the  news, 

you  were  to  marry  Cynthia That  )ou  had  own'd  your 

love  to  him,  and  his  indulgence  would  affift  you  to  attain 
your  ends. 

•  Cynt.  How,  my  lord  ! 

•  Ld.  7".  Pray  forbear  all  refentments  for  a  while,  and 
4  'let  us  hear  the  reft.' 

Mask.  I  grant  you  in  appearance  all  is  true  ;  Ifeem'd 
confenting  to  my  lord ;  nay,  tranfported  with  the  blef- 
fmg But  could  you  think  that  I,  who  had  been  hap- 
py in  your  lov'd  embraces,  could  e'er  be  fond  of  an  in- 
ferior flavery  ? 

Ld.  7".  '  Ha !'  O  poifon  to  my  errs  !  what  do  I  hear  ! 
'  Cynt.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  forbear  refeutment,  let  us 
hear  it  out. 

Ld.  T. 


THE    DOUBLE    DEALER.         73 

Ld.  T.  Yes,  I  will  contain,  tho'  I  cou'd  burih 

Mask.  '  I  that  had  wan  ton 'd  in  the  rich  circle  of  your 
c  world  of  love,  cou'd  be  confin'd  within  the  puny  pro- 
*  vinceof  a  girl  ?'  No- Yet  tho' I  dote  on  each  laft  fa- 
vour more  than  all  the  reft  ;  though  I  would  give  a  limb 
for  every  look  you  cheaply  throw  away  on  any  other 
object  of  your  love  ;  yet  fo  far  I  prize  your  pleafures 
o'er  my  own,  that  all  this  feeming  plot  that  I  have  laid, 
has  been  to  gratify  y«ur  tafte,  and  cheat  the  world,  to 
prove  a  faithful  rogue  to  you. 

L.  T.  If  this  were  true But  how  can  it  be  ? 

Mask.  I  have  fo  contriv'd,  that  Mellefcmt  will  prefently 
in  the  chaplain's  habit,  wait  for  Cynthia  in  your  drefling- 
room  :  But  i  have  put  the  change  upon  her,  that  fhe 
may  be  otherwhere  employ'd — Do  you  po  with  your 
cloak  over  your  face,  meet  him  in  her  ilead  ;  you  may 
go  privately  by  the  back  ftairs,  and,  unperceiv'd,  there 
you  may  propofe  to  reinilate  him  in  his  uncle's  favour, 
if  he'll  comply  with  your  defires  ;  his  cafe  is  defperatc, 
and  I  believe  he'll  yield  to  any  conditions. — If  not,  here 
take  this  ;  you  may  employ  it  better,  than  in  the  hearc 
cfone  who  is  nothing  when  not  your's.  [Gives  the  dagger. 

L.  T.  Thou  can'lt  deceive  every  body, Nay,  thou 

haft  deceiv'd  me;  but 'tis  ai  I  would  will), Trufly 

villain  !  I  could  worfhip  thee 

Mask.  No  more. — Jt  wants  but  a  few  minutes  of  the 
rime  ;  and  Mellcfsnt's  lovt  will  carry  him  there  before  his 
boar. 

L    T.  I  go,  I  fly,  incomparable  Mttsknuell  !        [Exit. 

Mask.  So,  this  was  a  pinch  indeed,  my  invention  was 

upon  the  rack  ;  and  made  difcovery  of  her   laft  plot :   I 

hope  Cynthia  and  my  chaplain  will  be  ready,  I'll  prepare 

for  the  expedition.  [Exit. 

Cynthia  and  Lord  Touchwood  come  forward. 

Cynt.  Now,  my  lord  ? 

Ld.  T.  Aftoniihment  binds  up  my  rage  !  villainy  upon 
villainy  !  Heav'ns,  what  a  long  track  of  dark  deceit  has 
this  difcover'd  !  I  am  confounded  when  I  Icol;  back,  and 
want  a  clue  to  guide  me  through  the  various  mazes  of 
unheard  of  treachery,  My  wife!  O  lortur?!  My  fiiame! 
My  ruin !  Cynt. 
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Cjnt*  My  lord,  have  patience,  and  be  fenfible  how 
great  our  happinefs  is,  that  this  difcovery  was  net  made 
too  late. 

Ld.  T.  I  thank  you,  yet  it  may  be  flill  too  late,  if  we 
don't  prefently  prevent  the  execution  of  their  plots  ; — 
Ha,  I'll  do't.  Where's  Mellcfont,  my  poor  injur'd  nephew, 

. How  mail  I  make  him  ample  fatisfaftion  ? 

Cynt.  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 
,    Ld.  CT.  I  do  him  frefh  wrong  to  queftion  his  forgive- 

nefs;  for  I  know  him  to  be  all  goodnefs, Yet  my 

wife  !  '  damn  her,' — She'll  think  to  meet  him  in  that 
dreffing-room ; — Was't  not  fo  ?  And  Mask-- veil  will  e.v- 
peft  you  in  the  chaplain's  chamber. — For  once,  I'll  add 
my  plot  too. — Let  us  hafte  to  find  out,  and  inform  my 
nephew;  and  do  you,  quickly  as  you  can,  bring  al!  the 
company  into  this  gallery. — I'll  expofe  the  ftrumpet, 
and  the  villain.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lcrd  Froth  and  Sir  Paul  Plyant. 

Ld.  Froth.  By  Heav'ns  I   have  flept  an  age Sir 

Paul,  what  a  clock  is't?  Part  eight,  on  my  conference, 
my  lady's  is  the  moft  inviting  couch;  and  a  {lumber 
there,  is  the  prettieil  amufemejit !  but  where's  all  the 

.company  ?— — • 

Sir  Raul.  The  company,  gads-bud,  I  don't  know,  my 
lord,  but  here's  the  ftrangeit  revolution,  all  turn 'd  topfy 
turvy  ;  as  I  hope  for  tranquility. 

Ld.  froth.  O  Heav'ns,  what's  the  matter?  Where's 
my  wife  ? 

Sir  Paul.  All  turn'd  topfy  turvy  as  fure  as  a  gun. 
Ld.  Froth.  How  do  you  mean  !    my  wife  ! 
Sir  Paul.  The  ftrangeft  poilure  of  affairs ! 
Ld.  Froth.  What,  my  wife  ? 

Sir  Paul.  No,  no,  I  mean  the  family, — Your  lady'g 
affairs  may  be  in  a  very  good  poilure  ;  1  faw  her  go  into 
the  garden  with  Mr.  Brisk. 

Ld.  Froth.  How?  where,  when,  what  to  do  ? 
Sir  Paul.  1  fuppofe  they  have  Leon  laying  their  heads 
together. 

Ld.  Froth.  How  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  only  about  poetry,  I  fuppofe,  my 
lord ;  making  couplets. 


Ld. 
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Lii.  Froth.  Couplets* 

Sir  Paul.   Oh,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Lady  Froth  and  Briflc. 

Brisk.  My  lord,  your" humble  lervant;  Sir  Paul  yours- 
• -the  fineil  night ! 

L.  Troth.  My  dear,  Mr.  Brijk  and  I  have  been  fcar- 
g  ruing,  1  don't  know  how  long. 

Sir  Paul.  Does  it  not  tire  your  ladyfhip  ?  are  not  you 
\-  eary  with  looking  up  ? 

L.  Froth.  Oh,  no,  I  love  It  violently, My  dear, 

you're  melancholy. 

LA.  Froth.  No,  my  dear;  I'm  but  juft  awake. 

L.  Froth.  Snuff  fome  of  my  fpirit  of  hart  {horn. 

Ld.  Froth.  I've  feme  of  my  own,  thank  you,  my 
dear. 

L.  Froth.  Well,  I  fwear,  Mr.  Brisk  t  you  underftood 
aftronomy  like  an  old  Egyptian. 

.£>V/.^.Not  comparably  to  your  ladyfhip;  you  are  the 
very  Cynthia  of  the  ikies,  and  queen  of  itars. 

L.  Froth.  That's  becaufe  I  have  no  light,  but  what's 
by  reflection  from  you,  who  are  the  fun. 

Brisk.  Madam,  you  have  eclips'd  me  quite,  let  me 
perifh, — I  can't  anfwer  that. 

L.  Froth.  No  matter, Hark'ee,    mall  you  and  I 

make  an  almanack  together. 

Brisk.  With  all  my  foul. — Your  ladyfliip  has  made 
me  the  man  in't  already,  I'm  fo  full  of  the  wounds  which 
you  have  given. 

L.  Froth.  O  finely  taken  !  I  fwear  now  you  are  even 
with  me,  O  Parnaffus,  you  have  an  infinite  deal  of  wit. 

Sir  Paul.  So  he  has,  gads-bud,  and  fo  has  your  lady- 
fliip. 

Enter  Lady  Plyant,  Carelefs  and  Cynthia. 

L.  P.  You  tell  me  moll  furprizing  things ;  blefs  me, 
who  would  ever  truit  a  man?  O  my  heart  akes  for  fear 
they  mould  be  all  deceitful  alike. 

Care.  You  need  not  fear,  madam,  you  have  charms 
to  fix  inconstancy  itfelf. 

L.  P.*  O  dear,  you  make  me  bluih. 

Ld.  Froth.  Come,  my  dear,  fhall  we  take  leave  of  my 
lord-and  lady? 

Cynt. 
D  2 
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Cynt.  They'll  wait  upon  your  lordfhip  prcfently. 

L.  Frctb.  Mr.  Brisk,  my  coach  fhall  let  you  down. 

All.  What's  the  matter? 

[A great  jbriek from  the  corner  of  the  Jl age. 

Lady  Tcuchweod  runs  cut  affrighted,  mj  Lord  after 
her,  like  a.  I'erfcn. 

L.  7'.  0  I'm  betray'd. — Save  me,  help  me. 

Ld.  <T.  Now  what  evafton,  wretch! 

L.  T.  Stand  off,  let  me  go.  [£»//. 

Ld.  9".  Go,  and  thy  own  infamy  purfue  thee. — You 
flare  as  you  were  all  amazed, — I  don't  wonder  at  it  — 
but  too  loon  you'll  know  mine,  and  that  woman's 
fhame. 

Eater  Mellcfont  difguifed  in  a  Par/on" s  Habit  and 
pulling  in  Mafkwell. 

Mtl.  Nay,  by  Heav'n  you  Ihall  be  feen. Carelr/t,. 

your  hand ; — Do  you  hold  down  your  head  ?  Yes  I  am 
your  chapiain,  look  in  the  face  of  yourinjur'd  friend  ; 
ihou  wonder  of  all  falfhood. 

Ld.  T.  Are  you  filent,  monfter? 

Mel.  GoodHeav'ns!  How  I  believ'd  and  lov'd  thi* 
man  !— Take  him  hence,  for  he's  a  difeafe  to  my  light. 

Ld.  T.  Secure  that  manifold  viflain. 

[ServaetJ/fize  bits* 

Care.  Miracle  of  ingratitude  ? 

"  Sir  Paul.  O  Pro<videnct !  Prwide nee  !  what  difco-ve- 
"  net  are  here." 

Brisk.  This  is  all  very  furprizing,  let  me  perifli. 

L.  Froth.  You  know  I  told  you  Saturn  look'd  a  little 
more  angry  than  ufual. 

Ld.  T.  We'll  think  of  punifhment  at  leifufe,  but  let 
me  halten  to  do  juftice,  in  rewarding  virtue  and  wrong'd 
innocence.— Nephew,  I  hope  I  have  your  pardon,  and 
Cynthia's. 

Mel.  We  are  your  lordftiip's  creatures. 

Ld.  T.  And  be  each  others  comfort; — Let  me  join 
your  hands. — Uninterrupted  blifs  attend  you  both  ;  mu- 
tual love,  lading  health,  and  circling  joys,  tread  round 
each  happy  year  of  your  long  lives. 


Let 
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Let  fee  ret  villainy  from  hence  be  ctttVxV; 
Ho-iue'er  in  private  jnifckicfs  are  conceived, 
Torture  and Jhame  attend  their  open  birth  ; 
Like  -vipers  in  the  breaft,  bafe  treachery  lies, 
Still  giia-iving  that,  whence  firft  it  did  arife  ; 
No/oofirr  born,  but  tbe  vi/f  farent  dies. 

[Exeunt  Qmnes, 


D  3  E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

/"*  O  U '  D  poets  but  forefee  how  plays  would  take, 

Then  thty  ccu'd  tell  what  'piloguts  to  make ; 
Whether  to  thank  or  blame  their  audience  mcft  : 
But  that  late  knowledge  dees  much  hazard  cojt, 
'Till dice  are  thrown,  there's  nothing  won,  nor  loft. 
So  'till  the  thief  has  fiol'n,  he  cannot  know 
Whether  he  Jhall  tfcape  the  law,  or  no. 
But  poets  run  much  greater  hazards  far, 
Than  they  'who  Jtand  their  trials  at  thi  bar  ; 
Thg  law  provides  a  curb  for  its  own  fury, 
And fuffer*  judges  to  direti  the  jury. 
But  in  this  court,  what  difference  does  appear  ! 
For  every  one's  both  judge  and  jury  here; 
Nay,  and  ivbat's  wor/e,  an  execution^'. 
All  have  a  right  and  title  to  fome  part, 
Each  chocjing  that  in  which  4>e  has  moft  art. 
The  dreadful  men  of  learning  all  confound, 
Unlefs  the  fable's  good,  and  moral  found. 
The  vizor-masks,  that  are  in  pit  and gallery , 
Ap prove,  or  damn  the  repartee  and  r alloy. 
The  lady  criticks,  who  are  better  read, 
Inquire  if  charaSers  are  nicely  bred; 
Iftbefcft  things  are  penn  d  andfpokt  with  gr act  : 
They  judge  of  aftion  too,  and  time,  and  place; 
In  which  we  do  not  doubt  but  thijf'*t  difcerningt 
For  that's  a  kind  of  affignatjion  learning. 
Beaux  judge  of  drefs  ;  the  witlings  judge  of  fongi ; 
The  (uckoldom,  of  ancient  right,  to  c;tt  belongs. 


\ 


EPILOGUE, 

Thus  poor  poets,  the  favour  Are  deny'd, 
Even  to  make  exceptions •,  *when  they're  try*d, 
'Tis  bard  that  they  mujl  e-TJ'iy  one  admit  : 
Mtthirilis  1  fee  fame  faces  in  the  pit, 
Which  muft  cf  conjcquence  bt  fees  to  ivif. 
Ycu  *who  can  judge i,  tofentence  may  proceed  \ 
But  tbo"1  he  cannot  'write,  let  kirn  be  freed 
At  leaft  from  thtir  centtfttff,  luht  cannot  rtad. 
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ABramule,byDr.Trapp 
Adventures  of  Half 

an  Hour 
Albion  and  Albanius,  by 

Dryden 

Alchymift,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Alcibiades,  by  Otway 
All  for  Love,  by  Dryden 
Ambitious     Step-mother, 

by  Rowe 

Amboyna,  by  Dryden 
Amphitryon,  by  Dryden 
Anatomift,  by  Ravenfcroft 
Anna  Bullen,  by  Bankes 
As  you  like  It,  by  Shake- 

fpeare 
Artful  Hufband,  by   Ta- 

verner 

Athaliah,by  Mr.Duncomb 
Aurengzebe,  by  Dryden 
Bartholomew  Fair,  by  Ben 

Johnfon 

Baflet  Table,  by  Centlivre 
Beaux  Stratagem,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Beggars  Opera,  by  Gay 
Biter,  by  Rowc 
Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife 
Britifh    Enchanters,       by 

Lanfdown 

Bufiris,  by  Dr.  Young 
Bufy  Body,  by  Centlivre 
Caius  Marius,  by  Otway 
Carelefs  Hufband,  by  Cib- 

ber 

Catiline,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Cato,  by  Addifon 


Chances,  by  D.  Bucking- 
ham 

Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Mendez- 
Cleomenes,  by  Dryden 
Cobler  of  Pre'fton 
Comedy    of   Errors,     by 

Shakefpeare 
Confcious  Lovers,  by  Cib- 

ber 
Committee,    by     Sir    R. 

Howard 

Confederacy,  by  Vanbrugh 
Confcious  Lovers, by  Steele 
Conftant  Couple,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Contrivances,  by  Carey 
Coun  try  Lafles,  by  C.  John- 
fon 

Country  Wife,  by  Wycherly 
Cymbeline,  altered  by  Mr. 

Garrick 
Damon  and  Phillida,  by 

Mr.  Dibden 
Devil  of  a  Wife 
Devil  to  pay,  by  Coffey 
Diftrefled      Mother,      by 

Amb.  Phillips 
Don  Carlos,  by  Otway 
Double  Dealer,  by  Con- 

greve 

Double  Gallant,  by  Cibber 
Dragon  of  Wantley 
Drummer,  by  Addifon 
Duke  and  no  Duke,  by  Sir 

A.  Cockain 

Duke  of  Guife,  by  Dryden 
Eaxl  of  Eflex,  by  Bar\kc« 


PLAYS  for  T.  LOWN'DES  and  PARTNERS. 
Every  Man  in  his  Humour     Man  of  Mode,  by  Etherege 


Fair  Penitent,  by  Rowe 
Fair  Quaker  of  Deal,  by 

C.  Shadwell 
Falfe  Friend 
Fatal  Curiofity 


Mariamne,  by  Fenton 
Meafure  for  Meafure,  by 

Shakefpeare 
Merchant   cf  Venice,   by 

Shakefpeare 


greve 

Mucli  ado  about  Nothing 
Muftapha,  by  Lord  Orrery 
Nonjuror,  by  C.  Cibber 
Oetlipu*,  by  Dryden 
Old  Bachelor, by  Congreve 


Fatal  Secret,  by  Theobald    Miftake,   by  Vanbrugh 
Flora,  or  Hob  in  the  Well     Mourning  Bride,  by  Con- 
Fox,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Friendfhip  in  Fafhion,  by 

Otway 

Funeral,  by  Sir  R.  Stcele 
Gameiter.byMrs  Centlivre 
Gentle  Shepherd 

George  Barn  well,  by  Lillo    Oroonolco,  by  Southern 
Gloriana  Orphan,  by  Otway 

Greenwich  Park  Othello,  by  Shakefpeare 

Hamlet,  by  Shakefpear         Perjured  Hufband 
HenrylV.  2  Parts,  by  ditto    Perolla  and  Ifidora,  by  C. 
Henry  V.  by  ditto  Cibber 

Henry  VI.  3  Parts,  by  ditto    Phaedra  and  Hippolitus,  by 
Henry  VIII.  by  ditto 
Henry  V.  by  Aaron  Hi  11 
Honcft  Yorkfhlreman 
Jane  Gray,  by  Rowe 
Jane  Shore,  by  Rowe 
Inconftant,  by  Farquhar 
King  John ,  by  Shakefpeare 
King  Lear,  by  ditto 


King  Lear,  by  Tr.te 

Limberham,  by  Dryden 

Love  for  Love,  by  Con- 
greve 

Love  in  a  Mift 

Love  in  a  Tub,  by  Etherege     Re'apfe,  by  Vanbrugh 

Love  makes  a  Man,  by  C.     Revenge,  by  Dr.  Young 
Cibber 

Love's  Laft  Shift,  by  ditto 


Smith 

Pilgrim,  by  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher 

Polly,  by  Mr.  Gay 

Prophetefs,  by  Beaumont 

Provok'd  Hulband,  by  C. 
Cibber 

Provok'd  Wife,  by  Van- 
brugh 

Recruiting  Officer,  by  Far- 
quhar 

Refufal,  by  Cibber 

Rehearfal.'by  D.  ofBucks 


Lying  Lover,  by  Steele 
Macbeth,  by  Shakefpeare 


Richard  III.  by  C.  Cibber 
Rival  Fools,  by  Cibber 
Rival  Ladies,  ay  Drydea. 
Rival  Queens,  by  Loe 
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Romeo  and  Juliet,  alcered 

by  Mr.  Garrick 
Royal  Merchant,  by  Beau- 
mont 
Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife 

School  Boy,  by  Gibber 
Scornful  Lady,  by  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher 
She  would  and  fne  would 

not,  by  Cibber 
She  would  if  fhe  could,  by 

Etherege 
Siege   of  Damafcus,    by 

Hughes 
SilentWoman,byB.John- 

fon 
Sir    Courtly     Nice,     by 

Crown 
Sir   Harry   Wildair,    by 

Farquhar 
Sir  Mrrtin  Mar-All,    by 

Dryden 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,    by 

Dr.  Sewell 
'Squire  of  Alfatia,  by  T. 

Shadwell 

Sugc  Coach,  by  Farquhar 
State   of  Innocence,    by 

Dryden 
Strollers 
Sufpicious   Hufband,    by 

Dr.  Hoadley 
Tamerlane,  by  Rowe 
Tempeft,  by  Shakefpeare 
TendcrHuiband,by  Steele 
Thcodofius,  or  the  Force 

of  Love 
Timon    of    Athens,    by 

Shakefpeare 


Titus  and  Berenice,  whfc 

the  Cheats   of  Scapin, 

by  Otway 
Twelfth  Night,  by  Shake- 

fpearc 
Twin   Rivals,      by    Far- 

quhar 

Tv.o  Gentlemen   of  Ve- 
rona - 
Venice  Preferved,  by  Ot- 

\\  riy 

Ulyfles,  by  Rowe 
Way  of  the  World,    by 

Congreve 

What  d'ye  call  it?  by  Gay 
Wife  to  be  let 
Wife's   Relief,     or  Huf- 

band's  Cure 

Wild  Gallant,  byDrydea 
Wit  without  Money 
Woman's  a  Riddle 
Wonder,  a  Woman  keeps 

a  Secret,  by  Centlivre 
Zara,  with  the  Interlude, 

by  A.  Hill  Efq; 
Agis,      is 

Ar-den  of  Feverfham,   is. 
Douglas,   is 
Eaftward  Hoe,   is 
Gentleman  Dancing Maf- 

ter,   is 

Love  in  a  Wood,   is 
Pafquin,    is 
Perkin  Warbeck,   is 
Plague  of  Riches,  French. 

and  Englim,   is 
Plain  Dealer,   is 
Siege  of  Aquilcia,   is. 


TRAGEDIES  and  C  O  M  E  D  I E  S  in 
at  is.  6d.  each. 


A   CH1LLES,  an  opera, 
j[\   by  Gay 

A!zuma,  by  A.  Murphy 
Alzira,  by  A.  Hill,    Efq  ; 
Art  and   Nature,    by  the 

Rev.  Mr.  Miller 
Arminius 

Athelftan,  bv  Dr.  Brown 
Aihelwold.byA.Hill.Efq; 
Barbarofia,  by  Dr.  Brown 
Beggars  Opera,  with  mu- 

nc,   by  Gay 

Beegars  Opera  fongs,    for 
Harpfichord,  Violin,  or 
German  Flute,  410 
Bond  man 

Brothers,  by  Cumberland 
C;e!ia,  or  perjured  Lover, 

by  C.  Johr.fon 
Cornifh 'Squire,  by  Sir  J. 

Vanbrugh 
Coriolanus,  altered 

:ine,     by   Hawkins 
DirTembled   Wanton,     by 

Mr.  Welfted 

Diilreffed  Wife,  by  Gay 
Double  Dealer,  printed  by 

Bafcerville 

Dc.uble  Falfiiood ;    or  Dii- 
trefled  Lovers,  by  Shake  - 
fpeaie 
Double  MiUake,    by  Mrs. 

•Griffiths 

Douglas,     by  Mr.  Home 
Elfrid,  or  the  Fair  Incon- 
ftant,  by  A.  Hill,  Ei'q; 
Eurydice,   by  Mallet 
Falfe  Delicacy,     by   Mr. 

Kelly 

Falliionable  Lover 
Fatal  Yiiion,  by  A.  Hill 
Foundling,  by  Mr,  Mccre 


Gamefter,   by  Mrs.  Moore 
Good-natur'd  man 
Guardian  Outwitted,     by 

Dr.  Arne 
Henry  VII.  by  Mr.  Grove 

with  cuts 
Humours  of  Oxford,    by 

Mr.  Miller 
Jealous  Wife,  by  G.  Col- 

man,    Efq ; 
Independent    Patriot,     by 

F.Linch,  Efq; 
Infolvent,    by  A.  Hill 
Jovial  Crew,  \\itli  tne  Alu- 

f:c 

King  Charles  I.  by  Havard 
Love  for  Love,  printed  by 

Baflccrville 
Love    in   a  Riddle,     with 

mufic 
Love  in  a  Village,  bv  Air. 

Bickeritaff 
Lever,  by  Mr.  The.  Cib- 

ber 
Mahomet,  altered  by  D. 

Garrick,    Efq; 
Maid  of  the  Mill,   by  ]Vr. 

BickerlrafF 
Man    of  Tarte,     by   Mr. 

Miller 
MetUodift 

Midas,  by  K.  O'Hara,  Efq; 
Minor,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Miier,   by  Fielding      . 
Modern  Hufband 

.    Couple,      by    C. 
Bodens,    Efq ; 
Momus  turned  Fabulift 
Mother-in-Laxv,     b*   Mr. 

Milior 
Gil  Bias,  by  Mr,  Moore 
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Mourning   Bride,    printed 

by  Baflterville 
Muftapha,  by  M.  Mallet 
No  One's  Enemy  but   his 

Own,  by  Mr.  Murphy 
Old  Bachelor,  printed  by 

Bafkerville 
Oliver  Cromwell,  by  Mr. 

Green 

Orators,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Papal  Tyranny,  by  C.  Cib- 

ber,  Efq; 

Patron,  by  Mr.  Foote    - 
Perianden    by   T.  Atkins 
Plain    Dealer,    altered  by 

Mr.  Bickerftaff. 
Prodigal,  by  T.Odell,  Efq; 
Refufal,  by  C.  Gibber 
Roman  Revenge, by  A. Hi  11 


Scandcrbeg,by  Mr.Havard 
Siege  of  Aquileia,  by  Mr. 

Home 
Students 
Temple  Beau 
Timon  of  Athens,  altered 

by  R.  Cumberland,  Efq; 
Timon  in  Love,  by  Ralfe 
Village  Opera,  by  Mr. 

Charles  Johnfon 
Virginia,  by  Mr.  Crifpe 
Virgin  Queen 
Univerfal  Pafiion,  by  Mr. 

Miller 
Way  of  the  World,  printed 

by  Baflierville 
Widow  Bewitched,  by  J. 

Motley,  Efq; 
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/I  CHILLES    in    Petti- 
£\     coats 
Amintas 

Amphitryon,  with  Altera- 
tions 

Antony  and  Cleopatra 
Author,  by  Mr.  Foote 
Beggar's  Wedding,  by  CofFy 
Beggars  Opera  Tunes  for 

the  Flute 

BickerftafPs  unburiedDead 
Boarding     School,      with 

Mufic,  by  CofFy 
Catherine    and    Petrucio, 
altered      from     Shake- 
ipeare's  Shrew,  by  Mr. 
Garrick 
Chances,  altered  by  David 

Garrick,  Efq; 
CV:ic-Hcufc,  by  Miller 


Com  us,  altered  by  George 

Col  man,  Kfu; 
Damon  and  Phiiliida,  with 

Mafic 

Devi!  of  a  Duke 
Dutchman,     by     Thomas 

Bridges,  Efq; 
Edgar  and  Emmeline,  by 

Dr.  Hawkefworth 
F;.:iic-     by  Mr.   Smith 
Fair    Quaker,  altered    by 

C\"pt.  Thcmpfon 
Fatal  Extravagance,  by  A. 

Hill,   Efq; 
Hiltcrical  Regifter,  by  Mr. 

Fielding 
Hofpital  forFeols,by  Mr. 

Miller 
Jovial    Crew,    or    Merry 

Bcggati 
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.PROLOGUE. 


f  0  U'D  tiwfe,  who  never  trfd,  conceive  thcfweatf 
J    The  toil  required,   to  make  a  play  cnniplete  ; 
7"hfy'd pardon,    or  encourage  (ill  t hut  ecu1  d 
Pretend  to  be  but  tolercbly  good. 
Plot ,  wit,   and  humour1 1  hard  to  weet  in  ontt 
And  yet  w:  2  haul,  'em  all —all's  lamely  done  : 
One  wit,  perhaps,  another  humour  paints  ; 
A  third  defegns  you  well,    but  grains  wants  ; 

A 'fourth  begins  with f re but ,  ah!  too  weak  to  held  f 

it,  faiKti.  j 

A  modern  bard,  who  late  adorn1  d  the  bays,  T 

Whofe  Mufe  advanced  his  fame  to  tn-vy'd  praife,  > 

If 'as  ft  ill  objerv'd  to  want  his  judgment  mojl  in  play  t,       J 
Thofe,   he  too  often  found,  rf  quired  the  fain, 
And ftronger  fcrces  of  a  vigorous  brain  : 
'May,  even  altered  plays,  like  old  houfes  mended, 
Cojl  little  lefs  than  nenv,   before  they're  ended  ; 
At  leajf,  our  author  finds  the  experience  true, 
For  equal  pains  had  made  this  wholly  neiu  : 
And  though  the  name  feems  old,  the  fcenes  <v:ill Jhoia 
That  "'tis,  infa3,  no  more  tkt  fame,  than  now. 
Fam'd  Chatj-ivorth  is,  rvct>at  ' tnuas  fome years  ago. 
Pardon  the  boldnefs,  that  a  play  foould  dare, 
With  ivorAs  of  Jo  much  ivonder  to  compare  .' 
But  as  that  fabric Ps  ancient  nvalls  or  wood 
Were  little  worth,  to  make  this  ne-iv  one  good  j 
So  of  this  play,   we  hope,   'tis  nnderftood. 
per  though  from  former  fcenes  feme  hints  he  dra-ivs, 
The  ground-plot 's  wholly  chang '  d  from  what  it  was  : 
Not  but  he  hopes  you'll  find  enough  that'1!  new, 
In  plot,  in  perfcus,  wit  and  humour  too  : 
Tet  what's  not  his,  he  owns  in  others  right, 
Nor  toils  he  now  for  fame,  but  your  delight. 
If  that's  attained,   what  matter's  wbofe  the  play's  ? 
dpplaud  the  f cents,  and Jlrip  him  of  th*  praife. 
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ACT  I.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  Clerimom  and  Atall. 

Cler.  It  ^R-  At  ally  your  very  humble  fervant. 

£VJl  At.  O  Clerimont,  fuch  an  adventure  t  I\vc- 
juft  going  to  your  lodgings,  fuch  a  tranfporting  acci- 
dent! in  fhort,  I  am  now  pofitively  in  love  for  altoge- 
ther. 

Cler.  All  the  fex  tog«ther,   I  believe. 

At.  Nayifthou  doft  not  believe  me,  and  Stand  my 
friend,  I  am  ruin'd  part  redemption. 

Clcr.  Dear  fir,  if  I  Hand  your  friend  without  believ- 
ing you,  won't  that  do  as  well?  But  why  fliou'd  you 
think  I  don't  believe  you  :  I  have  fecn  you  twice  in  love 
within  this  fortnight;  and  it  wou'd  be  hard  indeed  to 
fuppofe  a  heart  of  fo  much  mettle  could  not  hold  out  a 
third  engagement. 

.///.Then,  to  be  ferious,  in  one  word,  I  am  honourably 
in  love  ;  and,  if  me  proves  the  woman  I  am  fure  (he  muft, 
will  pofitively  marry  her. 

Cler.  Marry  !   O  degenerate  virtue  ! 

At,  Now  will  you  help  me  ? 

Cler.  Sir,  you  may  depend  upon  me  :— Pray  give  me 
'leave  firil  to  afk  a  queltion  or  two  :  "What  is  this  hoBQU- 
rable  lady's  name  ? 
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At.  Faith,  I  don't  know. 

L'ler.  What  are  her  parents  ? 

.At.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.  What  fortune  has  fhe  ?- 

At.  I  don't  know. 

Cler.  Where  does  fhe  live  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.  A  very  concife  account  of  the  perfon  you  defign 
to  marry.  Pray,  fir,  what  is't  you  do  know  of  her  : 

At.  That  I'll  tell  you  :  Coming  yeilerday  from 
_  Greenwich  by  water,  I  overtook  a  pair  of  oars,  whole 
lovely  freight  was  one  fingle  lady,  and  a  fellow  in  a 
handfome  livery  in  the  Hern.  When  I  came  up,  I  had 
at  firlt  refolv'd  to  ufe  the  privilege  of  the  element,  and 
bait  her  with  waterman's  wit,  till  I  came  to  the  bridge  ; 
put,  as  foon  as  fhe  faw  me,  fhe  very  prudently  prevented 
jny  defign;  and,  as  I  pafs'd,  bow'd  to  me  with  an  hum- 
.  hie  blufh,  that  fpoke  at  once  fuch  fenie,  ib  juft  a  fear* 
and  rhodefly,  as  put  the  loofeft  of  my  thoughts  to  rout. 
'And  when  me  found  her  fears  had  mov'd  me  into  man- 
ners, the  cautious  gloom  that  fat  upon  her  beauties  dif- 
appear'd  ;  her  fparkling  eyes  refum'd  their  native  fire  ; 
fhe  look'd,  fhe  fmil'd,  fhe  talk'd,  while  her  diffufive 
charms  new  fir'd  my  heart,  and  gave  my  foul  a  foftnefs 
it  never  felt  before  — To  be  brief,  her  converfation  was 
as  charming  as  her  perfon,  both  eafy,  unconftrain'd, 
and  fprightly  :  But  then  her  limbs !  O  rapturous  thought  ! 
The  fnowy  down  upon  the  wings  of  unftedg'd  love,  had 
never  half  that  foftnefs. 

Cler.  Raptures  indeed.  Pray,  fir,  how  came  you  fo 
well  acquainted  with  her  limbs  ? 

At.  By  the  moft  fortunate  misfortune  fure  that  ever 
was  :  For,  as  we  were  (hooting  the  bridge,  her  boat,  by 
the  negligence  of  the  waterman,  running  againll  the 
piles,  was  overfet ;  out  jumps  the  footman  to  take  care 
of  a  fingle  rogue,  and  down  went  the  poor  lady  to  the 
bottom.  My  boat  being  before  her,  the  ftream  drove 
her,  by  the  help  of  her  cloaths,  towards  me ;  at  fight 
of  her  I  plung'd  in,  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and,  with 
much  a. do,  fupported  her  till  my  waterman  pull'd  in  to 
fave  us'.  But  the  charming  difficulty  of  her  getting  into 
the  boat,  gave  me  a  tranfport  that  all  the  wide  water  in 
the  Thames  had  not  power  to  cool ;  for,  fir,  while  I  was 

giving 
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giving  her  a  lift  into  the  boat,  I  found  the  floating  of 
her  ctoaths  had  left  her  lovely  limbs  beneath  as  bare  as 
new-born  Venus  riling  from  the  fea. 

Cler.  What  an  impudent  happinefs  art  thou  capable 
of! 

At.  When  fhe  was  a  little  recover'd  from  her  fright 
fhe  began  to  enquire  my  name,  abode,  and  circumflan- 
ces,  that  me  might  know  to  whom  me  ow'd  her  life  and 
prefervation.  Now,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  durft  not 
trull  her  with  my  real  name,  left  (he  mould  from  thence 
have  difcover'd  that  my  father  was  now  actually  under 
bonds  to  marry  me  to  another  woman ;  fo  faith  I  ev'n 
told  her  my  name  was  Freeman,  a  Glouceflerfhire  gen- 
tleman, of  a  good  eftate,  jull  come  to  town  about  a 
chancery  fuit.  Befides,  I  was  unwilling  any  accident 
fhculd  let  my  father  know  of  my  being  yet  in  England, 
Je;t  he  fhould  find  me  out,  and  force  me  to  marry  the 
woman  I  never  faw  (for  which,  you  know,,  he  com- 
manded me  home)  before  I  have  time  to  prevent  it. 

Cler.  Well,  but  cou'd  not  you  learn  the  lady's  name 
all  this  while  ? 

At.  No  faith,  fhe  was  inexorable  to  all  intreaties  ; 
only  told  me  in  general  terms,  that  if  what  I  vow'd  to 
her  was  fmcere,  me  wou'd  give  me  a  proof  in,  a  few  days 
what  hazards  fhe  would  run  to  requite  my  fervices  j  fo 
after  having  told  her  where  fhe  might  hear  of.  me,  I  faw 
her  into  a  chair,  prefs'd  her  by  the  cold  rofy  fingers, 
kils'd  'em  warm,  and  parted. 

Cltr.  What !  Then  you  are  quite  off  of  the  lady,  I 
fuppofe,  that  you  made  an  acquaintance  with  in  the 
park  laft  week. 

At.  No,  no;  not  fo  neither:  One's  my  Juno,  all 
pride  and  beauty ;  but  this  my  Venus,  all  life,  love, 
and  foftnefs.  Now,  what  I  beg  of  thee,  dear  Clerimont, 
is  this :  Mrs.  Juno,  as  1  told  you,  having  done  me  the 
honour  of  a  civil  vifit  or  two  at  my  own  lodgings,  I 
mult  needs  borrow  thine  to  entertain  Mrs.  Venus  in; 
for  if  the  rival  goddeffes  mould  meet  and  clalh,  you 
know  there  wou'd  be  the  devil  to  do  between  them. 

Cler.  Well,  fir,  my  lodgings  are  at  your  fervi.ce  :  But 
you  muft  be  very  private  and  fober,  I  can  tell  you  ;  for 
my  landlady's  a  prefbyterian  ;  if  fhe  fufpefts  your  defign, 
you're  blown  up,  depend  upon't. 
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M.  Don't  fear,  I'll  be  as  carefnl  as  a  guilty  co^nfci- 
erure  :  But  I  want  immediate  pofleffion  ;  for  I  expect  to 
hear  from  her  every  moment,  and  have  already  dire&ed 
her  to  fend-  thither.  Pr'ythee  come  with  me. 

Cur.  7Faith  you  muft  excufe  me  ;  I  expeft  fomc  ladies 
in  the  park  that  I  wou'd  not  mifs  of  for  an  empire  :  Bflt 
yonder's  my  fervant,  he  mail  condudl  you. 

M'(.  Very  good  !  that  will  do  as  well  then  ;  I'll  fend 
my  man  along  with  him  to  expeft  her  commands,  and 
call  me  if  (he  fend*:  And  in  the  mean  time  I'll  e'en  go 
home  to  my  own  lodgings ;  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
fxpeft  a  fmall  meffhge  there  from  my  goddefs  imperial. 
,-Vnd  I  am  not  fo  much'  in  love  with  my  new  bird  in  the 
bulh,  as-  to  let  t'other  fly  out  of  my  hand  for  her. 

CV/r.  And  pray,  fir,  what  name  does  your  goddef*  im- 
perial, as  you  call  her,  know  you  by  2 

At.  O,  fir/.with  her  I  pafs  for  a  man  of  arms,  and-. 
am  call'd  Col.  Standfaft  ;  with  mynew  face,  John  1'rce- 
man,  of  Flatland-Hall,  efq.  liut  time  flics  ;  I  mull 
leave  you. 

C.ler.  Weft,  dear  Atall,  I'm  yours Good  luck  to 

you.  [Exit  At.]  What  a  happy  fellow  is  this,  that  owe* 
his  firccefs  with  the  women  purely  to  his  inconflancy  ? 
Here  comes  another  too  almoft  as  happy  as  ne,  a.  fellow 
thafs  wife  enough  to  be  but  half  in  love,  and  make  hk 
whole  life  a  ftudied  idlenefs. 

Ewer  Carelefs. 

So,  Carelefs !  you're  conftant,  I  fee,  to  your  morn- 
ing's faunter.  Well!  how  (land  matters?  I  hear 
ftrange  things  of  thee  ;  that  after  having  rail'd  at  mar- 
riage all  thy  life,  thou  haft  refolv'd  to  fall  into  the  noofe 
at  laft. 

Care-  I  don't  fee  any  great  terror  in  the  noofe,  as  you 
call  it,  when  a  man's  weary  of  liberty  :  The  liberty  of 
playing  the  fool,  when  one's  turn'd  of  thirty,  is  not  of 
much  value. 

Cler.  Hey-day !  Then  you  begin  to  have  nothing  in 
your  head  now,  but  fettlements,  children,  and  the  maia 
chance  ? 

Car..  Ev'n  fo  faith  ;  but  in  hopes  to  come  at  'em  too, 
I  am  forcM  very  often  to  maka  my  way  through  pills, 
ptizans,  and  gallipots, 

Cfer. 
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C/er.  What,  is  your  miftref*  an  apothecary's  widow  t 

Care.  No,  but  (he  is  an  apothecary's  fhop,  and  keeps 
as  many  drugs  in  her  bed-chamber  ;  fhe  has  her  phyfic 

for  every  hour  of  the  day  and  night for  'tis  vulgar, 

(he  fays,  to  be  a  moment  in  rude  and  perfecl:  health. 
Her  bed  lin'd  with  poppies  ;  the  black  boys  at  the  feet, 
that  the  healthy  employ  to  bear  flowers  in  their  arms, 
fhe  loads  with  diafcordium,  and  other  ileepy  potions  ; 
her  fweet-bags,  inftead  of  the  common  and  offenfive 
fmells  of  mulk  and  amber,  breathe  nothing  but  the  more 
modifh  and  falubrious  fcents  of  hart's-horn,  rue,  and 
aflafcetida.  <3 

C/er.  Why,  at  this  rate,  (he's  only  fit  to  be  the  con-- 
fort of  Hippocrates.  But  pray  what  other  charms  has 
this  extraordinary  lady  ? 

Cart.  She  has  one,  Tom,  that  a  man  may  relifawuh-t 
out  being  fo  deep  a  phyfician. 

Cltr.   What's  that  ? 

Cart.   Why,  two  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

C/er.  No  vulgar  beauty,  I  confefs,  fir  ^  but  can'll 
thou  for  any  confideration  throw  thyfelf  into  this  hot- 
pital,  this  box  of  phyfic,  and  lie  all  night  like  leaf- 
gold  upon  a  pill  ? 

Care.  O,  dear  fir,  this  is  not  half  the  evil;  her  hu- 
mour is  as  fantaftic  as  her  diet ;  nothing  tbat  is  Knglith 
mull  come  near  her;  all  her  delight  is  in  foreign  imper- 
tinencies :  Her  rooms  are  all  of  Japan  or  Perjia,  her 
drefs  Indian,  and  her  equipage  are  all  monfters :  T*he 
coachman  came  over  with  his  horfes,  both  from  Ruflra, 
Flanders  are  too  common  ;  the  reft  of  her  trim  are  a  motly 
crowd  of  blacks,  tawny,  olives,  feulamot.s  and  pale 
blues :  In  fhort,  (he's  for  any  thing  that  comes  from- 
beyond  fea ;  her  greateft  monfters  are  thofe  of  her  own 
country  ;  and  (he's  in  love  with  nothing  o'this  fide  the' 
line,  but  the  apothecaries. 

Cler.  Apothecaries  quotha!  why  your  fine  lady,"  for 
aught  I  fee,  is  a  perfeft  dofe  of  folly  and  phyfic  ;  in  a 
month''  time  fhe'll  grow  like  an  antimonial  cup,  and  a. 
kifs  will  be  able  to  work  with  you.  - 

Care.  But' to   prevent  that,   Tom,  I  defign  apmv  the 

-wedding-day  to  break  all  her  gallipots,  kick  rhe  doctor 

down  ilairs,  and  force  her,  in. lead  of  phyfic,  to  t;;k*  r, 

A   5  .     hearly 


10    TfTE  DOUBLE  GALLANT:    OR, 

hearty  meal  of  a  Twinging  rump  of  boil'd  beef  and  car- 
rots, and  fo  'faith  I  have  told  her. 

Cler.  That's  fomething  familiar :  Are  you  fo  near 
man  and  wife  ? 

Care.  O  nearer;  for  I  fometimes  plague  her  till  the 
hates  the  very  fight  of  me. 

Cler.  Ha!  ha!  very  good  !  So  being  a  very  trouble- 
fome  lover,  you  pretend  to  cure  her  of  her  phyfic  by  a 
counter  poifon. 

Care,  Right ;  I  intend  to  fee  a  doclor  to  prefcribe  her 
?.n  hour  of  my  converfation  to  be  taken  every  night  and 
morning;  and  this  to  be  continued  till  her  fever  ufavcr- 
fion's  over. 

Cler.  An  admirable  recipe  ! 

Care.  Well,  Tom,  but  how  ftands  thy  own  aftair  ?  Is 
Clarinda  kind  yet? 

Cler.  Faith  I  can't  fay  foe's  abfolutely  kind,  but  flic's 
pretty  near  it ;  for  (he's  grown  fo  ridiculoufly  ill-hu- 
mour'd  to  me  of  late,  that  if  (he  keeps  the  fame  airs  a 
week  longer,  I  am  in  hopes  to  find  a3  much  eafe  from 
her  folly,  as  my  conitancy  would  from  her  good-nature 
•  But  to  be  plain,  I'm  afraid  I  have  fome  fecret  ri- 
val in  the  cafe  ;  for  women's  vanity  feldom  gives  them 
courage  enough  to  ufe  an  old  lover  heartily  ill,  till  they 
are  fir  it  fure  of  a  new  one,  that  they  intend  to  ufe  bet- 
ter. 

Care.  What  fays  Sir  Solomon  ?  He  is  your  friend,  I 
prefume  ? 

Cler.  Yes,  at  leaft  I  can  make  him  fo  when  I  pleafe : 
There  is  an  odd  five  hundred  pound  in  her  fortune  ;  that 
he  has  a  great  mind  fhou'd  Hick  to  his  fingers,  when  he 
pays  in  the  reft  on't ;  which  I  am  afraid  I  mult  comply 
with,  for  me  can't  eafily  marry  without  his  confent. 
And  yet  flic's  fo  aker'd  in  her  behaviour  of  late,  that  I 

fcarce  know  what  to  do Pr'ythee  take  a  turn  and 

advife  me. 

Care.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon  SadlifeV  l.cufe. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,  and  Supple  bit  man. 
S/V  Sol.  Supple,  doft  not  thou  perceive  I  put  a  great 
confidence  in  thec  ?  I  truft  thee  with  oiy  bofom  fecrets. 

ft*. 
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Sup.  Yes,  fir. 

Sir  5:1.  Ah,  Supple!  I  begin  to  hate  my  wife-; — 
but  be  fecret. 

Sup.  I'll  never  tell  while  I  live,  fir. 
Sir  Sol.  Nay,  then   I'll   trull  thee  further:  Between 
.thee  and  I,  Supple,  I  have  reafon   to  believe  my  wife 
hates  me  too. 

Sup.  Ah  !  dear  fir,  I  doubt  that's  no  fecret ;  for  to 
fay  the  truth,  my  lady's  bitter  young  and  gamtfome. 

Sir  SoL  But  can  fhe  have  the  impudence,  think'ft 
thou,  to  make  a  cuckold  of  a  knight,  one  that  was 
dubb'd  by  the  royal  fword  ? 

Sup.  Alas !  fir,  I  warrant  fhe  has  the  courage  of  a  coun- 
tefs ;  if  Hie's  once  provok'd,  me  cares  not  what  fhe  does 
in  her  paffion,  if  you  were  ten  times  a  knight,  fhe'd 
give  you  dub  for  dub,  fir. 

Sir  SoL  Ah  !  Supple,  when  her  blood's  up,  I  con- 
fefs  Die's  the  devil ;  and  I  queflion  if  the  whole  conclave 
of  cardinals  could  lay  her.  But  fuppofe  fhe  fhou'd 
refolve  to  give  me  a  fample  of  her  fex,  and  make  me  a 
cuckold  in  cool  blood  ? 

Sup.  Why,  if  fhe  fhou'd,  fir,  don't  take  it  fo  to  heart, 
cuckolds  are  no  fuch  monflers  now-a-days:  In  the  city 
you  know,  fir,  it's  fo  many  honefl  men's  fortune,  that 
no  body  minds  it  there  ;  and  at  this  end  of  the  town  a 
cuckold  has  as  much  refpeft  as  his  wife,  for  aught  I  fee  ; 
for  gentlemen  don't  know  but  it  may  be  their  own  cafe 
another  day,  and  fo  people  are  willing  to  do  as  they 
would  be  done  by. 

Sir  Scl  And  yet  I  do  not  think  but  my  fpoufe  is  ho- 
neft — and  think  fhe  is  not — wou'd  I  were  fatisfy'd. 

Sup.  Troth,  fir,  I  don't  know  what  to  think,  but  in 
my  confcience  I  believe  good  looking  after  her  can  do 
her  no  harm. 

Sir  Sol.  Right,  Supple;  nnd  in  order  to  it,  I'll  firft 
demolifh  her  vifiting  days.  For  ho\v  do  [  kno'.v  but  they 
may  be  fo  many  private  clubs  for  cuckoldoni  ? 

Sup.  Ah  !  fir,  your  worfhip  knows  I  was  always  ngainft 
your  coming  to  this  end  of  the  town. 

Sir  Sol.  Thou  wert  indeed,  mv  honefl  Suppk :   Bac 

\>;oman  1  fair  and  faithlefs  woman,  worm'd  and  vvork'J 

me  to  her  wifhes ;  like  fond  Mark  Anthony  I   let  my 

empire  moulder  from  my  hands,  and  gave  up  all  for 
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*ove.  "  I  muft  have  a  young  wife,  with  a  murrain  to 
me — I  hate  her  to—and  yet  the  devil  on't  is,  I'm  ftilfc 
jealous  of  her — Stay  !  let  me  ijeckon  up  all  the  fajthion- 
able  virtues  (he  has  that  can  niake  a  man  happy.  In  the 
firft  place — I  think  her  very  ftgly. •  •  • 

Sup.  Ah  !  that's  becaufe  you  are  marry'd  to  her,  fir. 

Sir  Sol.  As  for  her  expences,  no  arithmetic  can  reach 
'em  ;  flic's  always  longing  for  fomething  dear  and  trfe- 
•lefs ;  (he  will  certainly  ruin  me  in  china,  filks,  ribbands, 
fans,  laces,  perfumes,  wafhes,  powder,  patches,  jefla- 
mine-gloves,  and  ratifia. 

Sup.  Ah  1  fir,  that's  a  cruel  liquor  with  'em. 

Sir  Sol.  To  fum  up  all  wou'd  run  me  mad The 

cnly  way  to  put  a  flop  to  her  career,  muft  be  to  put  off* 
my  coach,  turn  away  her  chairmen,  lock  out  her  Swifs 
porter,  bar  up  the  doors,  keep  out  all  vifiters,  and  then 
ibe'll  be  lefs  expenfive. 

Sup.  Ay,  fir,  for  few  women  think  it  worth  their 
while  to  drefs  for  their  hufbands. 

Sir  SoJ.  Then  we  lhan't  be  plagu'd  with  my  old  lady 
Tittle  Tattle's  howd'ye's  in  a  morning,  nor  my  lady 
Dainty's  fpleen,  or  the  fudden  indifpofition  of  that  grim 
beaft  her  horrible  Dutch  maftiff. 

Sup.  No,  fir,  nor  the  impertinence  of  that  great  fat? 
creature,  my  Lady  Swill-Tea. 

Sir  S»l.  And  her  fquinting  daughter.. No,  Sup- 

pjc,  after  this  ni<=ht,  nothing  in  petticoats  (hall  come 
within  ten  yards  of  my  doors. 

Sup.  Nor  in  breeches  neither  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Only  Mr.  Clerimont ;  for  I  expeft  him  to 
fign  articles  with  me  for  the  five  hundred  pounds  he  is 
to  give  me,  for  that  ungovernable  jade  my  niece  Cla- 

rindn. But  now  to  my  own  affairs.    I'll  itep  into  the 

park,  and  fee  if  I  can  meet  with  my  hopeful  fpoufe 
there.  I  warrant,  cngng'd  in  fome  innocent  freedom., 
as  fhe  calls  it,  as  walking  in  a  mafic,  to  laugh  at  the 
impertinervcies  of  fops  that  don't  know  her  ;  but  'tis 
more  likely,  I'm  afraid,  a  plot  to  intrigue  with  thofe 
that  do.  Oh  *  how  many  torments  lie  io  the  fmall  cir- 
cle of  a  wedding-ring  !  [Exeunt.. 
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ACT    II.     SCENE   Clarinda's  afartmtnt. 
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Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia. 

A  !  ha  !  poor  Sylvia  ! 

Syl.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  don't  laugh  at  me. 
There's  no  accounting  for  inclination  :  For  if  there 
were,  you  know,  why  mould  it  be  a  greater  folly  in  me, 
to  fall  in  love  with  a  man  I  never  faw  but  once  in  my 
life,  than  it  is  in  you  to  refill  an  honeft  gentleman, 
whofe  fidelity  has  deferv'd  your  heart  an  hundred  times 
over. 

Clar.  Ah  !  but  an  utter  ftranger,  coufin,  and  one 
that,  for  aught  you  know,  may  be  no  gentleman^ 

Syl.  That's  impoffible  ;  his  converfation  could  not  be 
counterfeit.  An  elevated  wit,  and  good  breeding,  have 
a  natural  luflre  that's  inimitable.  Betide,  he  fav'd  my 
life  at  the  hazard  of  his  town  j  fo  that  part  of  what  I 
gave  him,  is  but  gratitude. 

'  Clar.  Well  !  you  are  the  fir  ft  woman  that  ever  took 
'  fire  in  the  middle  of  the  Thames,  fure.'  But  fuppofc 
now  he  is  marry'd,  and  has  three  or  four  children  ! 

Syl.  Pfha  !  prythee  don't  teaze  me  with  fo  many  ill- 
natur'd  objections  :  I  tell  you  he  is  not  marry'd,  I  am 
lure  he  is  not  ;  for  I  never  faw  a  face  look  more  in  hu- 
mour in  my  life.  —  Befide,  he  told  me  himfelf,  he  was  a 
country  gentleman,  juft  come  to  town  upon  bufinefs  : 
And  I'm  refolv'd  to  believe  him. 

Clar.  Well  !  well.!  I'll  fuppofe  you  both  as  fit  for  one 
another  as  a  couple  of  tallies.  But,  ftill,  my  dear, 
you  know  there's  a  furly  old  father's  command  againft 
you  ;  he  is  in  articles  to  marry  you  to  another  :  And 
tho'  I  know  love  is  a  notable  contriver,  I  can't  fee 
how  you'll  get  over  that  difficulty. 

Sjl.  'Tis  a  terrible  one,  I  own  ;  but  with  a  little  of 
your  affiftance,  dear  Clarinda,  I  am  ftill  in  hopes  to 
bring  it  to  an  even  wager,  I  prove  as  wife  a*  my,  father. 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  be  fure  of  me  :  You  may  fee  by 
the  management  of  my  own  amours,  I  have  fo  natural 
a  companion  for  diibbcdienct,  I  lha'nt  be  abl*  to  refufe 

y<m 
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you  any  thing  in  diftrefs. — There's  my  hand  ;— tell  me 
how  I  can  ferve  you  I 

Sjl.  Why  thus: Becaufe  T  wou'd  not  wholly  dif- 

cover  myfelf  to  him  at  once,  I  hare  fent  him  a  note  to 
vifit  me  here,  as  if  thefe  lodgings  were  my  own. 

Clar.  Hither  I  to  my  lodgings  !   'Twas  well   I   fent 

Col.  Standfaft  word  I  mould  not  be  at  home.         \_Ajide. 

Syl.  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  freedom,  fince  one  end 

of  my  taking  it  too,  was  to  have  your  opinion  of  him 

before  I  engage  any  farther. 

Clar.  O  !  it  needs  110  apology;  any  thing  of  mine  is 

at  your  fervice. 1  am  only  afraid,  my  troublcfome 

lover  Mr.  Cleriroont  fliou'd  happen  to  fee  him,   who  is 
of  late  fo  impertinently  jealous  of  a  rival,  though  from 

what  caufe  I  know  not -not  but  I  lye- too.     [Afide. 

I  lay,  fhou'd  he  fee  him,  your  country  gentleman  wou'd 
be  in  danger,  I  can  tell  you. 

SyL  O  !  there's  no  fear  of  that ;  for  I  have  order'd 
him  to  be  brought  in  the  back  way  :  When  I  have  talk'd 
with  him  a  little  alone,  I'll  find  an  occafion  to  leave  him 
with  you  ;  ^and  then  we'll  compare  our  opinions  of  him. 

Enter  fer'vant  to  Clarinda. 

Ser<v.  Madam,  my  Lady  Sadlife.  [Exit. 

Syl.  Pfhah  !  toe  here  ! 

Clar.  Don't  be  uneafy  ;  me  (han't  difturb  you  :  I'll 
take  care  of  her. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sad.  O,  my  dears,  you  have  loft  the  fweeteft 
morning  fure,  tkat  ever  peep'd  cut  of  the  firmament. 
The  park  never  was  in  fuch  perfection. 

Clar.   'Tis  always  fo  when  your  ladyihip's  there. 
Lady  Sad.  'Tis  never  fo  without  my  dear  Clarinda. 
SyL  -How  civilly  we  women  hateone  another  !  [AJide. 
Was  there  a  good  deal  of  company,   madam  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Abundance  !  and  the  bed  I  have  feen  this 
fenfon  :  for  'twas  between  twelve  and  one,  the  very 
hour  you  know  when  the  mob  are  violently  hungry. 
O  !  the  air  was  fo  infpiring  !  fo  amorous  !  And,  to 
complete  the  pleafure,  1  was  attack'd  in  converfation 
by  the  moil  charming,  inodcft,  agreeably  infinuating 
young  fellow,  furc,  that  ever  woman  play'd  the  fool 
with. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  Who  was  it  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Nay,  Heav'n  knows  ;  his  face  is  as  en- 
tirely new  as  his  converfation.  What  wretches  oar 
young  fellows  are  to  him  ? 

Syl.  What  fort  of  a  perfon  ? 

Lady  Sad,  Tall,  ftreight,  well-Hmb'd,  walk'd  firm  ; 
and  a  Jookfas  chearfol  as  a  May-day  morning. 

Syl.  The  pifture's  very  like  :  Pray  Hear'n  it  is  not 
my  gentleman's.  [Afide. 

Clar.  I  wlh  this  don't  prove  my  colonel.  {Ajtde. 

Syl,   How  came  you  to  part  with  him  fo  (bon  ? 

Ladj  Sad.  O  name  it  not !  that  eternal  damper  of  all 
pleafure,  my  hufband,  Sir  Solomon,  came  into  the  Mall 
in  the  very  ciiiis  of  our  coi'.vertatiQn — 1  fnw  him  at  a 
diftance,  and  complain'd  tha:  the  air  grew  tainted,  that 
J  was  f;ck  o'th'  fudden,  and  left  kirn  in  fuch  abrupt. 
nets  and  confufion,  as  if  he  had  been  himfdf  my  huf- 
band. 

Clar.  A  melancholy  difappointment,  indeed  ! 

Lady  Sad.   Oh  !   'tis  a  hulband's  nature  to  give  'em. 
A fervant  enters  and  iMkijperj  Sylvia. 

S?J.  Defire  him  to  walk  in — coutin,  you'll  be  at  hand. 

Clar.  In  the  next  room-— come,  madam,  Sylvia  has  a 
little  bufinefs.  I'll  Ihew  you  fome  of  the  iweeteil,  pret- 
tieil  figur'd  china. 

Lady  Sad.   My  dear,  I  wait  on  vou. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Sad.  and  Clar. 
Enter  A  tall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

•9y/.  You  find,  fjr,  I  have  kept  my  word  in  feeing  you  ; 
'tis  all  you  yet  have  afked  of  me  ;  and  when  1  know 
'tis  in  my  power  to  be  more  obliging,  there's  nothing 
you  can  command  in  honour  I  ihall  refufe  you. 

4t.  This  generous  offer,  madam,  is  fo  high  an  obli- 
gation, that  it  were  almoft  mean  in  me  to  a/k  a  farther 
favour.  But  'tis  a  lover's  merit  to  be  a  mifer  in  his 
wilhes,  and  grafp  at  all  occafions  to  enrich  'em.— I  own 
I  feel  your  charms  too  feafibly  prevail,  but  dare  not 
give  a  loofe  to  my  ambitious  thoughts,  'till  I  have  pafi'd 
one  dreadful  doubt  that  makes  'em. 

«?>7.  Jf  'tis  in  power  to  clear  it,  afk  me  freely. 
'    At.  I   tremble  at  the  trial ;    and  yet  mcthinks  my 
fears  are  vain  :  But  yet  to  kill  or  cure  'em  once  forever, 
be  jult  and  tell  me  ;  arc  you  married  ? 

If 
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Sjl.  If  that  can  make  you  eafy,  no. 
At.  'Tis  eafe  indeed— nor  are  you  promis'J,  nor  vour 
heart  engag'd  ? 

£>•/.  That's  hard  to  tell  you  :  But  to  be  juft,  1  ow»  . 
my  father  has  engag'd  my  perfon  to  one  1  never  faw^ 
and  my  heart  I  fear's  inclining  to  one  he  never  faw. 

At.  O  yet  be  merciful,  and  eafe  my  doubt ;  tell  me 
the  happy  man  that  has  deferv'd  fo  extjuifite  a  bleffing. 
SjfL  That,  fir,   requires  fome  paufe  :    Firft  tell  me 
why  your're  fo  inquifitive,  without  letting  me  know  the 
Cprulition  of  your  own  heart. 

At.  In  every  circumftance  my  heart's  the  fame  with 
yours ;  'tis  promis'd  to  one  I  never  faw,  by  a  command- 
ing father,  who,  by  my  firm  hopes  of  happinefs,  I  am 
M^olv'd  to  difobey,   unlefs  your  cruelty  prevents  it. 
Sy/.  But  my  difobedience  would  beggar  me. 
At*  Banilh  that  fear.     I'm  heir  to  a  fortune  will  fup- 
port  you  like  yourfelf — May  I  not  know  your  family  ? 
SyJ.  Yet  you  muft  not. 

At.  Why  that  nicety  ?  Is  not  it  in  my  power  to  en- 
quire  whofe  houfe  this  is  when  I  am  gone  r 

.Sji.  And  be  never  the  wifer :  Thefe  lodgings  are  a 
friend's,  and  are  only  borrowed  on  this  occafion  :  But 
to  fuve  you  the  trouble  of  any  further  needlefs  queflions, 
I  jvtll  make  you  one  propofal.  I  have  a  young  lady 
iere  within,  who  is  the  only  confident  of  my  engage- 
ments to  you  :  On  her  opinion  I  rely ;  nor  can  you  take 
it  ill,  if  I  make  no  farther  fteps  without  it :  'Twould 
te  miferable  indeed  fhou'd  we  both,  meet  beggars.  I 
ewn  your  actions  and  appearance  merit  all  you  can  de-- 
fire ;  let  her  be  as  well  fatisfy'd  of  your  preteufions  and 
condition,  and  you  mall  find  it  iha'n't  be  a  little  for- 
tune (hall  make  me  ungrateful. 

At.  So  generous  an  offer  exceeds  my  hopes. 

f  Who's  there  ?  [Enter  ftrva**. 

my  coufin  Clarinda  to  walk  in. 
Ha!  Clarinda!  if  it  (hould  be  my  Cl.irinda  now,  , 
I'm  in  a  fsveet  condition—by  all  that's  terrible  the  very 
flie  ;   this  was  finely  contriv'd  of  fortune. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Defend  me!  Col.  StandfaH  !  toe  has  certainly  . 
dircovcr'd  my  affairs  with  him,  and  has  a  mind  to  ini'ult 
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me  by  an  affected  resignation  of  her  pretenfions  to  him 
—  J'll  difappoint  her,  I  won't  know  him. 

Sy/.   Coufin,  pray,  come  forward  ;   this  is  the  genrfe-  * 
man  I  am   fo  much  oblig'd  to — fir,   this  iady  is  a  rela- 
tion of  mine,  and  the  perfon  we  are  (peaking  of. 

At.  I  lhall  be  proud  to  be  better  known  among  any 
of  your  friends.  -[Solutes  bet. 

Clar.  Soh  !  he  takes  the  hint,  I  fee,  and  fertns  not  t» 
know  me  neither :  I  know  not  what  to  think. — I  am 
confounded  !  I  hate  both  him  and  her.  How  nncon- 
cern'd  he  looks  I  confufion !  he  addreffes  her  before  my 
face. 

Lady  Sadlife  peeping  in. 
Lady  Sad.  What  do  1  fee  ?   The  pleafant  young  fel- 
low that  talk'd  with  me  in   the  park  jufl  now  !  This  j» 
the  luckieil  accident !  I  muft  know  a  little  more  of  him, 

[Retires. 

Sjl.  Coufin,  and  Mr.  Freeman  — t  think  I  need  not 
make  any  apology — you  both  know  the  occafion  of  my 
leaving  you  together— —in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I'll 
wait  on  you  again.  [Exit  Syl. 

•'At.  So,  I'm  in  a  hopeful  way  now,  faith  ;  bat  buff's 
the  word  :  I'll  Hand  it. 

Clar.  Mr.  Freeman !  So,  my  gentleman  has  changed 
his  name  too !  How  harmlefs  he  looks — I  have  my  fenfes 
fure,  and  yet  the  demurenefs,  of  that  face  looks  as  if  he 
had  a  mind  to  perfuade  me  out  of  'em.  I  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  humour  his  afTurance,  and  fee  how  far  he'll 
carry  it — Won't  you  pleafe  to  fit,  fir?  [Vheyfo. 

At.  What  the  devil  can  this  mean  ? — Sure  me  has  a 
mind  to  counterface  me,  and  not  know  me  too— With  all 
my  heart :  If  her  ladyfhip  won't  know  me,  I'm  fure  'tis 
not  my  bufinefs  at  this  time  to  know  her.  [Afedc. 

Clar.  Certainly  that  face  is  a  cannon  proof.      [AJiJe. 
At.  Now  for  a  formal  fpeech,  as  if  I  had  never  feea 
her  in  my  life  before.   [AJiJ<.]  Madam — ahem!  Ma- 
dam,— I — a  hem  ! 

Clar.  Curfe  of  that  fteady  face.  [AJMe. 

At.  I  fay,  madam',  fince   I  am  an   utter  ftranger  to 
you  I  am  afraid  it  will  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  offer 
\oii  more  arguments  than  one  to  do  me  a  friendfhip  with 
your  coufin ;  but  if  you  are,  as  me  feems  to  own  you  • 
her  real  friend,  I  prefume  you  can't  give  her  a  better 

proof 
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proof  of  your  being  fo,  than  pleading  the  caufe  of  a 
fincere  and  humble  lover,  whofe  tender  wifhes  never 
can  propofe  to  talte  of  peace  in  life  without  her. 

Clar.   Umph  !  I'm  chok'd.  [Afide. 

At.  She  gave  me  hopes,  that  when  I  had  fatisfied  you 
of  my  birth  and  fortune,  you  wou'd  do  me  the  honour 
to  let  me  know  her  name  and  family. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  muft  own  you  are  the  mofl  perfefl  maf- 
ttr-of  your  art,  that  ever  enter'd  the  lilts  of  aflurance. 

At.  Madam  ! 

Cl&r.  And  I  don't  doubt  but  vou'll  find  it  a  much 
eafier  tafk  toimpofe  upon  my  couiin,  than  me. 

At.  Impofe,  madam  !  I  fhould  be  forry  any  thing  I 
have  faid  could  difoblige  you  into  fuch  hard  thoughts  of 
me  :  Sure  madam,  you  are  under  fome  misinformation. 

Clar.  I  was  indeed,  but  now  my  eyes  are  open — for 
'till  this  minute  I  never  knew  that  the  gay  Col.  Stand- 
fail,  was  the  demure  Mr.  Freeman. 

Jdt.  Col.  Standfaft !  This  is  extremely  dark,  madam. 

Clar.  This-jeftis  tedious,  fir — impudence  grows  dull, 
when  'tis  fo  very  extravagant. 

At.  Madam,  J  am  a  gentleman  —  but  not  yet  wife 
enough,  1  find,  to  account  for  the  humours  of  a  fine 
lady. 

Clar.  Troth,  fir,  on  fecond  thoughts  I  begin  to  be  a 
little  better  reconcil'd  to  your  affurance ;  'tis  in  fome 
fort  modefty  to  deny  yourfelf ;  for  to  own  your  perjuries 
to  my  face,  had  been  an  infolence  tranfcendently  pro- 
voking. 

At.  Really,  madam,  my  not  being  able  to  appre- 
hend one  word  of  all  this  is  a  great  inconvenience  to  my 
affair  with  your  coufin  :  But  if  you  will  firlt  do  me  the 
honour  to  make  me  acquainted  with  her  name  and  fa- 
mily, I  don't  much  care  if  I  do  take  a  little  pains  af- 
terwards to  come  to  a  right  underitanding  with  you. 

Clar.  Come  !  come  !  lince  you  fee  this  affurance  will 
do  you  no  good,  you  had  better  put  on  a  fimplc  look, 
and  generoufly  confefs  your  frailties:  The  fame  flyiu-i. 
thatdeceiv'd  me  firft,  will  Itill  find  me  woman  enough. 
to  pardon  you. 

At.  That  bite  won't  do.  [A fide.]  Sure,  madam,  you 
miltake  me  for  fonve  other  pcrlon  1 

Clar. 
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Clar.  Infolent !   audacious  villain  !   I  am  not  to  have 
'  my  fenfes  then  ! 

At.  No.      •        .         .  .  [Jfide. 

Clar.  And  you  are  refolv'd  to  fland  it  tfhthe  lad  ! 

At.   The  laft  extremity.  [A/ide. 

Clar,  Well,  fir,  fince  you  are  fo  much  a  ftranger  to 
Colonel  Standfaft,  I'll  tell  you  where  to  find  him,  and 
tell  him  this  from  me ;  I  hate  him,  fcorn,  deleft,  and 
loath  him  :  I  never  meant  him  but  at  belt  for  my  diverfi- 
on,  and  mould  he  ever  renew  his  dull  addreffes  to  me,  I'll 
have  him  ufed  as  his  vain  infolence  deferves.  Now,  fir, 
I  have  no  more  to  fay,  and  I  deft  re  you  would  leave  the 
houfe  immediately. 

At.  1  would  not  willingly  difoblige  you,  madam,  but 
'tis  impoflible  to  ftir  'till  I  have  fent  your  coulin,  and 
clear'd  myfelf  of  thefe  ftrange  afperfions. 

Clar.  Don't  flatter  yourfelf,  fir,  with  fo  vain  a  hope, 
for  I  muft  tell  you  once  for  all,  you've  feen  the  laft  of 
her  :  And  if  you  won't  be  gone,  you'll  oblige  me  to. 
have  you  forc'd  away. 

At'.  I'll  be  even  with  you.  \_Afide.~}  Well,  madam, 
fince  I  find  nothing  can  prevail  upon  yoar  cruelty,  I'll 
take  my  leave  :  But  as  you  hope  for  juftke  on  the  man 
that  wrongs  yoa,  at  leaft  be  faithful  to  yeur  lovely 
friend.  And  when  you  have  nam'd  to  her  my  utmoft 
guilt,  yet  paint  my  paffion  as  it  is,  fince  re.  Tell  her 
what  tortures  I  endur'd  in  this  fevere  exclusion  from  her 
•  fight,  that  'till  my  innocence  is  clear  to  her,  and  flic 
again  receives  me  into  mercy. 

A  madman's  frenzy's  heav'n  to  what  I  feel  ; 

The  wounds  you  give  'tis  me  alone  can  heal.     {Exit. 

Clar.  Moft  abandon'd  impudence  !  And  yet  I  know 
'not  which  vexes  me  moft,  his  out-facing  my  fenfes,  or 
his  infolent  owning  his  paffion  for  my  coufin  to  my  face*: 
•'Tis  impoflible  (he  cou'd  put  him  upon  this,  it  mull  be 
all  his  own;  but  be  it  as  it  will,  by  all  that's  woman 
I'll  have  revenge.  {Exit^ 

Re-enter  Atall  and  Lady  Sadlife  at  the  etber  Jide. 

At.   Hey-dey !    is   there    no   way  down   ftairs   here  : 
death  !  I  can't  find  my  way  out  I  This  is  the  odddt 
houfe. 
«    Lady  Sad.  Here  he  is — I'll  venture  to  pafs  by  him. 

dt.  Pray,  madam,  which  is  the  neareft  way  ciur 

Lady 
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Lady  Sad.  Sir!  out a 

A.  O  my  ftars  !  is't  you,  madam,  this  is  fortunate 
indeed — J  beg  you'll  tell  me,  do  you  live  here,  ma- 
dam ? 

Lady  Sad.  Not  very  far  off,  fir:  But  this  is  no  place 
to  talk  with  you  alone — indeed  I  muft  beg  your  pardon . 
At.  By  all  thofe  kindling  charms  that  fire  my  foul,  no 
cohfequence  on  earth  (hall  make  me  quit  my  hold,  till 
you've  given  me  fome  kind  affurance  that  I  ftiall  fee  you 
again,  and  fpeedily:  I'gad  I'll  have  one  out  of  the  fa- 
mily at  leaft. 

Lady  Sad.  O  good,  here's  company  ! 
dt.  O  do  not  rack  me  with  delays,  but  quick,  be- 
fore this  dear  fliort-liv'd  opportunity's  loft,  inform  nte 
where  you   live,  or  kill  me  :    To  part  with  this  fofc 
white  hand  is  ten  thoufand  daggers  to  my  heart. 

[Kijfing  it  eager  Ij. 

Lady  Sad.  O  lud !  I  am  going  home  this  minute: 
And  if  you  fhou'd  offer  to  dog  my  chair,  I  proteft  I—- 
was «ver  fuch  ufage lord fure !  oh follow  mf 

down  then.  [Exturtt. 

Re-enter  Clarinda,  and  Sylvia. 
Syl.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  madam,  but  what  I  tell 
you  is  true. 

Syl.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 
Clar.  You  don't  believe  then  ? 
Syl.  I  do  believe,  that  when  fome  womeiTare  jnclin'd 
to  like  a  man,  nothing  more  palpably  difcovers  it,  than 

their  railing  at  him  ;  ha  !  ha ! Your  pardon,  cou- 

fin ;  you  know  you  laugh'd  at  me  juft  now   upon  the 
fame  occafion. 

Clar.  The  occafion's  quite  different,  madam ;  I  hate 
him.  And,  once  more  I  tell  you,  he's  a  villain,  you're 
impos'd  on.  He's  a  colonel  of  foot;,  his  regiment's  novr 
in  Spain,  and  his  name's  Standfaft. 

Syl.  But  pray,  good  coufin,  whence  had  you  this  in- 
telligence of  him  r 

Clar.  From  the  fame  place  that  you  had  your  falfe 
account,  madam,  his  own  mouth. 
Syl.  What  was  his  bufinefs  with  you  ? 
Clar.  Much  about  the  fame,  <«  hu  bofmefi  with  you  • 
—love, 
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Syl.  Love !  to  you  ! 

C/ar.  Me,  madam !  Lord  t  What  am  I  ?  Old  !  or  a 
monittr  !  Is  it  fo  prodigious  that  a  man  fhouJd  like 
me? 

Sjl.  No!  but  I'm  amaa'd  to  think,  ifhehadlik'd 
you,  he  fhou'd  leave  you  fo  foon,  for  me  ! 

Clar.  For  you  !  leave  me  for  you  !  No,  madam,  J 
did  not  tell  you  that  neither  !  ha  \  ha  ! 

SyL  No !  What  made  you  fo  violently  angry  with 
him  then  ?  Indeed,  couun,  you  had  better  take  fom» 
other  fairer  way  ;  this  artifice  is  much  too  weak  to  make 
me  break  with  him.  But,  however,  to  let  yo»  fee  I  can 
be  ftill  a  friend  ;  prove  him  to  be  what  you  fay  he  is, 
and  my  engagements  with  him  fhall  foon  be  over. 

Clar,  Look  you,  madam,  not  but  I  flight  the  tender- 
ed of  his  addrefles  j  but  to  convince  you  that  my  va- 
nity was  not  miftaken  in  him,  I'll  write  to  him  by  the 
n;ime  of  Col.  Standfafl,  and  do  you  the  fame  by  that  of 
Freeman  ;  and  let's  each  appoint  him  to  meet  us  at  my 
Lady  Sadlife's  at  the  fame  time :  If  thefe  appear  two 
different  men,  I  think  our  difpute's  eafily  at  an  end  ;  if 
but  one,  and  he  does  not  own  all  I've  faid  of  him-  to 
your  face,  I'll  make  you  a  very  humble  curt'fy,  and 
beg  your  pardon. 

Sjl.  And  if  he  does  own  it,  I'll  make  your  ladyfhif 
the  fame  reverence,  and  beg  yours. 
Enter  Clerimont. 

Clar.  Pfliah  !  he  here  ! 

,-C/er.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  in  fuch  good  company, 
r»adam. 

Clar.  One's  feldom  long  in  good  company,  fir. 

dler.  I  am  forry  mine  has  been  fo  troublefome  of 
late  ;  but  I  value  your  eafe  at  too  high  a  rate,  to  dif-i 
twb  it.  [Going. 

Sjl.  Nay,  Mr.  Clerimont,  upon  my  word  you  Ihan't-^, 
flu.     Hark  you— \Wlrifptr i.~\  Your  pardon,  coufm. 

C/ar.  I  muft  not  loie  him  neither — Mr.  Clerimont*?.  . 
way  is,   to   be  -fevere   in  his  conftruftion  of  people's 
meaning. 

Sjl.  I'll  write  my  letter,  and  be  with  you,  coufin.  [Ex. 

C/er.  It  was  always  my  principle,  madam,  to  have  an 
humble  opinion  of  my  merit ;  when  a  woman  of  fenfe 
frowns  upon  me,  I  ought  to  think  I  dcfcrvc  it. 

C/«* 
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Clar.  But  to  expeft  to  be  always  receiv'd  with  a.  fmile, 
I  think,  is  having  a  very  extraordinary  opinion  cf  one's 
merit. 

Cler,  We  differ  a  little  as  to  faft,  madam  :  For  thefe 
ten  days  paft,  I  have  had  no  diftindlion,  bat  a  fevere 
refervednefs.  You  did  not  ufe  to  be  fo  fparing  of  your 
^ood-humour ;  and  while  I  fee  you  gay  to  all  the 
world  but  me,  I  can't  but  be  a  little  concern'd  at  the 
change. 

Clar.  If  he  has  difcover'd  the  colonel  now,  I'm  un- 
done !  he  cou'd  not  meet  him,  fure. 1  mult  humour 

him  a  little.  [Jljkle,~\  Men  of  your  fincevc  temper, 
Mr.  Clerimont,  I  own,  don't  always  meet  with  the 
•ufage  they  deferve  :  but  women  are  giddy  things,  and 
had  we  no  errors  to  anfwer  for,  the  ufe  of  good- nature 
in  a  lover  wou'd  be  loft.  Vanity  is  our  inherent  weak- 
nefs :  You  muft  not  chide,  if  \ve  are  fometimes  fonder 
of  your  paffions  than  your  prudence. 

•  •Cler.  This  friendly  condefcenfion  makes  me  more 
your  flave  than  ever.  O  !  yet  he  kind,  and  tell  me, 
have  I  been  tortur'd  with  a  groundlefs  jealouly  ? 

Clar.    Let   your  own    heart    be   judge but 

don't  take  it  ill  if  J  leave  you  now — 1  have  fomc  ear- 
neft  bufinefs  with  my  coufin  Sylvia: — But  to-night 
at  my  Lady  Dainty's  I'll  make  you  amends ;  you'll  bu 
there. 

Cler.  I  need  not  promife  you. 

Clar.  Your  fervant. — Ah !  how  eafily  is  poor  Since- 
rity impos'd  on  !  Now  for  the  colonel.  [dfidt. 

[Exit. 

Cler.  This   unexpe&ed  change  of  humour  more  ftirs 

my  jealoufy  than  all  her  late  fevcrity. I'll  watch  her 

dole. 

For  me  that  from  a  juft  reproach  is  kind,  1 

Gives  more  fufpicion  of  her  guilty  mind,      [blind.  > 

And  throws  her  {miles,  like  duft,  to  ftrike  the  lover  3 

[Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    Lady    Dainty',  apartment  ,- 

A  table,  with  phials,  gallipot*,  glaffes,  £c. 

Lady  Dainty,  «*/  Sitbp  'i&rr  woman, 


Situp! 
O     Sit.  Madam  ! 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  ftrangely  flow  ;  I  told  thce  tft« 
hartftiorn  ;  I  have  the  vapours  to  that  degree. 

Sit.  If  your  ladyfhip  would  take  my  advice  you  fhou'd 
e'en  fling  your  phyfic  out  of  the  window  ;  if  you  were 
not  in  perfeft  health  in  three  days,  I'd  be  bound  to  be 
fick  for  you. 

Lady  D.  Peace,  goody  impertinence  !  I  tell  thee,  no 
woman  of  quality  is,  or  fhou'd  be  in  perfect  health—- 
Huh !  huh!  \Cougks  faintly.}  To  be  always  in  health 
is  as  vulgar  as  to  be  always  in  humour,  and  wou'd 
equally  betray  one's  want  of  wit  and  breeding;—— 
where  are  the  fellows  ? 

Sit.  Here,  madam-  -  [Enter  two  footmen* 

Lady  D.  Cxfar  !  —  run  to  my  Lady  Roundfides;  de- 
Cre  to  know  how  fhe  relied  ;  and  tell  her  the  violence  of 
my  cold  is  abated  :  Huh  !  huh  !  Pompey,  ftep  you  to 
my  Lady  Killchairman's  ;  give  my  fervice  ;  fay,  I  have 
been  fo  embarrafs'd  with  the  fpleen  all  this  morning, 
that  I  am  under  the  greateft  uncertainty  in  the  world, 
whether  I  (hall  be  able  to  ftir  out,  or  no  —  And,  d'ye 
hear  !  defire  to  know  how  my  lord  does,  and  the  new 
monkey——  [Exeunt  footmen. 

Sit.  In  my  confcience,  thefe  great  ladies  make  them- 
felves  fick  to  make  themfelves  bufmefs  j  and  arc  well  or 
ill,  only  in  ceremony  to  one  another.  \AJide* 

Lady  D.  Where's  t'other  fellow  ? 

Sit.  He  is  not  return'd  yet,  madam. 

Lady  D.  'Tis  indeed  a  ftrange  lump,  not  fit  to  carry 
a  difeafe  to  any  body  ;  I  fent  him  t'other  day  to  the 
dutchefs  of  Diet-Drink  with  the  colic,  and  the  brate 
put  it  into  his  own  tramontane  language,  and  call'd  it 
the  belly-ach:  -- 

SJt.  1  wifh  your  ladyfliip  had  not  occafion  to  fend  for 
ny,  for  my  part  . 

10 
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Lmdy  D.  Thy  part  ? — pr'ythee  !  thou  wert  made  of 
the  rongh  mafculine  kind  ; — 'tis  betraying  our  fex  not 
to  be  fickly  and  tender. — All  the  families  I  vifir,  have 
fomething  deriv'd  to  'em  from  the  elegant  nice  Hate  of 
indifpoiition  ;  you  fee,  even  in  the  men,  a  genteel,  as 
it  were,  ftagger,  or  twine  of  the  bodies  ;  as  if  they 
were  not  yet  confirmed  'enough  for  the  rough  laborious 
exercife  of  walking,  «  a  lazy  faunter  in  their  motion, 
'  fomething  fo  quality  !  and  their  voices  fo  foft  and 

*  low,  you'd  think  they  were  falling  afleep,  they  are  fo 
'  very  delicate. 

*  Sit.  But  methinks,  madam,  it  wou'd  be  better  if 

*  the  men  were  not  altogether  fo  tender. 

'  Lady  D.  Indeed,  I  have  fometimes  wifh'd  the  crea- 
'  tures  were  not,  but  that  the  nicenefs  of  their  frame  fo 

*  much   diftinguifhes  'em   from  the  herd  of  common 

*  people :'  Nay,  ev'n  moft  of  their  difeafes,  you  fee, 
are  not  prophan'd  by  the  crowd :   The  apoplexy,  the 

gmt,  and  vapours,  are  all  peculiar  to  the  nobility. — 
uh  !  huh !    and  I  could  almoil  with,   that  colds  were 
only  our's  ; — there's  fomething  in  'era  fo  genteel, — fo 
agreeably  difordering — huh  !  huh  ! 

Sit.  That,  I  hope,  I  (hall  never  be  fit  for  'em 

Your  ladyfhip  forgot  the  fpleen. 

Lady  D.  Oh  ! my  dear  fpleen,— —I  grudge  that 

cv'n  to  fome  of  us. 

Sit.  I  knew  an  ironmonger's  wife,  in  this  city,  that 
was  mightily  troubled  with  it. 

Lady  D.  Foh  !  What  a  creature  haft  thou  nam'd  !  An 
ironmonger's  wife  have  the  fpleen  !  Thou  might'ft  ac 
well  have  faid  her  hulband  was  a  fine  gentleman— 
give  me  fomething. 

Sit.  Will  your  ladyfhip  pleafe  to  take  any  of  the  fleel 
drops  ?  or  the  bolus  ?  or  the  eleftuary  ?  or—— 

Lady  D.  This  wench  will  fmother  me  with  qu«ftions, 

—huh  !  huh !  bring  any  of  'em thefe  healthy  flut* 

are  fo  boifterous,  they  fplit  one's  brains :  I  fancy  my- 
felf  in  an  inn  while  Ihe  talks  to  me — I  mull  have  fome 
decay'd  perfon  of  quality  about  me  :  For  the  commons 
of  England  are  the  Itrangeft  creatures — —huh  !  huh  ! 
Enter  Servant. 

Str.  Mrs.  Sylvia,  madam,  is  come  to  wait  upon  your 
ladyfhip. 

6  L*4 
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Lady  D.  Define  her  to  walk  in  ; — let  the  phyfic 
alone  : — I'll  take  a  little  of  her  company  j  fhe's  mighty 
.good  for  the  fpleen. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Dear  Lady  Dainty  ! 

Lady  D.  My  good  creature,  I'm  over-joy'd  to  fee 
you hnh  !  huh  ! 

Syl.  I  am  forry  to  fee  your  ladyftiip  wrapt  up  thus ;  I 
was  in  hopes  to  have  had  your  company  to  the  Indian 
houfe. 

Lady  D.  If  any  thing  could  tempt  me  abroad,  'twou'd 
be  that  place,  and  fuch  agreeable  company ;  but  how 
came  you,  dear  Sylvia,  te  be  reconcil'd  to  any  thing  in 
an  Indian  houfe  ?  you  us'd  to  have  a  moft  barbarous  in- 
clination for  our  own  odious  manufaftures. 

Sj'L  Nay,  madam,  I  am  only  going  to  recruit  my 
tea-table  :  As  to  the  rell  of  their  trumpery,  I  am  as 
much  out  of  humour  with  it  as  ever. 

Lady  D,  Well  thou  art  a  pleafant  creature,  thy  dif- 
tafte  is  fo  diverting. 

Syl.  And  your  ladylhip  is  fo  expenfive,  that  really  I 
am  not  able  to  come  into  it. 

Lady  D.  Now  it  is  to  me  prodigious  !  how  fome  wo- 
men can  muddle  away  their  money  upon  houfwifery, 
children,  books,  and  charities,  when  there  are  fo  many 
well-bred  ways,  and  foreign  curiofities,  that  more 
elegantly  require  it — I  have  every  morning  the  rari- 
ties of  all  countries  brought  to  me,  and  am  in  love 

with  every  new  thing  I  fee. Are  the  people  come  yet, 

Situp  I 
-Sit.  They  have  been  below,  madam,  this  half  hour. 

Lady  D.  Difpofe  'em  in  the  parlour,  and  we'll  be 
there  prefently.  [Exit  Sit. 

Syl.  How  can  your  ladyfhip  take  fuch  pleafure  in  be- 
ing cheated  with  the  bawbles  of  other  countries  ? 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  a  very   infidel  to  all  finery. 

Syl.  And  you  are  a  very  bigot 

Lady  D.  A  perfon  of  all  reafon,  and  no  complai- 
fance. 

Syl.  And  your  ladyfhip  all  complaifance,  and  no  rea- 
fon. 

Lady  D.  Follow  me,  and  be  converted.          [Exeunt. 
B  Re-enter 
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Re-enter   Situp,  a  'woman  <witb  china  ware',  an  Indian 

Man  vuitb/creens,  tea,  &c.  a  Bird  man  with  a  paro- 
quet, monkey,   &c. 

Sit.  Come  !  come  into  this  room. 

Chi.  I  hope  your  lady  (hip's  lady  won't  be  long  in 
coming. 

Sit.  I  don't  care  if  {he  never  comes  to  you. It 

feems  you  trade  with  the  ladies  for  old  cloaths,  and  give 
'em  china  for  their  gowns  and  petticoats,  I'm  like  to 
have  a  fine  time  on't  with  fuch  creatures  as  you  indeed ! 

Chi.  Alas  !  madam,  I'm  but  a  poor  woman,  and  am 
forc'd  to  do  any  thing  to  live :  Will  your  ladyfhijp  be 
pleas'd  to  accept  of  a  piece  of  china  ? 

Sit.  Puh  !  no; — I  don't  care. — Though  I  muft  needs 
fay  you  look  like  an  honeft  woman.  [Loots  oa  it. 

Chi.  Thank  you,  good  madam. 

,  Sit.  Our  places  are  like  to  come  to  a  fine  pafs  indeed, 
if  our  ladies  muft  buy  their  china  with  our  perq-uifues : 
At  this  rate,  my  lady  flia'n't  have  an  old  fan,  or  a 
glove;  but 

Chi.  Pray,  madam,  take  it. 

Sit.  No,  not  I ;  I  won't  have  it,  efpecially  without 
a  faucer  to't.  Here,  take  it  again. 

Cbi.  Indeed  you  mail  accept  of  it. 

Sit.  Not  I,  truly— come,  give  it  me,  give  it  me; 
here's  my  lady. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Sylvia. 

Lady  D.  Well,  my  dear,  is  not  this  a  pretty  fight  now  ? 

SyJ.  It's  better  than  fo  many  doctors  and  apotheca- 
ries, indeed. 

Lady  D.  All  trades  muft  live  you  know ;  and  thofe 
no  more  than  thefe  could  fubfift,  if  the  world  were  all 
wife,  or  healthy. 

SjL  I'm  afraid  our  real  difeafes  are  but  few  to  our 
imaginary,  and  dodtors  get  more  by  the  found  than  the 
fickly. 

Lady  D.  My  dear,  you're  allowed  to  fay  any  thing — 

but  now  I  muft  talk  with  the  people. Have  you  got 

any  thing  new  there  ? 

Chi.      ) 

Ind.      \  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  lady/hip. 

Bird.    \      • 

Lady 
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D.   One  at  once. 

Bird.  I  have  brought  your  ladyfliip  the  finefl  mon- 
key.  

Syl.  What  a  filthy  thing  it  is ! 

.  Lady  D.  I  now  think  he  looks  very  humourous  and 
agreeable — I  vow  in  a  white  perriwig  he  might  do  mif- 
chief ;  could  he  but  talk  and  take  fnutf,  there's  ne'er  a 
fop  in  town  would  go  beyond  him. 

Syl.  Mod  fops  would  go  farther  if  they  did  not  fpeak  ; 
but  talking,  indeed,  makes  'em  very  often  worfe  com- 
pany than  monkies. 

Lady  D.  Thoa  pretty  little  pidlure  of  man— —How 
very  Indian  he  looks !  I  cou'd  kifs  the  dear  creature.  • 

Syl,  Ah  !   don't  touch  him,  he'll  bite. 

Bird.  No,  madam,  he  is  the  tameft  you  ever  faw,  and 
the  leaft  mifchievous. 

Lady  D.  Then  take  him  away,  I  won't  have  him,  for 
mifchief  is  the  v.it  of  a  monkey,  and  I  wou'd  not  give  a 
farthing  for  one  that  wou'd  not  break  me  three  or  four 
pounds  worth  of  china  in  a  morning.  O  !  I  am  in  love 
with  thefe  Indian  figures — do  but  obferve  what  an  in- 
nocent natural  fimplicity  there  is  in  all  the  actions  of 
'em. 

Cbi.  Thefe  are  pagods,  madam,  that  the  Indians  wor- 
Aip. 

Lady  D.  So  far  I  am  an  Indian. 

Syl.  Now  to  me  they  are  all  monfters. 

Lady  D.  Profane  creature  ! 

Chi.  Is  your  ladyfliip  for  a  piece  of  right  Flanders 
lace  ? 

Lady  D.  Urn— no,  I  don't  care  for  it  now  it  is  not 
.prohibited. 

Ind.  Will  your  ladyfhip  be  pleas'd  to  have  a  pound 
of  fine  tea  ? 

Lady  D.  What  \  filthy  odious  bohea,  I  fuppofe. 

Ind.  No  madam,  right  Kappakawawa. 

Lady  D.  Well,  there's  fomething  in  the  very  found 
of  that  name,  that  makes  it  irrefiftible— — What  is't-a 
pound  ? 

Ind.  But  fix  guineas,  madam. 

Lady  D.  How  infinitely  cheap  !  I'll  buy  it  all.  Situp, 
take  the  man  in  and  pay  him,  and  let  die  reft  call 
again  to-morrow. 

B  z 
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Omnes.  Blefs  your  ladyfhip. 

[Exeunt  Sit.  Chi.  Ind.  .W  Bird. 
Lady  D.  Lord  !    how  feverifh  I  am — the  leaft  motion 
does  fo  diforder  me — do  but  feel  me. 

Syl.  No  really,  I  think  you  are  in  very  good  temper  i 
Lady  D.  Burning  indeed,    child. 
>.• .         Enter  Servant,  Doctor  and  Apothecary. 

Serv.  Madam,  here's  Doctor  Bolus  and  the  Apothe- 
cary. [Exit. 
Lady  D.  Oh !   doctor,  I'm  glad  you're  come,  one  is 
not  fure  of  a  moment's  life  without  you. 
Dr.  How  did  your  ladylhip  reft,  madam  ? 

[Feels  her  pulfe. 

Lady  D.  Never  worfe,  indeed,  doctor  :    I  once  fell 

•  into  a  little  flumber  indeed,  but  then  was  dilturb'd  by 

the  mofl  odious  frightful  dream  ;  that  if  the  fright  had 

tjvot  waken 'd  me,  1  had  certainly  perifhed  in  my  lleep 

with  the  apprehenfion. 

fc^a  J?r.  A  certain  fign  of  a  diforder'd  brain,    madam; 
.  ;biU  I'll  order  fomething  that  fhall  compofe  your  lady- 
ihip. 

Lady  D.  Mr.  Rhubarb,  I  muft  quarrel  with  you 

you  don't  difguife  your  medicines  enough,  they  tafle  all 
phyfie, 
vm  <Rbitb.  To  alter  it  more  might  offend  the  operation, 

madam. 
IK  i,  Lady  D.  I  don't  care  what  is  offended,  fo  my  taile  is 

.not. 

Uic#n  Hark  you,  Mr.  Rhubarb,  withdraw  the  medi- 
cine rather  than  to  make  it  pleafant;  I'll  find  a  reafon 
for  the  want  of  it's  operation. 
ym   Rbub.  But,  fir,  if  we  don't  look  about  us  fhe'll  grow 

well  upon  our  hands, 

-lib  &r-  Never  fear  that,  flic's  too  much  a  woman  of  qua- 
lity to  dare  to  be  well  without  her  doctor's  opinion. 

Rbub.  Sir,   we  have  drain'd  the  whole  catalogue  of 
dileafes  already,  there  is  not  another  left  to  put  in  her 
head. 
.jj,j  f)f.  Then  I'll  make  her  go  'em  over  again. 

Enter  Carelefs. 

X'i^i.Cart.  So !  here's  the  old  levee  !  dodlor  and  apothe- 
cary in  clofe  confultation  :   Now  will  I  demolifh  the 
quack  and  his  medicines  before  her  face— Mr.  Rhu- 
barb, 
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barb,  your  fervant,  pray  what  have  you  got  in  your 
hand  there  ? 

Rhub.  Only  a  julep  and  compofing  draught  for  my 
lady,  fir. 

*  Care.  Have  you  fo,  fir — pray  let  me  fee— I'll  pre- 
fcribe  to-day — dodor,  you  may  go — the  lady  fijall  take 
no  phyfic  at  prefent  but  me. 

Dr.  Sir 

Care.  Nay,  if  you  won't  believe  me — — 

[Breaks  the  phiah. 

Lady  D.   Ah  ! [Frighted  and  leaning  upon  Syl. 

Dr.  Come  away,  Mr.  Rhubarb — he'll  certainly -put 
her  out  of  order,  and  then  fhe'll  fend  for  us  again. 

[Ex.  Doctor  and  Apoth. 

Care.  You  fee,  madam,  what  pains  I  take  to  corns 
into  your  favour. 

Lady  D.  You  take  a  very  prepofterous  way  I  can  tell 
you,  fir. 

Care.  I  can't  tell  how  I  fucceed,  but  I  am  fure  I  en- 
deavour right,  for  I  fludy  every  morning  new  imperti- 
nence to  entertain  you;  for  fince  I  find  nothing  but 
dogs,  doftors,  and  monkies  are  your  favourites,  it's 
very  hard  if  your  ladyfhip  won't  admit  me  as  'one  of  the 
number. 

Lady  D.  When  I  find  you  of  an  equal  merit  with  my 
monkey,  you  fhall  be  in  the  fame  ftate  of  favour  :  I 
confefs,  as  a  proof  of  your  wit,  you  have  done  me  as 
nuich  mifchief  here  :  But  you  have  not  half  pug's  judg- 
ment, nor  his  fpirit ;  for  the  creature  will  do  a  world 
of  pleafant  things,  without  caring  whether  one  likes 
'em  or  not. 

Care.  Why  truly,  madam,  the  little  gentleman,  my 
rival,  I  believe  is  much  in  the  right  on't ;  and  if  you 
obierve,  I  have  taken  as  much  pains  of  late  to  dif- 
oblige,  as  to  pleafe  you. 

Lady  D.  You  fucceed  better  in  one  than  t'other,  I 
can  tell  you,  fir. 

Care.  I  am  glad  on't — for  if  you  had  not  me  now 
and  then  to  plague  you,  what  would  you  do  for  a  pre- 
tence to  be  chagreen,  to  faint,  have  the  fpleen,  the 
vapours,  and  all  thofe  modim.  diforders  that  fo  nicely 
'diftinguifh  a  woman  of  quality  ? 

B  3  Lady 


50    THE  DOUBLE  GALLANT:   OR, 

Lady  D.  I  am  perfectly  confounded  !  Certainly  there 
are  fome  people  too  impudent  for  our  refentment. 

Care.  Modefly's  a  ftarving  virtue,  madam,  an  old 
threadbare  fafhion  of  the  lafl  age,  and  would  fit  as  oddly 
upon  a  lover  now  as  a  picked  beard  and  muflachios. 

Lady  D.  Moll  aftonilhing  ! 

Cart.  I  have  try'd  fighing  and  looking  filly  a  great 
while,  but  'twou'd  not  do — nay,  had  you  had  as  little  wit 
as  good-nature,  fhould  have  proceeded  to  dance  and 
Cng — Tell  me  but  how,  what  face  or  form  can  worfhip 
you,  and  behold  your  votary  ? 

Lady  D.  Not,  fir,  as  the  Perfians  do  the  fun,  with 
your  face  towards  me :  The  belt  proof  you  can  give  me 
of  your  horrid  devotion,  is  never  to  fee  me  more. 
Come,  my  dear.  [Exit  with  Sylvia. 

Syl.  I'm  amaz'd  fo  much  afTurance  ihou'd  not  fuc- 
ceed.  [Exit. 

Care.  All  this  fha'n't  make  me  out  of  love  with  my 
\Irtue — Impudence  has  ever  been  a  fuccefsful  quality 
— and  'twou'd  be  hard  indeed  if  I  Ihou'd  be  the  firft 
that  did  not  thrive  by  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE,    Clerimont's   lodgings. 

Enter  Atall,  and  Finder  bis  man. 

At.  You  are  fure  you  know  the  houfe  again  ? 

Fin.  Ah  !  as  well  as  I  do  the  upper  gallery,  fir  ;— — 
'Tis  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife's,  at  the  two  glafs  lanthorns, 
within  three  doors  of  my  Lord  Duke's. 

At.  Very  well,  fir,  then  take  this  letter,  enquire  for 
my  Lady  Sadlife's  woman,  and  flay  for  aji  anfwer. 

Fin.  Yes,  fir.  [Exit. 

At.  Well,  I  find  'tis  as  ridiculous  to  propofe  pleafure 
in  love  without  variety  of  miftrefles,  as  to  pretend  to  be 
a  keen  fportfman  without  a  good  flable  of  horfes :  How 
this  lady  may  prove  I  can't  tell,  but  if  (he  is  not  a  deedy 
tit  at  the  bottom,  I'm  no  jockey. 

Re-enter  Finder. 

Tin.  Sir,  here  are  two  letters  for  you. 

At.  Who  brought  'em  ? 

Fin.  A  couple  of  footmen,  and  they  both  defire  an 
anfwer. 

At.  Bid  'cm  flay,  and  do  you  make  hafte  where  I  or- 

" 
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fftr.  Yes,  fir.  [Exit. 

jit.  To  Col.  Standfaft-  that's  Clarinda's  hand— To 
Mr.  Freeman — that  muft  be  my  incognita.  Ah  !  I  have 
rcoft  mind  to  open  this  firit :  but  if  t:other  malicious 
creature  fhou'd  have  perverted  her  growing  inclination 
to  me,  'tvvou'd  put  my  whole  frame  in  a  trembling. 
Hold,  I'll  guefs  my  fate  by  degrees — this  may  give  me 
a  glimpfe  of  it.  [Reads  Clar.  letter}  Urn — um — urn — 
ha!  to  meet  her  at  my  Lady  Sadlife's  at  fwcn  o'clock  to- 
night, and  take  no  manner  of  notice  of  my  late  difoyvn- 

ing  rayfelf  to  her fomething's  at  the  bottom  of"  all 

this — now  to  folve  the  riddle.  [Reads  t'other  letter,}  My 
coujin  Clarinda  has  told  fame  things  of  you  that  -very  much 
alarm  me  ;  but  I  am  willing  to  fujpend  my  belief  of  them  till 
I Jceyou,  which  I  defer e  may  be  at  my  Lady  Sadlife's  at  'fe-ven 
this  evening.  [The  devil !  the  fame  place  !J  As ycu  'value 
the  real  frienJ/hip  of  your  incognita. 

So  now  the  riddle's  out,  the  rival  queens  are  fairly  come 
to  a  reference,  and  one  or  both  of  them  I  muft  lofe,  that's 
pofuive  I — Hard  ! 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Hard  fortune!  Now,  poor  impudence,  what  will  become 
of  thee  ?  O  Clerimont !  fuch  a  complication  of  adventures 
fince  I  faw  thee,  fuch  fweet  hopes,  fears  and  unaccount- 
able difficulties,  fure  never  poor  dog  was  furrounded 
with. 

Cler.  O!  you  are  an  induftrious  perfon,  you'll  get 
over  'em.  But  pray  let's  hear. 

At.  To  begin  then  in  the  climax  of  my  misfortunes : 
in  the  firft  place,  the  private  lodgings  that  my  Incognita 
appointed  to  receive  me  in,  prove  to  be  the  very  indivi- 
dual habitation  of  my  other  miftrefs,  whom  (to  complete 
the  blunder  of  my  ill  luck)  me  civilly  introduced  in  per- 
fon to  recommend  me  to  her  better  acquaintance,  i 

Cler.  Ha  !  ha !  death  !  how  cou'd  you  Hand  'em  both 
together  ? 

At.  The  old  way buff 1  ftack  like  a  burr  to 

my  name  of  Freeman,  addrefs'd  my  incognita  before  the 
other's  face,  and  with  a  moft  unmov'd  good- breeding, 
harmlefsly  faced  her  down  I  had  never  ieen  her  in  my 
life  before. 

Cler.  Th»  prettieft  modefty  I  ever  heard  of. 
but  how  did  they  difcover  you  at  laft  } 
B  4 
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At.  Why  faith,  the  matter's  yet  in  fufpence,  and 
by  b"h  their  letters  that  th«y  don't  yet  well  know  what 
to  ti..:.k;   (but  to  go  on  with  my  luck)  you  mult  know 
they  have  fince  both  appointed  me,  by  feveral  names,  to 
meet  'em  at  one  and  the  fame  place  at  feven  o'clock 
this  evening. 
'  Cler.  An! 

At.  And  laflly  to  crown  my  fortune^  (as  if  the  devil 
himlelf  moll  triumphantly  rode  a  ftraddle  upon  my  ruin) 
the  fatal  place  of.  their  appointment  happens  to  be  the 
\ery  houie  of  a  third  lady,  with  whom  I  made  an  ac- 
quaintance fince  morning,  and  had  juil  before  lent  word 
1  wou'd  vifit  near  the  fame  hour  this  evening. 

Cler.  O  \  maider!  poor  Atall!  thou  art  really  fallen 
under  the  laft  degree  of  companion . 

At.  And  yet  with  a  little  of  thy  afiiftance,  in  the  mid- 
die  of  their  imall  (hot,  I  don't  iliii  dcipair  of  holding  my 
ii.-.'-d  ;.bove  water. 

Ckr.  Death  !  but  you  can't  meet  'em  both,  you  mull 
lole  one  of  'em,  unlefs  you  can  fplit  yourfelf. 

At.  Pr'ythee  don^t  fulpeft  my  courage  or  my  modefty, 
for  I'm  refolvM  to  go  on,  if  you  will  Itand  by  roe. 

Cler.  Faith,  my  very  curiofity  would  make  me  do 
that — but  what  can  I  do? 

At.  You  muft  appear  for  me  upon  occafion  in  perfon. 

Cler.  With  all  my  heart— What  elfe  ? 

At.  I  (hall  want  a  Queen's  meffenger  in  my  intereft, 
or  rather  one  that  can  perfonate  one. 

Clir.  That's  eafily  found — but  whit  to  do? 

At.  Come  along,  and  I'll  tell  you — for  firlt  I  muft  an- 
fwer  their  letters. 

Cler.  Thou  art  an  original,  faith.  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon's. 
Eater  Sir  Solomon  hading  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Wiihwell 

her  woman. 

Sir  Sol.  There,  madam,  let  me  have  no  more  of  thefe 
airings — no  good,  I'm  fure,  can  keep  a  woman  five  or 
fix  hours  abroad  in  a  morning. 

Lady  Sad.  You  deny  me  all  the  innocent  freedoms  of 
life. 

Sir  Sal.  Hah!  you  have  the  modifli  cant  of  this  end 
of  this  town,  I  fee:  intriguing,  gaming,  gadding,  and 

party- 
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party-quarries  with  a  pox  to  'em,  are  innocent  freedoms, 
forfooth  ! 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean ;  I'm  fure  I  have 
not  one  acquaintance  in  the  world  that  does  an  ill  thing. 
Sir  Sol.  They  mult  be  better  look'd  after  than  your 
ladyfhip  then ;  but  I'll  mend  my  hand  as  faft  as  I  can  : 
do  you  look  to  your  reputation  henceforward,  and  I'll 
take  care  of  your  perfon. 

Lady  Sad.  You  wrong  my  virtue  with  thefe  unjuft 
fufpicions. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  it's  no  matter  for  that;  better  I  wrong  it 
than  you.     I'll  fecure  my  doors  for  this  day  at  leait.  [Ex. 
Lady  Sad.  O  !  Wilhwell !  what  (hall  I  do  ? 
Wijh.  What's  the  matter,  madam  ? 
Lady  Sad.  I  expeft  a  letter  from  a  gentleman  every 
minute,  and  if  it  fhou'd  fall  into  Sir  Solomon's  hands, 
I'm  ruin'd  palt  redemption. 

Wijh.  He  won't  fufped  it,  madam,  fure,  if  they  are 
directed  to  me,  as  they  ufed  to  be. 

Lady  Sad.  But  his  jealoufy's  grown  fo  violent  of  late, 
there's  no  trufting  to  it  now ;  if  he  meets  it  I  lhall  be 
lock'd  up  for  ever. 

Wijh.  O  ^clear,  madam!  I  vow  your  ladyfhip  frights. 

me Why,  he'll  kill  me  for  keeping  counfel. 

Lady  Sad.  Run  to  the  window,  quick,  and  watch  the 
jneflenger.  [Exit  WiQi.j  Ah  !  there's  my  ruin  near. 

1  feel  it \_A  knocking  at  the  door. ~\  What  mall  I 

do? Be  very  infolent,  or  very  humble,  and  cry.     I 

have  known  fome  women  upon  thefe  occafion's,  outftrut 
their  hufband's  jealoufy,  and  make  'em  afk  pardon  for 

finding  'em  out O  lud !  here  he  comes  —  I  can't 

do't,  my  courage  fails  me 1  muft  e'en  Hick  to  my 

handkerchief,  and  truft  to  nature. 

Re-enter  Sir  Solomon,  taking  a  litter  from  Finder. 
Sir  Sol.  Sir,  I  (hall  make  bold  to  read  this  letteo;  and 
if  you  have  a  mind  to  fave  your  bones,  there's  your  way 
out. 

Fin.  O  terrible  !  I  fha'n't  have  a  whole  one  in  my  fkin 
when  I  come  home  to  my  matter —  [Exit  Finder. 

Lady  Sad.   [Afide.'}  I'm  loft  for  ever. 
Sir  Sol.  [Reads.]  Pardon,  moji  divine  creature,  the  im- 
patience of  my  btartf  [Very  well !  thefe  are  her  innocent 
B  5  freedoms  I 
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freedoms!  ah!  cockatrice!]  'which  languijhes  for  an  op- 
portunity to  convince  you  of  if  s  Jincerity  [O  the  tender 

fon  of  a  whore  !]  nuhich  nothing  could  relieve  but  the  fiveet 
hope  of  feeing  you  this  evening,  [Poor  lady  !  whofe  virtue 
I  have  wrong'd  with  unjuft  fufpicions  !] 

Lady  Sad.  I'm  ready  to  fink  with  apprehenfion  ! 

Sir  Sol.  To-night,   at  feven,  expert  your  dying 

Strepbon.  [Die,  and  be  damn'd;  for  I'll  remove  your 
comforter,  by  cutting  her  throat — I  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  ram  his  impudent  letter  into  her  windpipe  — 
Ha !  what's  this  !]  To  Mrs.  Wijkwdl,  my  Lady  SadlifSs 
•woman, 

Ad,  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart — What  a  happy 
thing  'tis  to  have  one's  jealoufy  difappointed ! — Now 
have  I  been  curling  my  poor  wife  for  the  millaken  wick- 
ednefs  of  that  trollop — 'Tis  well  I  kept  my  thoughts  to 
myfelf:  for  the  virtue  of  a  wife,  when  wrongfully  ac- 
cus'd,  is  moft  unmercifully  infolent — Come,  I'll  do  a 
great  thing — I'll  kifs  her,  and  make  her  amends — What'* 
the  matter,  my  dear,  has  any  thing  frighted  you  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Nothing  but  your  hard  ufage. 

Sir  Sol.  Come!  come!  dry  thy  tears,  it  fl^all  be  fo  no- 
more — But,  hark  ye!  I  have  made  a  difcovery  here — 
Your  Wifhwell  I'm  afraid  is  a  flut — She  has  an  intrigue. 

Lady  Sad.  An  intrigue!  Heavens,  in  our  family  ! 

&r  Sol.  Read  there— I  wilh  me  be  honeft 

Laify  Sad.  How  ! if  there  be  the  lead  ground  to- 

think  it,  Sir  Solomon,  pofitively  (he  fha'n't  ftay  a  minute- 
Hi  the  houfe — Impudent  creature — have  an  affair  with  a 
man! 

Sir  Sol.  Bat  hold*  my  dear— don't  let  your  virtue  cen  - 
fure  too  feverely  neither. 

Lady  Sad.  I  fhudder  at  the  thoughts  of  her. 

Sir  5W.  Patience,  I  fay,  how  do  we  know  but  hi* 
con  it  (hip  may  be  honourable? 

Lady  Sad.  That,  indeed,  requires  ibme  paufe. 

Wijh.  [Pttpingin.}   So!  all's  fafe  1  fee— He 

thinks  the  letter's  to.  me — O  good  madam— that  letter 
was  to  me  the  fellow  fays.  I  wonder,  fir,  how  you  cou'd 
iirrve  one  fo;  if  my  fweetheart  mou'd  hear  you  had 
tpeu'd  it,  I  know  he  wou'd  not  have  roe;  ib  he  wou'd 
>«t. 

Sir 
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5/V  Sol.  Never  fear  that,  for  if  he  is  in  love  with  you, 
he's  too  much  a  fool  to  value  being  laugh'd  at. 

Lady  Sad.  If  it  be  yours,  here  take  your  Huff;  and 
next  time  bid  him  take  better  care,  than  to  fend  his  let- 
ters fo  publickly. 

Wijh.  Yes,  Madam  ;  but  now  your  ladyfhip  has  read 
it,  I'd  fain  beg  the  honour  of  Sir  Solomon  to  anfwer  it 
for  me  ;  for  I  can't  write. 

Lady  Sad.  Not  write  !' 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  he  thinks  flic's  above  that  I  fuppofe,  for 
he  calls  her  divine  creature — A  pretty  piece  of  divinity 
truly — But  come,  my  dear — Egad,  we'll  anfwer  it  for 
her.  Here's  paper — you  mail  do  it. 

Lady  Sad.  I,  Sir  Solomon  !  Lard,  I  won't  write  to  fel- 
lows, not  I — I  hope  he  won't  take  me  at  my  word.  \_AJide. 

Sir  Sel.  Nay,  you  (hall  do  it — come,  'twill  get  her  a 
good  hufband. 

Wi/h.  Ay!  Pray,  good  madam,  do— 

Sir  So/.  Ah!  how  eager  the  jade  is!' 

Lady  Sad.  I  can't  tell  how  to  write  to  any  body  But 
you,  my  dear. 

5;>-  Sal.  Well !  well !  I'll  diftate  then— Come,  begin— 

Lady  Sad.  Lard !   this  is  the  oddeit  fancy ! 

[Sits  to  'write. 

Sir  Sol.  Come !  come  !  Dear  fir  ;  (for  we'll  be  as  lov- 
ing ns  he  for  his  ears.) 

U'ifb.  No,  pray,  madam,  begin,  Dear  honey,  or  My 
•dearelt  angel. 

Lady  Sad.  Out !  you  fool !  you  muft  not  be  fo  fond  — 
Dear  fir,  is  very  well.  [Writes. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay!  ay!  fb  'tis;,  but  thefe  yourg  fillies  are 
for  fetting  out  at  the  top  of  their  fpeed — But  pr'ythee, 
Wimwell,  what  is  thy  lover?  for  the  ftyle  of  his  letter 
anay  ferve  for  a  countefs- 

With.  Sir,  he's  but  a  butler  at  prefent ;  but  he's  a 
good  fchollard,  as  you  may  fee  by  his  hand-writinc:; 
and  in  time  may  come  to  be  a  ftevvard  j  and  then  we 
fha'n't  be  long  without  a  coach,  fir. 

Lady  Sad.  Dear  fir — what  muft  I  write  next  ? 

fir  Sel.   Why [Mttf*g. 

It  'ijh.  Hoping  you  are  in  good  health,  as  I  am  at  ffci: 
jrcknt  writing. 

S-ir  Sc/.  You  poppy,  he'll  laugh  at  yovu 
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Wijb.  I'm  fure  my  mother  us'd  to  begin  all  her  letters 

Sir  So/.  And  thou  art  ev'ry  inch  of  thee  her  own 
daughter,  that  I'll  fay  for  thee. 

Lady  Sad.  Come,  I  have  done't  [Reads.]  Dear  Sir, 
She  tauft  have  very  little  merit  that  is  infenjible  ef yours. 

Sir  Sol.   Very  well,  'faith  !  write  all  yourfelf. 

Wijh.  Ay  \  good  madam,  do  ;  that's  better  than  mine. 

But  pray,  dear  madam,   let  it  end  with,  So  I  reft 

your  deareft  loving  friend,  till  death  us  do  part. 

Lady  Sad.  \_Afide. ,]  This  abfurd  flut  will  make  me 
laugh  out. 

Sir  Sol.  But  hark  you,  huffy  ;  fuppofe  now  you  fliould 
be  a  little  fcornful  and  infolent  to  Ihew  your  breeding, 
and  a  little  ill-narur'd  in  it  to  mew  your  wit. 

Wijb.  Ay,  Sir  !  that  is,  if  I  defign'd  him  for  my  gal- 
lant: but  fince  he  is  to  be  but  my  hufband,  J  mull  be 
very  good-natur'd  and  civil  before  I  have  him  ;  and  huft" 
him,  and  mew  my  wit  after. 

iS-'r  Sol.  Here's  a  jade  for  you  !  [4fide.]  But  why  muft 
you  huff  your  hufband,  huffy? 

Wijb.  O  Sir  !  that's  to  give  him  a  good  opinion  of  my 
virtue;  for  you  know,  fir,  a  hufband  can't  think  one 
cou'd  be  fo  very  domineering,  if  one  were  not  very  honeit. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud  !  this  fool,  on  my  confcience,  fpeaks  the 
fenfe  of  the  whole  fex.  [Afede. 

Wifo.  Then,  fir,  I  have  been  told,  that  a  hufband 
loves  one  the  better,  the  more  one  hectors  him,  as  a  fpa- 
niel  does  the  more  one  beats  him. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  thy  hufb.md  will  have  a  bleffcd  time  on't. 

Lady  Sad.   So  !  I  have  done. 

Wijb.  O  pray,  madam,  read  it. 

9  Lady  Sad.  [Reads.]  Dear  Sir— She  muft  have  very  little 
merit  that  ii  inftnfeble  of  yours  ;  And  while  you  continue  to 
/o-ve,  and  tell  me  fo,  expecJ  whatever  you  can  hope  from  Jo 
much  ivit,  andfuch  unfeigned fincerity — At  the  hourjcu  men- 
tion, you  ivill  be  truly  welcome  to  your  pajjionate—— 

Wijb.  O  !  madam  !  it  is  not  half  kind  enough  ;  pray 
put  in.  fome  more  dears. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay  !  ay  !  fweeten  it  well— let  it  be  all  fyrup 
—with  a  pox  to  her. 

Wijb.  Every  line  fliould  have  a  dear  fweet  fir  in  it ;  fo 
it  fhou'd— He'll  think  I  don't  love  him  clfe. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sol.  Poor  moppet ! — 

Lady  Sad.  No  !  no  !  'tis  better  now — Well,  what  muft 
bs  at  the  bottom  to  anfwer  Strephon  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Pray  let  her  divine  lady/hip  fign — Abigail. 

Wijh.  No ;  pray,  madam,  put  down  Lipfamintha. 

Sir  Sol.  Lipiamintha  ! 

Lady  Sad.  No,  come — I'll  write  Caelia.     Here,  go  in 
and  feal  it. 

Sir  So!.  Ay,  come !  I'll  lend  you  a  wafer,  that  he 
may 'n't  wait  for  your  divinity  (hip. 

W~ijb.  Pfhaw  !  you  always  flout  one  fo. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Sol.  and  Wifh. 

Lady  Sad.  So !  this  is  luckily  over. — Well !  I  fee  a 
woman  fliou'd  never  be  difcourag'd  from  coming  off  at 
the  greatelt  plunge  ;  for  though  I  was  half-dead  with  the 
fright,  yet  now  I'm  a  little  recovered,  I  find — 
That  apprehenfion  does  the  blifs  endear  j 
The  real  danger's  nothing  to  the  fear.  [Exit. 


ACT   IV.    SCENE   Sir  Solomon's. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  A  tall,  a»</Wimwell  with  lights. 
.Lady  Sad.  'HT^HIS  room,  I  think,  is  pleafanter ;  if  you 
1      pleafe,  we'll  fit  here,  fir— Wifhwell ! 
ftmt  the  door,  and  take  the  key  o'th'  infide,  and  fet  chairs. 

Wijh.  Yes,  madam. 

Lady  Sad.  Lard  !  Sir,  what  a  ftrange  opinion  you  mufl 
have  of  me,  for  receiving  your  vifits  upon  fo  {lender  an 
acquaintance  ? 

At.  I  have  a  much  ilranger  opinion,  madam,  of  you» 
ordering  your  fervant  to  lock  herfelf  in  with  us. 

Lady  Sad.  O !  You  would  not  have  us  wait  upon  our- 
felves. 

At.  Really,  madam,  I  can't  conceive  that  two  lovers 
alone  have  much  occafion  for  attendance.  \Theyfet. 

Lady  Sad.  Lovers!  Lard!  how  you  talk!  can't  people 
ccnverfe  without  that  fluff? 

^  At.  Urn! — yes,  madam,  people  may  ;  but  without  a 
little  of  that  ftuff,  converfation  is  generally  very  apt  to 
be  infipid. 

lady 
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Lady  Sad.  Pooh  !  why,  we  can  fay  any  thing  without 
her  hearing",  you  fee. 

At.  Ay!  but  if  we  fliou'd  talk  ourfelves  up  to  an  occa- 
fion  of  being  without  her,  it  wou'd  look  worfe  to  knd  her 
out,  than  to  h;ive  let  her  wait  without  when  fl>e  was  out. 

Lady  Sad.  You  are  pretty  hard  to  pleafe,  I  had,  fir  r 
fome  men,  I  believe,  wou'd  think  themfelves  well  us'd  in 
fo  free  a  reception  as  yours. 

,  At.  Hah  1  1  fee,  this  is  like  to  come  to  nothing  this 
time ;  fo  I'll  e'en  put  her  out  of  humour,  that  1  may 
getoffin  time  to  my  incognita.  \_Afede.\  Really,  madam, 
J  can  never  think  myfelf  free,  where  my  hand  and  my 
tongue  are  ty'd.  [Pointing  to  Wifhwell. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  converfation,  I  find,  is  very  different 
from  what  it  was,  fir. 

At.  With  fubtniflion,  madam,  I  think  it  very  proper 
for  the  place  we  are  in.  If  you  had  fent  for  me  only  to 
lip  tea,  to  fit -ftill,  and  be  civil,  with  my  hat  under  my 
arm,  like  a  ftrange  relation  from  Ireland,  or  fo,  why  was 
I  brought  hither  with  fo  much  caution  and  privacy/ 
fbi  [Sir  Solomon  knocks  at  the  doer.. 

Wijk.  O  Heav'ns!  my  mafter,  madam. 

Sir  Sol.  Open  the  door,  there,  (within.) 

Lady  Sad.  What  fhall  we  do  ? 

At.  Nothing  now,  I'm  fure. 

Lady  Sad.  Open  the  door,  and  fay  the  gentleman* 
came  to  you. 

Wijb.  O  lud  !  madam,  I  fhall  never  be  able  to  manage 
it  at  fo  fhoit  a  warning — We  had  better  Ihut  the  gentle- 
man into  the  clofet,  and  fay  he  came  to  no  body  at  all. 

Lady  Sad.  In  !  in  then,  for  mercy's  fake,  quickly,  fir  ! 

At.  Soh;  this  is  like  to  be  a  very  pretty  bufmefs  !  Oh  ! 
"fuccefs  and  impudence !  thou  haft  quite  forfaken  me. 

[Enters  the  clcfet. 

Wijh.  Do  you  ftep  into  your  bed-chamber,  madam, 
and  leave  my  mafter  to  me.  [Exit  Lady  Sadlife. 

[Wifhwell  opens  the  door,  fcfr. 
Enter  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sol.  What's  the  reafon,  miftrefs,  I  am  to  be  lock'd 
cut  of  my  wife's  apartment  ? 

Wijh.  Sir,  my  lady  was  warning  her her  --•    •• 

neck,  fir,  and  I  cou'd  not  come  any  fooner. 

Sir 
2 
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Sir  Sol.  I'm  fure  I  heard  a  man's  voice.  '  \_Afide. ]  Bid 
your  lady  come  hither.—  [Exit  Wifhwcll.] —  He  mult  be 
hereabouts;  'tisfo!  all's  our,  all's  over  now  :  the  devil 
has  done  his  worft,  and  I  am  a  cuckold  in  fpite  of  my 
wifdom.  'Sbud  1  now  an  Italian  wou'd  poiloa  his  wife 
for  this,  a  Spaniard  wou'd  ftab  her,  and  a  Turk  would 
cut  off  her  head  with  a  fcirnitar;  but  a  poor  dog  of  an 
Englifh  cuckold  now,  can  only  fquabble  and  call  names 
—  Hold!  here  fhe  comes. — I  mult  Another  mvjealoufy 
that  her  guilt  mayn't  be  upon  it's  guard. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Wifhwell. 
Sir  So/.  iVJy  dear!  how  do  you  do?   come  hither,  and 
kifs  me. 

Lady  Sad.  I  did  not  expeft  you  home  fo  foon,  my  dear. 
Sir  Sol.   Poor  rogue — I  don't  belitve  you  did — with 
a  pox  to  you.   {Afede.}  Wifhwell,  go  down,  I  have  buii- 
nefs  with  your  lady. 

Wijh.  Yes,  f:r — but  I'll  watch  you :  for  I  am  afraid  this 
good-humour  has  mifchief  at  the  bottom  of  it —  [Retires. 
Lady  Sad.  I  fcarce  know  whether  he's  jealous  or  not. 
Sir  Sol.  Now  dare  not  I  go  near  that  clofet  door,  left 
the  murderous  dog  mould  poke  a  hole  in  my  guts  thro* 
the  key-hole. — Um — I  have  an  old  thought  in  my  head 
— ay !  and  that  will  difcover  the  whole  bottom  of  her 
affair — 'Tis  better  to  feem  not  to  know  one's  dishonour, 
when  one  has  not  courage  enough  to  revenge  it. 
Lady  Sad.  I  don't  like  his  looks,  methinks. 
Sir  Sol.  Odfo!  what  have  I  forgot  now — Pr'ythee,  my 
dear,  ftep  into  my  ftudy,  for  I  am  fo  weary !  and  in  the 
cppermoft  parcel  of  letters,  you'll  find  one  that  I  receiv'd 
from  Yorkfhire  to-day,  in  the  fcrutoir;  bring  it  down, 
and  fome  paper,  I  will  anfwer  it  while  I  think  on't. 

Lady  Sad.  If  you  pleafe  to  lend  me  your  key — but  had 
not  you  better  write  in  your  ftudy,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Sol.  No!  no !  I  tell  you,  I'm  fo  tir'd,  I  am  not  able 
to  walk — There  !  make  hafte. 

Lady  Sad.  Wou'd  all  were  well  over.  [Exit  Lady  Sad. 
Sir  Sol.  'Tis  fo  by  her  eagernefs  to  be  rid  of  me.  Well, 
'fmce  I  find  I  dare  not  behave  myfelf  like  a  man  of  honour 
in  this  bufinefs,  Fll  at  lead  acl  like  a  perfon  of  prudence, 
and  penetration:  for  fay,  fhou'd  I  clap  a  brace  of  (lugs 
now  in  the  very  bowels  of  this  rafcal,  it  may  hang  me; 
but  it"  it  does  not,  it  can't  divorce  me:— No,  I'll  e'en 
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put  out  the  candles,  and  in  a  foft,  gentle  whore's  voice, 
defire  the  gentleman  to  walk  about  his  bufinefs;  and  if  I 
can  get  him  out  before  my  wife  returns,  I'll  fairly  poll 
myfelf  in  his  room;  and  fo,  when  fhe  comes  to  fet  him 
at  liberty,  in  the  dark,  I'll  humour  the  cheat,  'till  I  draw 
her  into  feme  cafual  confeflion  of  the  facl,  and  then  this 
injur'd  front  mail  bounce  upon  her  like  a  thunderbolt. 

[Puts  out  the  candln. 

Wijb.  [Behind.}  Say  you  fo,  fir?  I'll  take  care  my  lady 
fhall  be  provided  for  you.  [Exit. 

Sir  Sol.  Hift!hift!fir!fir! 

Enter  AtzUfrom  toe  doftt. 

At.  Is  all  clear  ?  may  I  venture,  madam  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Ay !  ay !  quick !  quick  !  make  hafle  before  Sir 
Solomon  returns.  A  ftrait-back'd  dog,  I  warrant  him. 
[Afide.]  But  when  fhall  I  fee  you  again? 

'At.  Whenever  you'll  promife  me  to  make  a  better  ufe 
of  an  opportunity. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha!  thea  'tis  poffible  he  may'nt  yet  have  put 
the  /miming  ftroke  to  me. 

At.  Is  this  the  door? 

Sir  Sol.  Ay!  ay!  away!  {Exit  Atall.]  Soh !  now  the 
danger  of  being  murder'd  is  over;  I  find  my  courage  re- 
turns:  and  if  I  catch  my  wife  but  inclining  to  be  no  bet- 
ter than  me  fhou'd  be,  I'm  not  fure  that  blood  won't  be 
the  confequence. 

[He  goes  into  the  elsfet  and  Wifhwell  enters. 

Wijb.  Soh !  my  lady  has  her  cue ;  and,  if  my  wife 
mafter  can  give  her  no  better  proofs  of  his  penetration 
tha.n  this,  fhe'd  be  a  greater  fool  than  he,  if  (he  fhou'd 
not  do  what  fhe  has  a  mind  to.  Sir !  fir  !  come !  you  may 
come  out  now ;  Sir  Solomon's  gone. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  from  the  clofet. 

Sir  Sol.  So  !  now  for  a  foft  fpeech  to  fet  her  impudent 
blood  in  a  ferment,  and  then  let  it  out  with  my  penknife. 
[Afedt.]  Come,  dear  creature,  now  let's  make  the  kind- 
eft  ufe  of  our  opportunity. 

Wijh.  Not  for  the  world !  if  Sir  Solomon  fhou'd  come 

again,  I  fhou'd  be  ruin'd— Pray  be  gone I'll  fend  to 

you  to-morrow. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  now  you  love  me  not- —You  would  not 
let  me  part  cli'c  thus  uafatisfied. 

' 
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Wi/h.  Now  you're  unkind.  You  know  1  love  you, 
or  1  Ihou'd  not  run  fuch  hazards  for  you. 

Sir  Sol.  Fond  whore!  [A/Me.]  But  I'm  afraid  you 
love  Sir  Solomon,  and  lay  up  all  your  tendernefs  for 
him. 

ll'ijb.  O  ridiculous !  How  can  fo  fad  a  wretch  give 
you  the  leail  uneafy  thought !  I  loath  the  very  fight  of 
him. 

Sir  Sol.  Damn'd  infernal   ftrumpet lean  bear 

no  longer Lights  !  Lights  !  within  there. 

[Seizes  her. 

Wijh.  Ah  !   [Shrieks.]  Who's  this  !  help  1  murder! 

Sir  Sol.  No,  traitrefs,  don't  think  to  'icape  me ;  for 
now  I've  trapp'd  thee  in  thy  guilt,  I  cou'd  find  in  my 
heart  to  have  thee  flea'd  alive,  thy  (kin  ftuff'd,  and 
hung  up  in  the  middle  of  Guild-hall,  as  a  terrible  con- 

fequence  of  cuckoldom   to  the  whole  city Lights 

there  ! 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife  'with  a  light. 

Lady  Sad.   O  Heav'ns  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

[Sir  Solomon  looks  ajioniflfd. 

Ha !  what  do  I  fee  !  my  fervant  on  the  floor,  and  Sir 
Solomon  offering  rudenefs  to  her  !  O  !  I  can't  bear  it ! 
oh  !  [Fallt  into  a  chair. 

Sir  Sol.  What  has  the  devil  been  doing  here  ? 

Lady  Sad.  This  the  reward  of  all  my  virtue  !  O  re- 
venge !  revenge  ! 

Sir  SoL  My  dear  !  my  good,  virtuous,  injur'd  dear,  be 
patient;  for  here  has  been  fuch  wicked  doings 

Lady  Sad.  O  torture  !  do  you  own  it  too  1  'tis  well 
my  love  protects  you— But  for  this  wretch  !  this  mon- 
fter  !  this  fword  mall  do  me  juitice  on  her. 

[Runs  at  Wiihwell  with  Sir  Solomon \f<word. 

Sir  SoL  O  hold  !  my  poor  miftaken  dear  ! — This  hor- 
rid jade,  the  Gods  can  tell,  is  innocent  for  me  ;  but  me 
has  had,  it  feems,  a  flrong  dog  in  the  clofet  here  : 
which  1  fufpecting,  put  myfelf  into  his  place,  and  had 
almoit  trapp'd  her  in  the  very  impudence  of  her  ini- 
quity. 

Lady  Sad.  How  ! — I'm  glad  to  find  he  dares  not  own 
'twas  his  jealoufyofme [Afedt. 

Jt'rfi.  [Kneeling.]  Dear  madam,  I  hope  your  ladyihip 
will  pardon  the  liberty  I  took  in  your  abfence,  iu 

bringing 
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bringing  my  lover  into  your  ladyflrip's  chamber  ;  but  I 
did  not  think  you  wou'd  come  home  from  prayers  fo. 
Toon,  and  fo  I  was  forc'd  to  hide  him  in  that  clofet :  but 
my  mafter  fufpefting  the  bufinefs,  it  feems,  turn'd  him 
out  unknown  to  me,  and  then  put  himfelf  there,  and  fo 
had  a  mind  to  dilcover  whether  there  was  any  harm 
between  us  ;  and  fo  besaufe  he  fancy'd  I  had  been 
naught  with  him 

Sir  So/.  Ay,  my  dear ;  and  the  jade  was  fo  confound- 
edly fond  of  me,  that  I  grew  out  of  all  patience,  and 
fell  upon  her  like  a  fury. 

Lady  Sad.  Horrid  creature  !  and  does  me  think  to 
ftay  a  minute  in  the  family  after  fuch  impudence  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Hold,  my  dear— for  if  this  mould  be  the 
man  that  is  to  marry  her — you  know  there  may  be  no 
harm  done  yet. 

Wi/h.  Yes,  it  was  he  indeed,  Madam. 

Sir  Sol  [AJide.~\  I  muft  not  let  the  jade  be  turn'd 
away,  for  fear  me  ihould  put  it  in  my  wife's  head,  that 
I  hid  myfelf  to  difcover  her  ladyfhip,  and  then  the 
devil  wouM  not  be  able  to  live  in  the  houfe  with  her. 

Wijh.  Now,  fir,  you  know  what  I  can  tell  of  you. 

[AJide  to  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sol.  Mum  !  that's  a  good  girl !  there's  a  guinea 
for  you. 

Lady  Sad.  Well,  upon  your  interceflion,  my  dear, 
I'll  pardon  her  this  fault ;  but  pray,  miftrefs,  let  me 
hear  of  no  more  fuch  doings.  I  am  fo  diforder'd  with 

this  fright fetch  my  prayer-book,  I'll  endeavour  to 

compofe  myfelf.  [Exit  Lady  Sadlife. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  do  fo  !  that's  my  good  dear — What  two 
hie/Ted  efcapes  I  have  had  !  to  find  myfelf  no  cuckold 
at  laft,  and,  which  had  been  equally  terrible,  my  wife 
not  know  I  wrongfully  fufpefted  her. — Well !  at  length 
I  am  fully  convinc'd  of  her  virtue — and  now  if  I  can 
but  cut  off  the  abominable  expence  that  attends  fome  of 
her  impertinent  acquaintance,  I  fhall  (hew  myfelf  a 
Machiavel. 

Re-eater  Wiihwell. 

Wijh.  Sir,  here's  my  Lady  Dainty  come  to  wait  upon 
Jfty  lady. 

Sir  Sol.  I'mforry  for'twith  all  my  heart— — why  did 
you  fay  (he  was  within  ? 
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Wijb.  Sir,  (he  did  not  afk  if  fhe  was  ;  but  (he's  never 
deny'd  to  her. 

Sir  SoJ.  Gad  fo!  why  then,  if  you  pleafe  to  leave  her 
ladyfhip  to  me,  I'll  begin  with  her  now. 

Wifhwell  brings  in  Lady  Dainty. 

Lady  D.  Sir  Solomon,  your  very  humble  fervant. 

Sir  Sol.  Yours,  yours,  madam. 

Lady  D.  Where's  my  lady  ? 

Sir  So/.  Where  your  ladylhip  very  feldom  is — —at 
prayers. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sad.  My  dear  Lady  Dainty  ! 

Lady  D.  Dear  madam,  I  am  the  happiefl  perfon  alive 
in  finding  your  ladyfhip  at  home. 

Sir  So/.  So  !  now  for  a  torrent  of  impertinence. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  ladyfhip  does  me  a  great  deal  of  ho- 
nour. 

Lady  D.  I  am  fure  I  do  myfelf  a  great  deal  of  plea- 
fure :  I  have  made  at  leaft  twenty  vifits  to-day  :  O  ! 
I'm  quite  dead  !  not  but  my  coach  is  very  eafy — yet  fo 
much  perpetual  motion — you  know. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  pox   of  your  diforder if  I  had  the 

providimg  your  equipage,  ods-zooks  you  mould  rumble 
to  your  vifits  in  a  wheel-barrow.  [Afide. 

Lady  Sad.  Was  you  at  my  Lady  Duchefs's  ? 

Lady  D.  A  little  while. 

Lady  Sad.   Had  fhe  a  great  circle  ? 

LadyD.  Extreme — I  was  not  able  to  bear  the  breath 
of  fo  much  company. 

Lady  Sad.  You  did  not  dine  there  ? 

Lady  D.  Oh  !  I  can't  touch  any  body's  dinner  but 
my  own — and  I  have  almoft  kill'd  myfelf  this  week  for 
want  of  my  ufual  glafs  of  Tokay  after  my  Ortolans, 
and  Mufcovy  duck-eggs. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud,  if  I  had  the  feeding  of  you,  I'd  bring 
you  in  a  fortnight  to  neck-beef,  and  a  pot  of  plain  bub. 

{Aftde. 

Lady  D.  Then  I  have  been  fo  furfeited  with  the  right 
of  a  hideous  entertainment  to-day  at  my  Lady  Cormo- 
rant's, who  knows  no  other  happinefs,or  way  of  making 
one  welcome,  than  eating  or  drinking  ;  for  though  fhe 
faw  I  was  juft  fainting  at  her  vail  limbs  of  butcher's 
meat — yet  the  civil  favage  forc'd  me  to  fit  down,  and 

heap '4 
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heap'd  enough  upon  my  plate  to  viltual  a  fleet  for  an 
Bail-India  voyage. 

Lady  Sad.  How  cou'd  you  bear  it  ?  Ha !  ha !  Does 
your  ladyftiip  never  go  to  the  play  f 

Lady  D.  Never  but  when  I  -befpeak  it  myfelf,  and 
then  not  to  mind  the  aftors  ;  for  it's  common  to  love 
fights  :  my  great  diverfion  is  in  a  repus'd  pofture  to  turn 
my  eyes  upon  the  galleries,  and  blefs  myfelf  to  hear  the 
happy  favages  laugh— or  when  an  aukward  citizen 
crowds  herfelf  in  among  us — 'tis  an  unfpeakable  pleafure 
to  contemplate  her  airs  and  drefs — And  they  never  'fcape 
jne — for  I  am  as  apprehenfive  of  fuch  a  creature's  com- 
ing near  me,  as  fome  people  are  when  a  cat  is  in  the 
room— -but  the  play  is  begun,  I  believe,  and  if  your 
ladyfhip  has  an  inclination,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Lady  Sad.  I  think,  madam,  we  can't  do  better  ;  and 
here  comes  Mr.  Carelefs  moft  opportunely  to  fquire  us— • 

Sir  Sol.  Carelefs !  I  don't  know  him,  but  ray  wife 
does,  and  that's  as  well ! 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Ladies,  your  fervant — feeing  your  coach  at  the 
door,  madam,  made  me  not  able  to  refift  this  opportu- 
nity to to  you  know,  madam,  there's  no  time 

to  be  loft  in  love.     Sir  Solomon ,  your  fervant 

Sir  Sol.  O  yours  !  yours,  fir !  A  very  impudent  fel- 
low, and  I'm  in  hopes  will  marry  her.  {Afede. 

Lady  D.  The  affurance  of  this  creature  almoft  grows 
diverting;  all  one  can  do,  can't  make  him  the  leaft 
fenfible  of  a  difcouragement. 

Lady  Sad.  Try  what  compliance  will  do  ;  perhaps 
that  may  fright  him. 

LadyD.  If  it  were  not  too  dear  a  remedy — one  wou'd 
almolt  do  any  thing  to  get  rid  of  his  company. 

Cart.  Which  you  never  will,  madam,  till  you  marry 
me,  depend  upon't :  do  that  and  I'll  trouble  you  no  more. 

Sir  Sol.  This  fellow's  abominable!  He'll  certainly 
have  her.  \_AJlde. 

LadyD.  There's  no  depending  upon  your  word,  or 
elfe  I  might :  for  the  laft  time  I  faw  you,  you  told  me 
then  you  would  trouble  me  no  more. 

Care.  Ay,  that's  true,  Madam  ;  but  to  keep  one's 
word,  you  know,  looks  like  a  tradefman. 

Sir  Sol.  Impudent  rogue  !  but  he'll  have  her — \_AfeJe. 

Care. 

.CfiftZ'.' 
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Care.  And  is  as  much  below  a  gentleman  as  paying 
one's  debts.  , 

Sir  Sol.  If  he  is  not  hang'd  firft [AJiJe. 

Care.  Befides,  madam  ;  I  confider'd  that  my  abfence 
might  endanger  your  conltitution,  which  is  fo  very  ten- 
der,  that  nothing  but  love  can  fave  it,  and  fo  I  wou'd 
e'en  advife  you  to  throw  away  your  juleps,  your  cor- 
dials, and  flops,  and  take  me  all  at  once. 

Lady  D.  No,  fir,  bitter  potions  are  not  to  be  taken 
fo  fuddenly. 

Care.  Oh!  to  choofe,  madam;  for  if  you  (land  mak- 
ing of  faces,  and  kicking  againft  it,  you'll  but  increafe 
your  averlion,  and  delay  the  cure.  Come,  come,  you 
m  u ft  be  advis'd.  [Pretfiag  her\ 

LadyD,  What  mean  you,  fir  ? 

Care.  To  banifh  all  your  ails,  and  be  myfelf  your 
univerfal  medicine. 

Sir  Sol.  Well  faid  !  he'll  have  her.  \Afide. 

Lady  D.  Impudent  robuft  man  ;  I  proteft,  did  not  I 
know  his  family,  I  fhou'd  think  his  parents  had  not 
liv'd  in  chairs  and  coaches,  but  had  us'd  their  limbs  all 
their  lives !  Huh  !  huh  !  but  I  begin  to  be  perfuaded 
health  is  a  great  bleffing.  \Afede. 

Care.  My  limbs,  madam,  were  convey'd  tome  before 
the  ufe  of  chairs  and  coaches,  and  it  might  leflen  the 
dignity  of  my  anceftors,  not  to  ufe  them  as  they  did. 

Lady  D.  Was  ever  fuch  a  rude  underftanding  ?  to 
value  himfelf  upon  the  barbarifm  of  his  fore-fathers.—— 
Indeed  I  have  heard  of  kings  that  were  bred  to  the 
plough,  and  I  fancy  you  might  defcend  from  fuch  a 

race  ;  for  you  court  as  if  you  were  behind  one Huh  i 

huh  !  huh  1  To  treat  a  woman  of  quality  like  an  Ex- 
change-wench, and  exprefs  your  paffion  with  your 
arms ;  unpolim'd  man  ! 

Care.  I  was  willing,  madam,  to  take  from  the  vulgar 
the  only  defirable  thing  among  'em,  and  mew  you — how 
they  live  fo  healthy—for  they  have  no  other  remedy. 

Lady  D.  A  very  rough  medicine  !  hugh  !  Hugh  I 

Care.  To  thofe  that  never  took  it,  it  may  feem  fo— 

LadyD.  Abandon'd  ravifher!  Oh!  [Struggling. 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her,  he  has  her.  \_Afide* 

Lady  D.  Leave  the  room,  and  fee  my  face  no  more. 

Care.   [Boivs  and  is  going .] 

Lady  D.  And,  hark  ye,  fir,  no  bribe,  no  media- 
tions to  my  woman.  Care. 
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Care,   [&GIVS  andjtgbs.~\ 

Lady  D.  Thou  profligate !  to  hug  !  to  clafp  !  to  em- 
brace and  throw  your  robuft  arms  about  me,  like  a  vul- 
gar, and  indelicate  !    Oh  !  I  faint  with  apprehenfion  of 
ibgrofs  an  addrefs.        {She  faints,  a*d  Care,  catches  her \ 
Care.   O  my  offended  fair  ! 
Lady  D.  Inhuman  !  raviflier  !  oh  ! 

[Care,  carries  her  ojf. 
Sir  Sol.  He  has  her !  fhe's  undone  !  He  has  her. 

[Ex.  Sir  Sol.  and  Lady  Sad. 
Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia. 

Clar.  Well,  coufin,  what  do  you  think  of  your  gen- 
tleman now  ? 

Sj/.  I  fancy,  madam,   that   wou'd  be   as  proper  a 
queftion   to   aflc  you  :  for  really  I  don't  fee    any  great 

rcafon  to  alter  my  opinion  of  him  yet 

Clar.  Now  I  cou'd  dam  her  at  once,  and  (hew  it  her 
under  his  own  hand  that  his  name's  Standfalt,  and  he'll 
be  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  [Afide.~\  I  vow  I  don't 
think  I  ought  to  refufe  you  any  fervice  in  my  power  ; 
therefore  if  you  think  it  worth  your  while  not  to  be  out 
of  countenance  when  the  colonel  comes,  I  would  advife 
you  to  withdraw  now ;  for  if  you  dare  take  his  own  word 
for  it,  he  will  be  here  in  three  minutes,  as  this  may  con- 
vince you.  [Gives  a  letter* 
Syl.  What's  here  ?  a  letter  from  Colonel  Standfaft  ? 

»—— Really,  coufin,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  him 

Mr.  Freeman's  the  perfon  I'm  concern'd  for,  and  I  ex- 
peft  to  fee  him  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Clar.  Then  you  don't  believe   them  both  the  fame 
perfon  ? 

Syl.  Not  by  their  hands  or  ftyle,  I  can  aflure  yon,  as 
this  may  convince  you.  [Gives  a  fetter. 

Clar.  Ha  !  The  hand  is  different  indeed 1 

fcarce  know  what  to  think,  and  yet  I'm  fure  my  eyes 
were  not  deceiv'd. 

Syl.  Come,  coufin,  let's  be  a  little  cooler ;  'tis  not 
impoflible  but  we  may  have  both  laugh'd  at  one  another 
to  no  purpofe — for  I  am  confident  they  are  two  perfons. 
Clar.  I  can't  tell  that,  but  I'm  fure  here  comes  one 
of 'em. 

Enter  Atall  as  Colonel  Standfaft. 
ty/.  Hal 
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At.  Hey!  Bombard,  (there  they  are,  faith!)  bid  the 
chariot  fet  up,  and  call  again  about  one  or  two  in  the 
morning You  fee,  madam,  what  'tis  to  give  an  im- 
pudent fellow  the  lead  encouragement :  I'm  refolv'd  now 
to  make  a  night  on't  with  you. 

C/ar.  I  am  afraid,  colonel,  we  fliall  have  much  ado 
to  be  good  company,  for  we  are  two  women  to  one  man, 
you  fee  ;  and  if  we  Ihou'd  both  have  a  fancy  to  have  you 
particular,  I  doubt  you'd  make  but  bungling  work  on't. 

At.  I  warrant  you  we  will  pafs  our  time  like  gods  ; 
two  ladies  and  one  man  ;  the  prettieft  fet  for  Ombre  in 

the  univerfe Come  !  come!  Cards  !  cards  !  cards  ! 

and  tea,  that  I  infift  upon. 

Clar.  Well,  fir,  if  my  coufin  will  make  one,  I  won't 
balk  your  good-humour.  [Turning  Syl.  to  face  him. 

At.  Is  the  lady  your  relation,  madam  ? 1  beg 

the  honour  to  be  known  to  her. 

Clar.  O,  fir  !  that  I'm  fure  (he  can't  refufe  you 

Coufin,  this  is  Colonel  Standfaft.  [Laughs  afide,}  I  hope 
now  Ihe's  convinc'd. 

At.  Your  pardon,  madam,  if  I  am  a  little  particular 
in  my  defire  to  be  known  to  any  of  this  lady's  relations. 

[Sa/utes. 

Sjt.  You'll  certainly  deferve  mine,  fir,  by  being  al- 
ways particular  to  that  lady 

At.  Oh,  madam  !  Tall,  lall.    [ Turns  away,  andfengi. 

J&yl.  This  afTurance  is  beyond  example.  \Afidt, 

Clar.  How  do  you  do,  coufin  ? 

Syl.  Beyond  bearing — but  not  incurable.  [AjiJe. 

Clar.  \_AJlde\  Now  can't  I  find  in  my  heart  to  give 
Turn  one  angry  word  for  his  impudence  to  me  this  morn- 
ing; the  pleafure  of  feeing  my  rival  mortified  makes 
me  ftrangely  good-natur'd. 

At.  [Turning familiarly  to  Clar.]  Upon  my  foul  you 
are  provokingly  handfome  to-day.  Ay  Gad  !  why  is  not 
it  high  treafon  for  any  beautiful  woman  to  marry  f 

Clar.  What,  wou'd  you  have  us  lead  apes  ? 

At.  Not  one  of  you  by  all  that's  lovely. Do  you 

think  we  cou'd  not  find  you  better  employment  ?  Death ! 
what  a  hand  is  here  ? Gad  !  I  mail  grow  foolilh  ! 

Clar.  Stick  to  your  affurance,  and  you  are  in  no 
danger. 

At.  Why  then,  in  obedience  to  your  commands, 

prithee 
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prithee  anfwer  me  fincerely  one  queflion  ?  How  long 
do  you  really  defign  to  make  me  dangle  thus  ? 

Clar.  Why  really  I  can't  juft  fet  you  a  time  ;  but 
when  you  are  weary  of  your  fervice,  come  to  me  with  a 
fix-pence  and  modeity,  and  I'll  give  you  a  discharge. 

At.  Thou  infolent,  provoking,  handlbme  tyrant  ! 

Clar.  Come  !  let  me  go this  is  not  a  very  civil 

way  of  entertaining  my  coufin,  methinks. 

At.  I  beg  her  pardon  indeed.  [Bowing  to  Sylv.]  But 
lovers  you  know,  madam,  may  plead  a  fort  of  excufe 
for  being  fingular  when  the  favourite  fair's  in  company. 
— . — But  \ve  were  talking  of  cards,  ladies. 

Clar.  Coufin,  what  fay  you  ? 

SjL  I  had  rather  you  would  excufe  me,  I  am  a  little 
unfit  for  play  at  this  time. 

At.  What  a  valuable  virtue  is  aflurance  !  Now  am  I 
as  intrepid  as  a  lawyer  at  the  bar.  [Af.de. 

Clar.  Blefs  me  !  you  are  not  well  ? 

Syl.  I  mall  be  prefently Pray,  fir,  give  me  leave 

to  afk  you  a  queftion. 

At.  So,  now  it's  coming.  \Afede. ]     Freely,  madam. 

SyJ.  Look  on  me  well :  have  you  never  feen  my  face 
before  ? 

At.  Upon  my  word,  madam,  I  can't  recoiled  that  I 
have. 

Byl.  I  am  fatisfied. 

At.  But  pray,  madam,  why  may  you  aflc? 

5)7.  I  am  too  much  diforder'd  now  to  tell  you— —But 
if  I'm  not  deceiv'd,  I'm  miferable.  [Weeps. 

At.  This  is  flrange — How  her  concern  tranfports  me  ! 

Clar.  Her  fears  have  touch'd  me,  and  half  perfuade 

me  to  revenge  'em Come,  coufin,  be  eafy :  I  fee 

you  are  convinc'd  he  is  the  fame,  and  now  I'll  prove 
myfelf  a  friend. 

Syl.  I  know  not  what  to  think my  fenfes  are  con- 
founded :  their  features  are  indeed  the  fame  ;  and  yet 
there's  fomething  in  their  air,  their  drefs,  and  manner, 
ftrangely  different:  but  be  it  as  it  will,  all  right  to  him 
in  prefence  I  difclaim,  and  yield  to  you  for  ever. 

'  At.  O  charming  !  joyful  grief!  [AJtJe.* 

Clar.  No,  coufin,  believe  it,  both  our  fenfes  cannot 

be  deceiv'd,  he's  individually  the  fame  ;  and  fmce  he 

dares  be  bafe  to  you,  he's  miferable  indeed,  if  flatter'd 

3  with 
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with  a  diftant  hope  of  me  ;  I  know  his  perfon  and  his 
falftiood  both  too  well  ;  and  you  lhall  fee  will,  as  be- 
comes your  friend,  refent  it. 

At.  What  means  this  ftrangenefs,  madam  ? 

Clar.  I'll  tell  you,  fir ;  and  to  ufe  few  words,  know 
then,  this  lady  and  myfelf  have  borne  your  faithlefs  in- 
folence  and  artifice  too  long  :  but  that  you  may  not 
think  to  impofeon  me,  at  leaft,  I  defire  you  would  leave 
the  houfe,  and  from  this  moment  never  fee  me  more. 

At.  Madam  !  What !  what  is  all  this  ?  Riddle  me 
riddle  me  re, 

for  the  Devil  take  nut 

for  ever  from  tbee, 

If  I  can  divine  what  this  riddle  can  be  ! 

5y/.  Not  mov'd  !  I'm  more  amaz'd. 

At.  Pray,  madam,  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe, 
Jet  me  know  in  two  words  what  the  real  meaning  of 
your  laft  terrible  fpeech  was  j  and  if  I  don't  make  you  a 
plain,  honeft,  reasonable  anfwer  to  it,  be  pleas  *d  the 
next  minute  to  blot  my  name  out  of  your  table-book, 
never  more  to  be  inroll'd  in  the  fenfelefs  catalogue  of 
thofe  vain  coxcombs,  that  impudently  hope  to  come  into 
your  favour. 

Clar.  This  infolence  grows  tedious  :  what  end  can 
you  propofe  by  this  afTurance  ?  — — 

At.  Hey-dey! 

£>7.  Hold,  coufm ——one  moment's  patience:  I'll 
fend  this  minute  again  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  if  he  does 
not  immediately  appear,  the  difpute  will  need  no  farther 
argument. 

At.  Mr.  Freeman  !  Who  the  Devil's  he  !  What  have 
I  to  do  with  him  ? 

Sjl.  I'll  foon  inform  you,  f\r. 

[Going,  meets  Wifhwell  entering. 

Wijh.  Madam,  here's  a  footman  mightily  out  of 
breath,  fays  he  belongs  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  defines 
very  earneftly  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Syl.  Mr.  Freeman  !  Pray  bid  him  come  in— »— What 
can  this  mean  ? 

At.  You'll  fee  prefently.  [.'!/:.?:. 

Re-enter  Wifhwell  with  Finder. 

CV.  Ha  ! 
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Sjl.  Come  hither,  friend  ;  Do  you  belong  to  Mr. 
Freeman  ? 

Fin.  Yes,  madam,  and  my  poor  matter  gives  his 
humble  fervice  to  your  ladyihip,  and  begs  your  pardon 
for  not  waiting  on  you  according  to  his  promife  ;  which 
he  would  certainly  have  done,  but  for  an  unfortunate 
accident. 

Syl.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fin.  As  he  was  coming  out  of  his  lodgings  to  pay 
his  duty  to  you,  madam,  a  parcel  of  fellows  let  upon 
him,  and  faid  they  had  a  warrant  againft  him  ;  and  fo, 
becaufe  the  rafcals  began  to  be  faucy  with  him,  and  my 
matter  knowing  he  did  not  owe  a  (hilling  in  the  world, 
he  drew  to  defend  himfelf,  and  in  the  fcufHe  the  bloody 
villains  run  one  of  thtir  fwords  quite  through  his  arm  ; 
but  the  bett  of  the  jeft  was,  madam,  that  as  foon  as  they 
got  him  into  a  hoafe,  and  fent  for  a  furgeon,  he  prov'd 
to  be  the  wrong  perfon  ;  for  their  warrant  it  feems  was 
againft  a  poor  fcoundrel,  that  happens,  they  fay,  to  be 
very  like  him,  one  Colonel  Standfaft. 

At.  Say  you  fo,  Mr.  Dog if  your  matter  had  been 

here  I  wou'd  have  given  him  as  much. 

[Gives  him  a  box  on  the  ear. 

Fin.  O   Lord  !  pray,  madam,  fave  me  —  I  did  not 

fpeak  a  word  to  the  gentleman O  the  Devil !  this 

jnuft  be  the  Devil  in  the  likenefs  of  my  matter. 

Sjl.  Is  this  gentleman  fo  very  like  him,  fay  you  ? 

Fin.  Like,  madam  !  ay,  as  one  box  of  the  ear  is  to 
another;  only  I  think,  madam,  my  matter's  nofe  is  a 
little,  little  higher. 

At.  Now,  ladies,  Iprefume  the  riddle's  folved— Hark 
you,  where  is  your  matter,  rafcal  ? 

Fin.  Matter,  rafcal  !  Sir,  my  mailer's  name's  Free- 
man, and  I'm  a  free-born  Englifliman  ;  and  I  mutt  tell 
you,  fir,  that  I  don't  ufe  to  take  fuch  arbitrary  focks  of 
the  face  from  any  man  that  does  not  pay  me  wages ;  and 
fo  my  matter  will  tell  you  too  when  he  comes,  fir. 

Syl.  V/ill  he  be  here  then  ? 

Fin.  This  minute,  madam,  he  only  ftays  to  have  his 
wound  drefs'd. 

At.  I'm  refolv'd  I'll  (lay  that  minute  out,  if  he  does 
not  come  till  midnight. 

10  Fin. 
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Fin.  A  pox  of  his  mettle — when  his  hand's  in  he 
makes  no  difference  between  jeft  and  earneft,  I  find  — 
if  he  does  not  pay  me  well  for  this,  'egad  he  (hall  tell 
the  next  for  himfelf.  [A/ide.]  Has  your  ladymip  any 
commands  to  my  mafter  madam  ? 

SyL  Yes,  ptay  give  him  my  humble  fervice,  fay  I'm, 
forry  for  his  misfortune  ;  and  if  he  thinks  'twill  do  his 
•wound  no  harm,  I  beg  by  all  means  he  may  be  brought 
hither  immediately. 

Fin.  'Shah !  his  wound,  madam,  I  know  he  doe^ 
•not  value  it  of  a  rum  ;  for  he'll  have  the  Devil  and  all 
of  a&ions  againft  the  rogues  for  falfe  imprifonment,  and 

fmart-money Ladies,  1  kifs  your  hands— — fir,  I 

nothing  at  all [Exit. 

At.  [4/de.]  The  dog  has  done  it  rarelr  ;  for  a  lye 
upon  the  ilretch  I  don't  know  a  better  rafcal  in  Europe. 
Enter  an  Officer. 

Ojf.  Ay  !  now  I'm  fure  I'm  right  Is  not  your 
name  Colonel  Standfaft,  fir  ? 

At.  Yes,  fir  ;    what  then  ? 

Off.  Then  you  are  my  prifoner,  fir 

At.  Your  prifoner  !  who  the  devil  are  you  ?  a  bailiff* 
I  don't  owe  a  milling. 

Off.  1  don't  care  if  you  don't,  fir  ;  I  have  a  warrant 
againft  you  for  high  treafon,  and  I  muft  have  you  a\vay 
this  minute. 

At.  Look  you,  fir,  depend  upon't,  this  is  but  feme  im- 
pertinent malicious  profecution  :  you  may  venture  to  (lay 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I'm  fure;  I  have  fome  bufinefs 
here  till  Chen  that  concerns  me  nearer  than'my  life — . 

Clar.  Have  but  fo  much  patience,  and  I'll  fatisfy  you 
for  your  civility. 

Off'.  I  cou'd  not  ftay  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  madam, 
if  you'd  give  me  five  hundred  pounds. 

£>•/.    Can't  you  take  bail,  fir  ? 

Off.  Bail!  no!  no! 

Clar.  Whither  muft  he  be  carried  ? 

Off.  To  my  houfe,  'till  he's  examin'd  before  the 
council. 

Clar.  Where  is  your  houfe  ? 

Off.  Juft  by  the  fecretary's  office;  every  body  knows 
Mr.  Lockum  the  raeflenger— Come,  fir. 
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At.  I  can't  ftir  yet,  indeed,  fir. 

[Lavs  bis  band  on  hit  fiuord. 

Off".  Nay,   look  you,  if  you  are  for  that  play 

Come  in,  gentlemen,  away  with  him. 

[Enter  mufqueteers ,  and  force  him  off". 

Syl.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  accident :  I  am  extremely 
forry  for  the  colonel's  misfortune,  but  I  am  as  heartily 
glad  he  is  not  Mr.  Freeman. 

C/ar.  I'm  afraid  you'll  find  him  fo— ^1  mail  never 
change  my  opinion  of  him  'till  I  fee  'em  face  to  face. 

SyJ.  Well,  coufin,  let  'em  be  two,  or  one,  I'm  refolv'd 
to  ftick  to  Mr.  Freeman  ;  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  this 
lad  {park  has  too  much  of  the  confident  rake  in  him  to 
pleafe  me,  but  there  is  a  modeft  fincerity  in  t'other's 
converfation  that's  irrefiftible. 

C/ar.  For  my  part  I'm  almoft  tir'd  with  his  imperti- 
nence either  way,  and  cou'd  find  in  my  heart  to  trouble 
isyfelf  no  more  about  him  j  and  yet  methinks  it  provokes 
me  to  have  a  fellow  outface  my  fenfes. 

Syl.  Nay,  they  are  ftrangely  alike  I  own  ;  but  yet  if 
you  obferve  nicely,  Mr.  Freeman's  features  are  more 
pale  and  penfive  than  the  colonel's. 

C/ar.  When  Mr.  Freeman  comes,  I'll  be  clofer  in  mjr 

obfervadon  of  him in  the  mean  time  let  me  confider 

what  I  really  propofe  by  all  this  rout  I  make  about  him  : 
fuppofe  (which  I  can  never  believe)  they  mould  prove 
two  feveral  men  at  lafl,  I  don't  find  that  I'm  fool  enough 
to  think  of  marrying  either  of  'em  ;  nor  (whatever  airs 
I  give  myfelf )  am  I  yet  mad  enough  to  do  worfe  with 
'em  —  Well !  fmce  I  don't  defign  to  come  to  a  clofe  en- 
gagement myfelf,  then  why  fhould  I  not  generouily 
Hand  out  of  the  way,  and  make  room  for  one  that 
wou'd  ?  No,  I  can't  do  that  neither —  I  want  methinks 
to  convift  him  firft  of  being  one  and  the  fame  perfon, 
and  then  to  have  him  convince  my  coufin  that  he  likes 
me  better  than  her — Ay,  that  wou'd  do  !  and  to  confefs 
my  infirmity,  I  ftill  find  (though  I  don't  care  for  this 
fellow)  while  Ihe  has  aflurance  to  nourilh  the  lead  hope 
of  getting  him  from  me,  I  mall  never  be  heartily  eafy 
'till  me's  heartily  mortified.  [A/Me. 

SyL  You  feem  very  much  concern'd  for  the  colonel's 
misfortune,  coufin. 

C/ar.  His  misfortunes  feldom  hold  him  long,  as  you 
may  fee  ;  for  here  he  comes.  Enter 
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Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 
Sy/.  Blefs  me ! 

At.  I  am  forry,  madam,  Icou'd  not  be  more  punctual 
to  your  obliging  commands  :  but  the  accident  that 
prevented  my  coming  fooner,  will,  I  hope,  now  give 
me  a  pretence  to  a  better  welcome  than  my  laft;  for 
now,  madam,  [to  Clar.]  your  miftake's  fet  right,  J 
prefume,  and  I  hope  you  won't  expe£t  Mr.  Freeman  to 
anfwer  for  all  the  mifcarriages  of  Colonel  Standfalt. 

Clar.  Not  in  the  leaft,  fir  :  the  colonel's  able  to  an- 
fwer for  himfelf,  I  find !  ha  !  ha  ! 

At.  Was  not  my  fervant  with  you,  madam  ? 

[To  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Yes,  yes,  fir,  he  has  told  us  all.  [AJiJe.}  'And 
1  am  forry  you  have  paid  fo  dear  for  a  proof  of  your 
innocence  :  come,  come,  I'd  advife  you  to  fet  your 
heart  at  reft ;  for  what  I  defign,  you'll  find,  I  fhall  come 
to  a  fpeedy  refolution  in. 

At.  O  generous  refolution  ! 

Clar. Well,  madam,  fmce  you  are  fo  tenacious  of  your 
conqueft,  I  hope  you'll  give  me  the  fame  liberty  ;  and  not 
expeft,  the  next  time  you  fall  a  crying  at  the  colonel's 
gallantry  tome,  that  my  good-nature  Ihou'd  give  you  up 
my  pretenfions  to  him.  And  for  you,  fir, — I  (hall  only 
tell  you,  this  laft  plot  was  not  fo  clofely  laid,  but  that 
a  woman  of  a  very  (lender  capacity,  you'll  find,  has  wit 
enough  to  difcover  it.  [Exit  Clar. 

At.  So  !  (he's  gone  to  the  meflenger's,  I  fuppofe — but, 
poor  foul,  her  intelligence  there  will  be  extremely  fmall. 
[AJide.']  Well,  madam,  I  hope  at  laft  your  fcruples  are 
over. 

Syl.  You  can't  blame  me,  fir,  if,  now  we  are  alone, 
I  own  myfelf  a  little  more  furpris'd  at  her  pofitivenefs, 
than  my  Woman's  pride  wou'd  let  me  confefs  before  her 
face  ;  and  yet  methinks  there's  a  native  honefty  in  your 
look,  that  tells  me  I  am  not  miftaken,  and  may  truft  you 
with  my  heart. 

At.  O  !  for  pity  ftill  preferve  that  tender  thought,  and 
fave  me  from  defpair. 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Ha  !  Freeman  again  !  is  it  poflible  ? 

'At.  How  now,  Clerimont,  what  are  you  furpris'd  at  ? 

Cler.  Why  to  fee  thee  almoft  in  two  places  at  one 
C  3  time; 
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time  ;  'tis  but  this  minute,  I  met  the  very  image  of 
thee  with  the  mob  about  a  coach,  in  the.hands  of  a  mef- 
fenger,  whom  I  had  the  curiofity  to  Hop  and  call  to  - 
and  had  no  other  proof  of  his  not  being  thee,  but  that 
the  fpark  wou'd  not  know  me  ! 

Syl.  Strange !  I  almoil  ihink  1'ra  really  not  deceiv'd. 

Cler.  'Twas  certainly  Clarinda  I  faw  go  out  in  a  chair 

juil  now ic  muft  be  fhe the  circumftances  are  too 

ilrong  for  a  miftake.  [Afide. 

5)7.  Well,  fir,  to  eafe  you  of  your  fears,  new  I  dare 
own  to  you,  that  mine  are  over.  [To  Atall. 

Clef.  What  a  coxcomb  have  I  made  myfelf,  to  ferve 
rny  rival  e'en  with  my  own  miftrefs  ?  but  'tis  at  lealt 
k>me  eafe  to  know  him  :  all  I  have  to  hope  is,  that  he 
<ioes  not  know  the  afs  he  has  made  of  me — that  might 
indeed  be  fetal  to  him.  [djide. 

Entsr  SylviaV  Mai/. 

Maid.  O,  madam,  I'm  glad  I've  found  you  :  your 
father  and  I  have  been  hunting  you  all  the  town  over, 

»V.  My  father  in  town  F 

Maid.  He  waits  below  in  the  coach  for  you  :  he  muft 
needs  have  you  come  away  this  minute  ;  and  talks  of 
having  you  married  this  very  night  to  the  fine  gentleman 
he  fpoke  to  you  of. 

Sjl.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

At.  If  ever  foft  companion  touch'd  your  foul,  give  me 
a  word  of  comfort  in  this  laft  diftrefs,  to  fave  me  from 
the  horrors  that  furround  me. 

Sjl.  You  fee  we  are  obferv'd but  yet  depend  upon 

my  faith,  as  on  my  life — —in  the  mean  time,  I'll  ufe 
my  utmolt  power  to  avoid  my  father's  hafty  will  :  In 
two  hours  you  (hall  know  my  fortune  and  my  family 

Now  don't  follow  me,  as  you'd  preferve  my  friend- 

fhip.     Come [Exit  ivitb  maid. 

At.  Death  !  how  this  news  alarms  me  !  I  never  felt 
the  pains  of  love  before. 

Cler.  Now  then  to  eafe,  or  to  revenge  my  fears 

This  fudden  change  of  your  countenance,  Mr.  Atall, 
looks  as  if  you  had  a  mind  to  banter  your  friend  into  a 
belief  of  your  being  really  in  love  with  the  lady  that  juft 
now  left  you. 

A:.  Faith,  Clerimont,  I  have  too  much  concern  upon 
me  at  this  time,  to  be  capable  of  a  banter. 

C/<r. 
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Cler.  Ha!  he  feems  really  touch'd,  and  I  begin  now 

only  to  fear  Clarinda's  conduft Well,  fir,  if  it  be 

fo,  I'm  glad  to  fee  a  convert  of  you  ;  and  now,  in  return 
to  the  little  fervices  I  have  done  you,  in  helping  you  to 
carry  on  your  affair  with  both  thefe  ladies  at  one  time, 

give  me  leave- to  afk  a  favour  of  you Be  Hill  fincere, 

and  we  may  ftill  be  friends. 

At,  You  furprife  me — but  ufe  me  as  you  find  me. 

Cler.  Have  you  no  acquaintance  with  a  certain  lady 
whom  you  have  lately  heard  me  own  I  was  unfortunately 
in  love  with  ? 

At.  Not  that  I  know  of,  I'm  fure  not  as  the  lady  you 
are  in  love  with  :  but  pray,  why  do  you  afk  ? 

Cler.  Come,  I'll  be  fincere  with  you  too  :  becaufe  I 
have  ftrong  circumftances,  that  convince  me  'tis  one  of 
ihofe  two  you  have  been  fo  bufy  about. 

At.  Not  me  you  faw  me  with,  I  hope  ? 

Cler.  No  ;  I  mean  the  other — But  to  clear  the  doubc 
at  once,  is  her  name  Clarinda  ? 

At.  I  own  it  is :  but  had  I  the  leaft  been  warn'd  of 
your  pretences 

Cler.  Sir,  I  dare  believe  you ;  and  though  you  may  have 
prevail'd  even  againit  her  honour,  your  ignorance  of 
my  paffion  for  her  makes  you  {land  at  leaft  excusM 
to  me. 

At.  No  ;  by  all  the  folemn  proteftations  tongue  can 
utter,  her  honour  is  untainted  yet  for  me  ;  nay,  even 
unattempted:  '  Nor  had  I  ever  an  opportunity,  that  cou'd 
'  encourage  the  moftdiftant  thought  againft  it.' 

Cler.  You  own  fhe  has  receiv'd  your  gallantries  at 
leaft  ! 

At.  Faith,  not  to  be  vain,  fhe  has  indeed  taken  fome 
pains  to  pique  her  coufin  about  me  ;  and  if  her  beautiful 
coufin  had  not  fallen  in  my  way  at  the  fame  time,  I 
muft  own,  'tis  very  poflible,  I  might  have  endeavour'd 
to  pufh  my  fortune  with  her  ;  but  fince  I  now  know  your 
heart,  put  my  friendfhip  to  a  trial. 

Cler.  Only  this— If  I  fhou'd  be  reduc'd  to  afk  it  of 
you,  promife  to  confefs  your  impofture,  and  your  paffion 
to  her  coufin,  before  her  face. 

t  At.  There's  my  hand, — Til  do't,  to  right  my  friend 

and  miftrefs.   But,  dear  Clerimont,  you'll  pardon  me,  if 

C  4  I  leave 
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i  leave  you  here :  for  my  poor  Incognita's  affairs  at  this 
time  are  in  a  very  critical  condition. 

Cler.  No  ceremony — I  releafe  you. — 

4t.  Adieu.  Exeunt. 

ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Clerimont  and  Carelefs. 

i.  AT.    A   ND  fo  you  took  the  opportunity  of  her  faint- 
2~\.  ing  to  carry  her  off!  Pray,  how  long  did 
he/  fit  laft  ? 

Care.  Why,  faith,  I  fo  humour'd  her  affectation,  that 
'tis  hardly  over  yet ;  for  I  told  her,  her  life  was  in  dan- 
ger,  and  fworc,  if  fhe  wou'd  not  let  me  fend  for  a  par- 
ion  to  marry  her  before  fhe  dy'd,  I'd  that  minute  fend 
for  a  Ikroud,  and  be  buried  alive  with  her  in  the  fame 
coffin  :  but  at  the  apprehenfion  of  fo  terrible  a  thought, 
Die  pretended  to  be  frightened  into  her  right  fenfes 
again  ;  and  forbid  me  her  fight  for  ever. — So  that  in 
fhort,  my  impudence  is  almoft  exhaufted,  her  affectation 
i-  as  unfurraoun table  as  another's  real  virtue,  and  I  muft 
e'en  catch  her  that  way,  or  die  without  her  at  laft. 
Cler.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Care.  Why,  if  I  find  I  can't  impofe  upon  her  by  hu- 
mility, which  I'll  try,  I'll  e'en  turn  rival  to  myfelf  in 
a  very  fantaftical  figure,  that  I'm  fure  (he  won't  be  able 
to  refift,  &c.  You  muft  know  me  has  of  late  been  flat- 
ifcr'd  that  the  Mufcovite  Prince  Alexander  is  dying  for 
her,  though  he  never  fpoke  to  her  in  his  life. 

Cler.  I  underftand  you :  fo  you'd  firft  venture  to 
pique  her  againft  you,  and  then  let  her  marry  you  in 
another  pesfon,  to  be  reveng'd  of  you. 

Care.  One  of  the  two  ways  I  am  pretty  fure  to  fucceed. 
Cler.  Extravagant  enough  !  Pr'ythee,  is  Sir  Solomon 
i  n  the  next  room  ? 

Care.  What,  you  want  his  affiftance  ?  Clarinda's  in 
her  airs  again  ! 

Cler.  Faith,  Carelefs,  I  am  almoft  afham'd  to  tell 
you,  but  I  muft  needs  fpeak  with  him. 

Care.   Come  along  then.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty,  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Carelefs. 
Lady  D.  This  rude  boifterous  man  has  given    me  a 
thouland   diforders  ;  the  colic,  the  fpleen,   the  palpita- 
tion of  the  heart,  and  convulfions  all  over— Huh!  huh! 
~I  muft  fend  for  the  dotfor.  lady 
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LaJy  Sad.  Come,  come,  madam,  e'en  pardon  him, 
and  let  him  be  your  phyfician — do  but  obferve  his  peni- 
tence, fo  humble  he  dares  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Care.   [Folds  bis  arms  and  fghs.~\   Oh  ! 

Lady  Sad.  How  can  you  hear  him  figh  fo  ? 

Lady  D.  Nay,  let  him  groan — for  nothing  but  hi« 
pangs  can  eafe  me. 

Care.  [Kneels  and  prefents  her  bis  drawn  f<word ;  open- 
ing bis  f>reaj}.~\  Be  then  at  once  moft  barbaroufly  juir, 
and  take  your  vengeance  here. 

Lady  D.  No,  I  give  thee  life  to  make  dice  miferable; 
live,  that  myrefencing  eyes  may  kill  thee  every  hour. 

.Care.   Nay  then,  there's  no  relief  but this 

[Offering  at  his  /word,  Lady  Sadlife  holds  him. 

Lady  SW.  Ah  !  for  mercy's  fake — barbarous  creature, 
how  can  you  fee  him  thus? 

Lady  D.  Why,  I  did  not  bid  him  kill  hiinfelf :  but 
.do  you  really  think  he  wou'd  ha*  don't  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Certainly,  if  I  had  not  prevented  it, 

Lady  D.  Strange  pafiion  !  But  'tis  its  nature  to  be 
violent,  when  one  makes  it  defpair. 

Lady  Sad.  Won't  you  fpeak  to  him? 

LaayD.  No,  but  if  your — is  enough  concern'd  to  be 
his  friend,  you  may  tell  him— not  that  it  really  is  fo — 
but  you  may  fay — you  believe  I  pity  him. 

Lady  Sad.  Sure  love  was  never  more  ridiculous  oa 
both  fides. 

Enter  WiflnvelL 

Wijh.  Madam,  here's  a  page  from  Prince  Alexander, 
de-fires  to  give  a  letter  into  your  ladyQiip's  own  hands. 

Lady  D.  Prince  Alexander!  what  means  my  heart  ? 
J  come  to  him. 

Lady  Sao1.  By  no  means,  madam,  pray  let  him  come  in. 

•Care.  Ha !     Prince    Alexander !    nay,    then   I  have 
found  out  the  fecret  of  this  coldnefs,  madam. 
Enter  J'age. 

Page.  Madam,  his  Royal  Highnefs  Prince  Alexander, 
my  mafter,  has  commanded  me,  OR  pain  of  death,  thus 
[Kneeling  ]  to  deliver  this,  the  burning  feorer  of  his  heart. 

Lady  D.   Where  is  the  Prince  ? 

-Page.  Repos'd  in  private  on  a  mourning  pallat,  'tiill 
your  commands  vouchsafe  toraife  him. 

Ladj  Sad.  By  all  means,  receive   him   here   imme- 
C  5  <ti.:Cfk-. 
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diately.     I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  little  known  to  hi» 
highnefs. 

Lady  D.  The  favour,  madam,  is  too  great  to  be  re- 
fifted :  Pray  tell  his  highnefs  then,  the  honour  of  the 
vifit  he  defigns  me,  makes  me  thankful  and  impatient ! 
huh  !  huh  !  [Exit  Page. 

Care.  Are  my  fufferings,  madam,  fo  foon  forgot 
then  !  Was  I  but  flatter'd  with  the  hope  of  pity  ? 

Lady  D.  The  happy  have  whole  days,  and  thofe  they 
chooie.  [Rtjbaifg.]  The  unhappy  have  but  hours, 
and  thofe  they  lofe.  [Exit  repeating. 

Lady  Sad.  Don't  you  lofe  a  minute  then. 

Care.  I'll  warrant  you— ten  thoufand  thanks,    dear 

madam,  I'll  be  transform'd  in  a  fecond 

[Exeunt  federally. 
Enter  Clarinda  in  man's  habit. 

Clar.  So !  I'm  in  for't  now  !  how  I  fhall  come  off  I 
can't  tell  :  'twas  but  a  bare  faving  game  I  made  with 
Clerimont ;  his  refentment  had  brought  my  pride  to  its 
laft  legs,  diffembling:  and  if  the  poor  man  had  not 
lov'd  me  too  well,  I  had  made  but  a  difnial  humble 
figure — I  have  us'd  him  ill,  that's  certain,  and  he  may 
e'en  thank  himfelf  for't — he  would  be  fincere. — Well, 
(begging  my  fex's  pardon)  we  do  make  the  fillieft  ty- 
rants— we  had  better  be  reasonable ;  for  (to  do  'em, 
right)  we  don't  run  half  the  hazard  in  obeying  the  good- 
fen  fe  of  a  lover;  at  leaft,  I'm  reduc'd  now  to  make 
the  experiment — Here  they  come. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  Sol.  What  have  we  here !  another  captain  ?  If  I 
tvere  fure  he  were  a  coward  now,  1M  kick  him  before 
he  fpcaks Is  your  bufmefs  with  me,  fir  } 

Clar.  If  your  name  be  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife. 

Sir  Sol.  Yes,  fir,  it  is,  and  I'll  maintain  it,  as  ancient 
as  any,  and  related  to  moil  of  the  families  in  England. 

Clar.  My  bufinefs  will  convince  you,  fir,  that  I  think 
well  of  K 

Sir  So!.  And  what  is  your  buftnefs,  fir  ? 

Clar.  Why,  fir — you  have  a  pretty  kiufwoman  call'd. 
Clarinda. 

Cler.  Ha! 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  then,  fir— fuch  a  rogue  as  t'other.. 
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Clar.  Now,  fir,  I   have   feen  her,    and  am  in  love 
with  her. 

C/er.  Say  you  fo,  fir  !•— I  may  chance  to  cure  you  of 

it.  \Afidt. 

Clar.   And  to  back  my  pretenfions,  fir,  I  have  a  good 

fifteen  hundred  pounds   a-year  eftate,  and  am,  as  you 

fee,  a  pretty  fellow  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  Sol.  She  that  marries  you,  fir,  will  have  a  choice 
bargain  indeed. 

Clar.  In  fhort,   fir,  I'll  give  you  a  thoufand  guineas 
to  make  up  the  match. 

Sir  Sol.  Hum—[4/jde.]  But,  fir,  my  niece  is   pro- 
vided for. 

C/er.   That's  well.  [Afide. 

Sir  Sol.  But  if  Ihe  were  not,  fir,  I  mufl  tell  you,  me  is 

not  to  be  caught  with  a  fmock  face  and  a  feather,  fir— 

and and let  me  fee  you  an  hour  hence.       [Afide. 

Clar.  Well  faid,  uncle.  \Afide. ] But,  fir,  I'm  in, 

love  with  her,  and  pofitively  xvill  have  her. 
Sir  Sol.  Whether  Ihe  likes  you  or  no,  fir  f 
Clar.   Like  me  !  ha !  ha  !  I'd  fain  fee  a  woman  that 
diflikes  a  pretty  fellow  with  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a- 
year,  a  white  wig,  and  black  eye-brows. 

Cler.  Hark   you,  young   gentleman,  there  mufl  go 
more  than  all  this  to  the  gaining  of  that  lady. 

[Takes  Clarinda  a/Me, 

Sir  Sol.  [Afide.~\  A  thoufand  guineas!  that's  five  hun- 
dred more  tiian   I  propofed  to  get  of  Mr.  Clerimont — 

but  my  honour  is  engag'd Ay,  but   then  here's   a 

thoufand  pounds  to  releaie  it Now  (hall  I  take  the 

money  ?  It  muft  be  fo coin  will  carry  it.. 

Clar.  Oh,  fir,  if  that  be  all,  I'll  foon  remove  your 
doubts  and  pretenfions — Come,  fir,  I'll  try  your  courage. 
Cler.  I  am  afraid  you  won't,  young  gentleman. 
Clar.  As  young  as  I  am,  fir,  you  fhall  find  I  fcorn  to> 
turn  my  back  to  any  man.  • 

[Exeunt  Clarinda  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha !  they  are   gone  to  fight — with   all   my 

heart — a   fair  chance  at  leaft  for  a  better  bargain:  for 

if  the  young   fpark  fhou'd  let   the  air  into  my  friend 

Clerimcnt's  midriff'  now,  it  may  pofiibly  cool  his  love 

too,  and  then  there's  my  honour  fafe,  and  a  thoufand 

guineas  fnug.  [Exit. 

C  6  '  Enter 
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'  Enter  Lady  Dainty,   Lady  Sadlife,  end  Carelefs,  « 

'  Prince  Alexander. 

Lady  D.   Your  highnefs,  fir,  has   done  me  honour 
n  this  vifit. 

Care.   Madam [Salutes  her. 

Lady  D.  A  captivating  perfon  ! 

Care.  May  the  days   be   taken  from  my  life,  and 

added  to   yours! moft   incomparable     beauty! 

whiter  than  the  fnow  that  lies  about  the  year  unmelted 
on  our  Ruffian  mountains. 

'  Lady  D.  How  manly  his  expreffions  are we  are 

extremely  oblig'd   to   the  Czar  for  not  taking  your 

highnefs  home  with  him. 

'*  Care.  He  left  me,  madam,  to  learn  to  be  a  ftiip- 

*  carpenter. 

*  Lady  Sad.  A  very  politic  accomplifhment  i 

*  Lady  D.  And  in  a  prince  entirely  new. 

'  Care.  All  his  nobles,  madam,  are  mafters  of  fome 

*  ufeful  fcience,  and  moft  of  our  arms  are  quarter'd  with 
'   mechanical  inftruments,  as  hatchets,  hammers,  pick- 

*  axes,  and  hand-faws. 

*  Lady  D.  I  admire  the  manly  manners  of  your  court, 
'  Lady  Sad.  Oh !  fo  infinitely  beyond  the  foft  idle- 

*  nefs  of  ours. 

*  Care.    'Tis   the   faftiion,    ladies,    for  the   eafter« 

*  princes  to  profefs  fome  trade  or  other — ——The  latt 

*  Grand  Signer  was  a  lockfmith. 

'  Lady  D.  How  new  his  converfation  is  ! 

*  Care,  Too  rude,  I   fear,  madam,  for  fo  tender  a 
'  compolhion  as  your  divine  ladyfhip's. 

'  Lady  D.  Courtly  to  a  foftnefs  too  ! 

*  Care.  Were  it  poffible,  madam,  that  fo  much  deli- 

*  cacy  cou'd  endure  the  martial  roughnefs  of  our  man- 
4   ners  and  our  country,  I  cannot  boaft  ;  but  if  a  pro- 
'  vince  at  your  feet  cou'd  make  you  mine,  that  province 
'  and  its  mafter  ftiou'd  be  yours. 

*  Lady  D.  Ay !  here's   grandeur  with  addrefs  ;    an 
'  odiooa  native  lover  now,  wou'd  have  complained  of 

*  the  taxes,  perhaps,  and  have  haggled  with  one  for  a 

*  fcanty  jointure  out  of  his  horrid  lead-mines,  in  fome 
'   uninhabitable  mountains,  about  an  hundred  and  four- 
'  fcore  miles  from  Tmheard-of  London. 

x  for*.  1  am  informed,  madam,  there  is  a  certain  poor 
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*  diftrafted  Englifh  fellow,  thatrefus'd  to  quit  his  faucy 
'  pretenfions  to  your  all-conquering  beauty,  though  he 

*  had  heard  I  had  myfelf  refolv'd  to  adore  you.    Care- 
•*  lefs,  I  think  they  call  him. 

'  LadyD.  Your  highnefs  wrongs  your  merit,  to  give 
«  yourfelf  the  leaft  concern  for  one  fo  much  below  your  fear. 

'  Care.  When  I  firlt  heard  of  him,  I  on  the  inlUnt  or- 
'  der'd  one  of  my  retinue  to  ftrike  off  his  head  with  a 
'  fcimitar  ;  but  they  told  me  the  free  laws  of  England 
'  allow'd  of  no  fuch  power  :  fo  that,  though  I  am  a  printe 

*  of  the  blood,  madam,  I  am  oblig'd  only  to  murder  him 
'*  privately. 

'  Lady  D.  'Tis  indeed  a  reproach  to  the  ill-breeding 
'  of  our  conflitution,  not  to  admit  your  power  with  your 
'  perfon.  But  if  the  pain  of  my  entire  neglect  can  errd 

*  him,  pray  be  eafy. 

'  Care,  Madam,  I'm  not  revengeful  ;  make  him  but 
'  miferable  —  I'm  fatisfy'd. 

'*  Lady  D.  You  may  depend  upon't. 

'  Care.  I'm  in  ftrange  favour  with  her  {AjiJe, 

•'  Pleafe  you,  ladies,  to  make  your  fragrant  fingers  fami- 

*  liar  with  this  box. 

'  LadyD.  Sweet,  or  plain,  fir? 

'  Care.  Right  Mofco,  madam,  made  of  the  fculls  of 
'  conqaer'4  enemies. 

'  Lady  Sad.  Gunpowder,  as  I  live  !  Exeunt.* 

The    SCENE    tbaugtt  to  a  field. 
Enter  Clarinda^W  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Come,  fir,  we  are  far  enough. 

C/ar.  I  only  wifh  the  lady  were  by,  fir,  that  the 
conqueror  might  carry  her  off  the  fpot :  I  warrant  fhe'd 
"be  mine. 

Cler.  That,  my  talking  hero,  we  (hall  foon  determine. 

-Clar.  Not  that  I  think  her  handfome,  or  care  a  rulh 
For  her. 

Cler.  You  are  very  mettled,  fir,  to  fight  for  a  woman 
you  don't  value ! 

C/ar.  Sir,  I  value  the  reputation  of  a  gentleman,  and 
•I  don't  think  any  young  fellow  ought  to  pretend  to  it 
'till  he  has  talk'd  himfelf  into  a  lampoon,  loft  his  two 
or  three  thoufand  pounds  at  play,  kept  his  mi&,  and 
kill'd  his  man. 

£ler.  Very  gallant  indeed,  fir !  but  if  you  pkafe  to 

handle 
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handle  your  fword,  you'll  foon  go  through  your 
courfe. 

Clar.  Come  on,   fir 1  believe  I   (hall  give  your 

miftrefs  a  truer  account  of  your  heart  than  you  have 
done.  I  have  had  her  heart  long  enough,  and  now  will 
have  your's. 

Cler.  Ha  !  does  me  love  you  then  ? 

[Endeavouring  to  draw* 

Clar.  I  leave  you  to  judge  that,  fir.  But  1  have  lain 
with  her  a  thoufand  times ;  in  fhort,  fo  long,  'till  I'm 
tir'd  of  it. 

Cler.  Villain,  thou  Heft  !  Draw,  or  I'll  ufe  you  as  you 
deferve,  and  flab  you. 

Clar.  Take  this  with  you  firfl Clarinda  will  never 

marry  him  that  murders  me. 

Cler.  She  may  the  man  that  vindicates  her  honour—— 
therefore  be  quick,  or  I'll  keep  my  word — I  find  your 
fword  is  not  for  doing  things  in  hafte. 

Clar.  It  flicks  to  the  fcabbard  fo  ;  I  believe  I  did  not 
wipe  off  the  blood  of  the  laft  man  I  fought  with. 

Cler.  Come,  fir!  this  trifling  fha'n't  ferve  your  turn  : 
here,  give  me  yours,  and  take  mine. 

Clar.  With  all  my  heart,   fir — Now  have  at  you. 
Cler.  Death  !  You  villain,  do  you  ferve  me  fo ! 

[Cler.   draws  and  finds  only  a  hilt  in  bis  band. 

Clar.  In  love  and  war,   fir,  all  advantages  are  fair  ; 

fo  we  conquer,  no  matter  whether  by  force  or  ftratagem  : 

Come,  quick,  fir!    Your  life  or  miltrefs 

Cler.  Neither — Death  !  you  mall  have  both  or  none  : 
Here  drive  your  fword  j  for  only  through  this  heart  you 
reach  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Death  !  fir,  can  you  be  mad  enough  to  die  for 
a  woman  tKat  hates  you  ? 

Cler.  If  that  were  true,  'twere  greater  madnefs  then 
to  Jive. 

Clar.  Why,  to  my  knowledge,  fir,  me  has  us'd  you 
bafely,  falfely,  ill,  and  for  no  reafon. 

Cler.  No  matter  ;  no  ufage  can  be  worfe  than  the 
contempt  of  poorly,  tamely  parting  with  her She- 
may  abufe  her  heart  by  happy  infidelities  ;  but  'tis  the 
pride  of  mine  to  be  even  miferably  conftant. 

Clar.  Generous  paflien— you  almoft  tempt  me  to  re- 
fign  her  to  you. 
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Cler.  You  cannot,  if  you  wou'd 1  wou'd  indeed 

have  won  her  fairly  from  you  with  my  fword,  but  fcorn 
to  take  her  as  your  gift.     Be  quick  and  end  you:  inlb- 

lence. 

Clar.  Yes,  thus moft  generous  Clerimont you 

now  indeed  have  fairly  vanquifli'd  me.     [Runs  to  him.'} 
My  woman's  follies  and  my  ftiame  be  buried  ever  here. 
Cler.  Ha  !  Clarinda  !  is't  poflible  !  my  wonder  rifes 
with  my  joy — How  came  you  in  this  habit  I 

Clar.  Now  you  indeed  recall  my  blufhes,  but  I  had 
no  other  veil  to  hide  'em,  while  I  confefs'd  the  injuries 
I  had  done  your  heart,  in  fooling  with  a  man  I  never 
meant  on  any  terms  to  engage  with.  Befide,  I  knew 
from  our  late  parting,  your  fear  of  lofing  me  wou'd  re- 
duce you  to  comply  with  Sir  Solomon's  demands,  for 
his  intereft  in  your  favour :  Therefore,  as  you  faw,  I 
was  refolv'd  to  ruin  his  market  by  feeming  to  raife  it ; 
for  he  fecretly  took  the  ofFer  I  made  him. 

Cler.  'Twas  generoufly  and  timely  offer'd,  for  it 
really  prevented  my  figning  articles  to  him  :  but  if  you 
would  heartily  convince  me  that  I  fhall  never  more  have 
need  of  his  intereft,  e'en  let  us  fteal  to  the  next  prieft, 
and  honeftly  put  it  out  of  his  power  ever  to  part  us. 

Clar.  Why,  truly  confidering  the  trufts  I  have  made 
you,  'twou'd  be  ridiculous  now,  I  think,  to  deny  you 

any  thing and  if  you  Ihou'd  grow  weary  of  me  after 

fuch  ufage,  I  can't  blame  you. 

Cler.  Banifh  that  fear ;   my  flame  can  never  wafte, 
For  love  fincere  refines  upon  the  tafte.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,   •with  old  Mr.  Willfull :  Lady  Sad- 
life,   ami  Sylvia  weeping. 

Sir.  Sol.  Tro:h,  my  old  friend,  this  is 'a  bad  bufinefs 
indeed  ;  you  have  bound  yourfelf  in  a  thoufand  pound 
bond,  you  fay,  to  marry  your  daughter  to  a  fine  gen- 
tleman, and  fhe  in  the  mean  time,  k  fsems,  is  fallen  in, 
love  with  a  ftranger. 

Will.  Look  you,  Sir  Solomon,  it  does  not  trouble  me 
o'  this  :  For  I'll  make  her  do  as  I  pleai'e,  or  I'll  flarve 
her. 

Lady  Sad.  Rut,  fir,  your  daughter  tells  me  that  the 
gentleman  (he  loves  is  in  every  d;gree  in  as  good  cir- 
Cumftances  as  the  perfon  you  deii^n  her  for  :  and  if  he 
does  not  prove  hitnfclf  fo  before  to-morrow  morning, 

fhc 
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fhe  will  chearfully  fubmit  to  whatever  you'll  impofe  on 
her. 

Will.   All  ftiam  !  all  fham  !  only  to  gain  time 1 

expert  my  friend  and  his  fon  here  immediately,  to  de- 
mand performance  of  articles  ;  and  if  her  ladyfhip's  nice 
flomach  does  not  immediately  comply  with  'em,  as  I 
told  you  before,  I'll  ftarve  her. 

Lady  Sad.  But  confider,  fir,  what  a  perpetual  dif- 
cord  mull  a  forc'd  marriage  probably  produce. 

Will.  Difcord  !    pfhaw  !   waw !    One  man    makes  as 

good  a  hufband  as  another A  month's  marriage  will 

let  all  to  rights,  1  warrant  you — you  know  the  old  fay- 
ing, Sir  Solomon,  lying  together  makes  pigs  love. 

Lady  Sad.  [To  Sylvia.]  What  mail  we  do  for  you  ? 
there's  no  altering  him — Did  not  your  lover  promife  to 
come  to  your  afiiltance  ? 

5)7.  I  expecl  him  every   minute — but  can't  forefee 

from  him  the  leaft  hope  of  my  redemption This  is 

he  ! 

Enter  A  tall  undifguifed. 

At.  My  Sylvia !  dry  thofe  tender  eyes,  for  while 
there's  life  there's  hope. 

Lady  Sad.  Ha  !  is't  he  ?  but  I  muft  fmother  my  con- 
fufion  ! 

Will.  How,  now,  fir  !  Pray  who  gave  you  commiflion 
to  be  fo  familiar  with  my  daughter  ? 

At.  Your  pardon,  fir;  but  when  you  know  me  right, 
you'll  neither  think  my  freedom  or  my  pretenfions  fami- 
liar or  diihonourable. 

Will.  Why,  fir,  what  pretenfions  have  you  to  her  ? 

At.  Sir,  I  fav'd  her  life  at  the  hazard  of  my  own  : 
That  gave  me  a  pretence  to  know  her  ;  knowing  her 
made  me  love,  and  gratitude  made  her  receive  it. 

Will.  Ay,  fir,  and  feme  very  good  reafons,  belt  known 
to  myfelf,  make  me  refufe  it— Now  what  will  you  do  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell  yet,  fir — But  if  you'll  do  me  the  fa- 
vour to  let  me  know  thofe  reafons 

Will.  Sir,  I  don't  think  myfelf  oblig'd  to  do  either  ; 
but  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  for  you,  fince  you  fay  you 
love  my  daughter,  and  fhe  loves  you,  I'll  put  you  in 
the  neareft  way  to  get  her. 

j/t.  Don't  flatter  me  i  I  beg  you,  fir. 

mu. 
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#7/7.  Not  I,  upon  my  foul,  fir;  for  look  you 'tis 

only  this get  my  confent,  and  you  (hall  have  her. 

At.  I  beg  your  pardon,  fir,  for  endeavouring  to  talk 
reafon  to  you.  But  to  return  your  rallery,  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you,  when  any  man  marries  her  but  my- 
felf,  he  muft  extremely  afk  my  confent. 

Will.  Before  George,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  impu- 
dent fellow,  and  I'm  forry  I  can't  punifh  her  difobedi- 
cnce  by  throwing  her  away  upon  theei 

At.  You'll  have  a  great  deal  of  plague  about  this  bu- 
finefs,  fir;  for  I  (hall  be  mighty  difficult  to  give  up  my 
pretenfions  to  her. 

Will.  Ha  !  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  I  can't  comply  with 
thee  :  Thou  wilt  certainly  be  a  thriving  fellow  ;  for 
thou  dofl  really  fet  the  bell  face  upon  a  bad  caufe  that 
ever  I  faw  fince  I  was  born. 

At.  Come,  fir — once  more,  rallery  apart  ;  fuppofe  I 
prove  myfelf  of  equal  birth  and  fortune  to  deferve  her  ? 
Will.  Sir,  if  you  were  eldelt  fon  to  the  Cham  of  Tar- 
tary,  or  had  the  dominions  of  the  Great  Mogul  entail'd 
upon  you  and  your  heirs  for  ever,  it  wou'd  fignify  no 
more  than  the  bite  of  my  thumb— —The  girl's  difpos'd 
of,  I  have  match'd  her  already  upon  a  thoufand  pounds 
forfeit,  and  faith  (he  (hall  fairly  run  for't,  though  {he's 
yerk'd  and  flea'd  from  the  creft  to  the  crupper. 
At.  C'onfufion  ! 
Syl.  What  will  become  of  me ! 

Will.  And  if  you  don't  think  me  in  earneft  now,  here 
comes  one  that  will  convince  you  of  my  fincerity. 
At.  My  father  !  Nay  then  my  ruin  is  inevitable. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Atall. 

Sir  Har.  [To  At.]  O  fweet  fir,  have  I  found  you  at 
laft  !  Your  very  humble  fervant  :  What's  the  reafon 
pray,  that  you  have  had  the  aflurance  to  be  almoft  a 
fortnight  in  town,  and  never  come  near  me  ?  efpecially 
when  I  fent  you  word  I  had  bufinefs  of  fuch  confe- 
<juence  with  you. 

At.  I  underftood  your  bufinefs  was  to  marry  me,  fir, 
to  a  woman  I  never  faw ;  and  to  confefs  the  truth,  I 
durft  not  come  near  you,  becaufe  I  was  at  the  fame  time 
in  love  with  one  you  never  faw. 

ir  Har.  Was  you  fo,  fir why  then,  fir,  I'll  find 

a  fpeedy 
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a  fpeedy  cure  for  your  paffion— Brother  Willful— Hey, 
fiddles  there  ! 

At.  You  may  treat  me,  fir,  with  what  fcverity  you 
pleafe ;  but  my  engagements  to  that  lady  are  too  pow- 
erful and  fix'd  to  let  the  utmoil  mifery  diflblve  'em. 

Sir  Har.  What  does  the  fool  mean  ? 

Jit.   That  I  can  fooner  die  than  part  with  her. 

IV ill.  Hey  ! — why,  is  this  your  fon,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Hey-dev !  why,  did  not  you  know  that 
before  ? 

At.  O  earth  !  and  all  you  ftars !  is  this  the  lady  you 
defign'd  nie,  fir  ? 

Byl,  O  fortune,  is  it  pofliblc? 

Sir  Har.  And  is  this  the  lady,  fir,  you  have  been 
making  fuch  a  buftle  about  ? 

At.  Not  life,  health,  or  happinefs  are  half  fo  dear  to 
me. 

Sir  Sol.   [Joining  At.   and  Sylvia's  hands.'} loll! 

loll,  leroll ! 

At.  O  tranfporting  joy  !  [Embracing  Sylvia.] 

Sir  Har.  \  [Joining  in  the  tune,  and  dancing  about 
and  #7/7.  f  'em.]  loll!  loll! 

:!  Sir  So/.  Hey!    within    there!   [Calls   the  fiddles.]   by 
jingo  we'll  make  a  night  on't. 

Enter  Clarinda  «W  Clarimont. 

CUr.  Save  you,  fave  you,  good  people !  I'm  glad, 
uncle,  to  hear  you  call  fo  chearfully  for  the  fiddles,  it 
looks  as  if  you  had  ahufband  ready  for  me. 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  that  I  may  have  by  to-morrow  night, 
madam;  bat  in  the  mean  time,  if  you  pleafe,  you  may 
wifh  your  friends  joy. 

Clar.  Dear  Sylvia ! 

Syl.  Clarinda! 

At.  O  Clerimont,  fuch  a  deliverance  ! 

Cler.  Give  you  joy,  joy,  fir. 

Clar.  I  congratulate  your  happinefs— and  am  pleai'd 
our  little  jealoufies  are  over ;  Mr.  Clerimont  has  told  me 
all,  and  cur'd  me  of  curioftty  for  ever. 

Syl.  What,  married  ? 

Clar.  You'll  fee  prefently  !  but,  Sir  Solomon,  what  do 
you  mean  by  to-morrow  ?  why  do  you  fancy  1  have  any 
more  patience  than  the  reft  of  my  neighbours  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Sol.  Why  truly,  madam,  I  don't  fappofe  you 
have;  but  I  believe  to-morrow  will  be  as  Coon  as  their 
bufinefs  can  be  done,  by  which  time  I  expcft  a  jolly  fox- 
hunter  from  Yorkihire,  and  if  you  are  refolv'd  not  to 
have  patience  till  next  day,  why  the  fame  parfon  may 
tofs  you  up  all  four  in  a  difh  together, 

Clar.  A  filthy  fox-hunter? 

Sir  Sol.  Odzooks !  a  mettled  fellow,  that  will  ride  you 
from  day-break  to  fun-fet!  none  of  our  fiimfy  London 
rafcals,  that   mufl  have  a  chair  to  carry  'em  to  their 
coach,  and  a  coach  to  carry  'em  to  a  trapes,  and  a  con 
ftable  to  carry  both  to  the  round-houfe. 

Clar.  Ay,  but  this  fox-hunter,  Sir  Solomon,  will  come 
home  dirty  and  tir'd  as  one  of  his  hounds,  he'll  be  al- 
ways afleep  before  he's  a-bed,  and  on  horfeback  before 
he's  awake;  he  mufl:  rife  early  to  follow  his  fport,  and  I 
fit  up  late  at  cards  for  want  of  better  diverfion— Put 
this  together,  my  wife  uncle. 

Sir  Sal.  Are  you  fo  high  fed,  madam,  that  a  country 
gentleman  of  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year  won't  go 
down  with  you  ? 

Clar.  Not  fo,  fir,  but  you  really  kept  me  fo  (harp, 
that  I  was  e'en  forc'd  to  provide  for  myfelf,  and  here 
ftands  the  fox-hunter  for  my  money. 

[C/ats  Cler.  on  the  fioulder. 

Sir  Sol.  How! 

Cler.  Even  fo,  Sir  Solomon — hark  in  your  ear,  fir  ! 
you  really  held  your  con  fen  t  ai  fo  high  a  price,  that  to 
give  you  a  proof  of  my  good  husbandry  I  was  refolv'd  to 
fave  charges,  and  e'en  marry  her  without  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Hell  land 

Clar.  And  hark  you  in  t'other  ear,  fir becaufe  I 

wou'd  not   have  you  expofe  your  reverend   age   by  a 

miftake Know,  fir,  I  was  the  young  fpark  with 

the  fmooth  face  and  a  feather,  that  offer'd  you  a  thou- 
fand  guineas  for  your  confent,  which  you  wou'd  have 
been  glad  to  have  taken. 

Sir  Sol.  The  devil  !  if  ever  I  traffick  in  women's  flefli 
again,  may  all  the  bank-ftocks  fall  when  I  have  bought 

'em,  and  rife  when  I  have  fold  'em  ! Hey-dey!  what 

have  we  here  !  more  cheats ! 
_  Cler.  Not  unlikely,  fir — for  I  fancy  they  are  mar- 


ried. 


Enttf 
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Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Carelefs. 
Lady  Sad.  That  they  are,  I  can  aflure  you— I  give 
your  highnefs  joy,  madam. 

Lady  D.  Lard !  that  people  of  any  rank  ftiou'd  ufe 
fuch  vulgar  falutations — though  methinks  highnefs  has 
fomething  of  grandeur  in  the  found.  But  I  was  in  hopes, 
good  people,  that  confident  fellow  Carelefs  had  been 
among  you. 

Care.  What  fay  you,  madam,  (to  divert  the  good 
company)  mall  we  fend  for  him  by  way  of  mortifi- 
cation ? 

Lady  D.  By  all  means ;  for  your  fake,  methinks,  I 
ought  to  give  him  full  defpair. 

Care.  Why  then,  to  let  you  fee,  that  'tis  a  much  eafier 
thing  to  cure  a  fine  lady  of  her  fickly  tafte,  than  a  lover 
of  his  impudence — There's  Carelefs  for  you,  without  the 
leaft  tincture  of  defpair  about  him. 

[D I/covers  him/elf. 
ML  Ha!  Carelefs! 
Lady  D.  Abus'd!  undone! 
^//.  Ha!  ha! 

Cler.  Nay,  now,  madam,  we  wifli  you  a  fuperior  joy ; 
for  you  have  married  a  man,  inftead  of  a  monfter. 

Cart.  Come!  come,  madam,  fince  you  find  you  were 
in  the  power  of  fuch  a  cheat — you  may  be  glad  it  was 
no  greater,  you  might  have  fallen  into  a  rafcal's  hands : 
but  you  know,  I  am  a  gentleman,  my  fortune  no  finall 
one,  and  if  your  temper  will  give  me  leave,  will  deferve 
you. 

Lady  Sad.  Come  !  e'en  make  the  bed  of  your  fortune  : 
for  take  my  word,  if  the  cheat  had  not  been  a  very  agree- 
able one,  I  wou'd  never  Ijave  had  a  hand  in't— you  mull 
pardon  me  if  I  can't  help  laughing. 

Lady  D.  Well !  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  I  pardon  all ;  only 
one  thing  let  me  beg  of  you,  fir — that  is,  your  promife 
to  wear  this  habit  one  month  for  my  fatisfaftion. 

Care.  O,  madam!  that's  a  trifle!  I'll  lie  in  the  fun 
a  whole  fuinmer  for  an  olive  complexion,  to  oblige 
you. 

Lady  D.  Well !  Mr.  Carelefs,  I  begin  now  to  think  bet- 
ter of  my  fortune,  and  look  back  with  apprehenfion  of 
the  cfcape  I  have  had;  you  have  already  cur'd  my  folly, 

and 
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and  were  but  my  health  recoverable,  I  fliould  think  my- 
felf  completely  happy. 

Care.  For  that,  madam,  we'll  ven'ture  to  fave  you 
dodors  fees, 

And  truft  to  nature:   time  will  Toon  difcover, 
Your  belt  phyfician  is  a  favour'd  lover. 

[Exeunt. 


EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 


TJ/'ELL,  jirs  !  I  know  not  ho<w  the  plat  may  faff, 

But,  in  my  humble  fenfe — 'our  bard's  an  afs  ; 
per,  bad  he  ever  known  the  leaji  of  nature t 
H1  had  found  his  Double  Spark  a  difmal  creature : 
To  pleafe  two  ladies,  he  t-ivo  forms  puts  on, 
As  if  the  thing  in  Jbadows  cou'd  be  done  : 
The  women  really  two,  and  be,  poor  foul !  but  one. 
Had  be  reversed  the  bint,  h'  had  done  the  feat , 
Had  made  tbe  imp  oft  or  credibly  complete  : 
A  Jingle  miftrsfs — might  have  flood  the  cheat. 
She  might  to  fever  al  lovers  have  been  kind, 
Nor  ftrain'd your  faith,  to  think  both  pleased  and  blind. 
Plain  fenfe  hc.d  known,  the  fair  can  love  receive, 
With  half  the  pains  your  warmeft  vows  fan  give. 
But,  hold ! — Fm  thinking  I  miftake  the  matter  ; 
On  fecond  thoughts : — The  hint's  tut  bonejl  fatire  ; 
And  only  meant  t'e.rpofe  their 'mcdijh  fenfe, 
Who  think  tbejire  of  love's — but  impudence. 
Our  fpark  was  really  modejl ; — when  he  found 
Two  female  claims  at  once,  he  one  difown'd ; 
Wifely  pr efuming,  though  in  ne'er  fuch  bajle, 
One  wou  d  be  found  enough  for  him  at  lajt. 

So  that  to  fum  the  whole /  think  the  play 

Deferves  the  ufual  favours  on  his  day  ; 

Jf  not,  befwears  he'll  write  the  next  to  mufic, 

In  Doggrel  rhymes  wou'd  make  or  him,  or  you  feck. 

His  groveling  fenfe,  Italian  airs  foall  crown, 

And  then,  he's  Jure,  ev'n  nonjenje  will  go  dovj*. 

But,  if  you'd  have  the  world  fuppofe  the  Jiage 

Not  quite  forfaken  in  this  airy  age, 

Let  your  glad  votes  our  needlefs  fear  confound, 

Andfptak  in  claps  at  loud  for  fenfe  t  as  found. 
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PROLOGUE. 

T  IKE  hungry  gueft  s,  a  fetting  audience  looks  ; 
Plays  are  like  f uppers  :  Poets  are  the  cooks. 
The  founders  you  :  the  table  is  this  place  : 
The  carvers  we  :  the  prologue  is  the  grace. 
Each  aft,  a  cturfe',  each  fcene  a  different  dijh  : 
Tho1  'we're  in  Lent,  /  doubt  you're  ftill for  flejh. 
Satire's  the  fauce,  high-feafon'd,  fbarp  and  rough  ; 
Kind  majks  and  beaux,    I  hope  you're  pepper-proof. 
JJ'it  is  the  iv! ne  ;    but  'tis  fofcarce  the  true, 
Poets,  like  'vintners,  balderdaj)}  and  brew. 
Tour  fur ly  fcenes,  'where  rant  and  bloodjhed  join, 
Are  butcher's,  meat,  a  battle's  a  Jirloin  : 
Your  fcenes  of  love,  fo  flowing,  foft  and  chafe, 
Are  water-gruel,  without  fait  or  tafte. 
Bawdy's  fat  venif on,  which  tho' ft  ale,  can  pleafe  : 
Your  rakes  love  haut-gouts,  like  your  damn  'd  French  cheeft. 
Your  rarity  for  the  fair  gueft  to  gape  on, 
Is  your  nice  Squeaker,  or  Italian  capon  ; 
Or  your  French  virgin-pullet,  gar  nijh'd  round, 
And  drefs'd  with  fauce  of  fame — Four  hundred  pound. 
An  Opera,  like  an  Olio,    nicks  the  age  ; 
Farce  is  the  hafty -pudding  of  the  ft  age. 
For  when  you're  treated  with  indifferent  cheer, 
You  can  difpenfe  with  Jlender  ft  age-coach  fare. 
A  paft  oral's  whipt  cream  ;  ftage-whims,  mere  trajb  ; 
And  tragi -comedy,  half  jijh  and flejh. 
But  comedy,    that,   that's  the  darling  cheer  ; 
This  night  we  hope  you'll  an  Inconftant  bear  : 
li'ild  fowl  is  lik'd  in  play-houfe  all  the  year. 

Yet  Jince  each  mind  betrays  a  different  tafte, 
And  every  dijh  fcarce  pleafes  ev'ry  gueft, 
If  aught  you  relijh,  do  not  damn  the  reft. 
This  favour  crav'd,  up  let  the  mujlc  ftrike  : 
You're  wflcome  all——  Now  fall  to,  ivkere you  likt. 
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A    C   T      I. 

SCENE,     Tae    Street. 

Enter  Dugard,  and  hii  Mtin  Petit  in  Riding  Habits. 

/>«f.QIRRAH,  what's  a  clock? 
ij  Pet.  Turn'd  of  eleven,  fir. 

Dug.  No  more!  We  have  rid  a  Twinging  pace  from1 
Nemours  fince  two  this  morning!  Petit,  run  to  Roujfeau's, 
and  befpeak  a  dinner  at  a  lewis  d'or  a  head,  to  be  ready 
by  one. 

Pet.  How  many  will  there  be  of  you,   fir  ? 

Dug.  Let  me  lee,  Mirabel  one,  Duretete  two,  myfelf : 
three 

Pet,   And  I  four. 

Dug.  How  now,  fir,    at  your  old  travelling  familia- 
rity!   When  abroad,  you  had  fome  freedom  for  want 
A  3  of; 
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of  better  company  ;    but  among  my  friends  at  Paris,  pray 

remember  your  diitance  — Begone,  fir. [Exit  Petit.] 

This  fellow's  wit  was  necefl'ary  abroad,  but  he's  too  cun- 
ning for  a  dome/lie  :  I  mult  difpofe  of  him  fome  way  elfe. 
— Who's  here?  Old  Mirabel,  and  my  fifter!  my  deareft 
fitter! 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Oriana. 

Or/'.  My  brother  !  welcome. 

Dug.  Monfieur  Mirabel!  I'm  heartily  glad  to  fee  you. 

Old  Mir.  Honeft  Mr.  Dugard,  by  the  blood  of  the 
Mirabels,  I'm  your  moft  humble  iervant. 

Dug.  Why,  fir,  you've  call  your  flcin  fure,  you're 
bri&  and  gay,  lufly  health  about  you,  no  fign  of  age  bat 
your  filver  hairs. 

Old  Mir.  Silver  hairs !  Then  they  are  quick-filver 
hairs,  fir.  Whilft  I  have  golden  pockets,  let  my  hairs 
be  filver  an  they  will.  Adfbud,  fir,  I  can  dance,  and 
fmg,  and  drink,  and — no,  I  can't  wench.  But  Mr. 
Difgard,  no  news  of  my  fon  Bob  in  all  your  travels  ? 

Dug.  Your  fon's  come  home,  fir. 

Old  Mir.  Come  home  !  Bob  come  home !  By  the 
blood  of  the  Mirabels,  Mr.  Dug  ard,  what  fay  ye? 

Or/.  Mr.  Mirabel  return'd,  fir. 

Dug.  He's  certainly  come,  and  you  may  fee  him  with- 
in this  hour  or  two. 

Old  M/'r.Swear  it,  Mr.  Dugard,  prefently  fwear  it. 

Dug.  Sir,  he  came  to  town  with  me  this  morning,  I 
left  him  at  the  Bagnieurs,  being  a  little  diforder'd  after 
riding,  and  I  fhall  fee  him  again  prefently. 

Old  Mir.  What !  and  he  was  afliam'd  to  afk  a  bleffing 
with  his  boots  on.  A  nice  dog!  Well,  and  how  fares 
the  young  rogue,  ha  ? 

Dug.  A  fine  gentleman,  fir.  He'll  be  his  own  mef- 
fenger.  . 

Old  Mir.  A  fine  gentleman  !  But  is  the  rogue  like  me 
Hill? 

Dug.  Why,  yes,  fir  ;  he's  very  like  his  mother,  and 
as  like  you  as  moft  modern  fons  are  to  their  fathers. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  fir,  don't  you  think  that  I  begat  him  ? 

Dug.  Why  yes,  fir  ;  you  married  his  mother,  and  he 
inherits  your  eftate.  He's  very  like  you,  upon  my  word. 

Ori. 
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Ori.  And  pray,  brother,  what's  become  of  his  honeft 
companion,  Duretete? 

Dug.  Who,  the  captain?  The  very  fame,  he  went 
abroad  ;  he's  the  only  Frenchman  I  ever  knew  that  could 
not  change.  Your  fon,  Mr.  Mirabel,  is  more  obliged 
to  nature  for  that  fellow's  compofition,  than  for  his  own  : 
for  he's  more  happy  in  Duretete's  folly  than  his  own  wit. 
1'n  fhort,  they  are  as  infeparable  as  finger  and  thumb; 
but  the  firftinflancein  the  world,  I  believe,  of  oppofition 
in  friendfhip. 

Old  Mir.  Very  well ;  will  he  be  home  to  dinner, 
think  ye? 

Dug.  Sir,  he  has  order'd  me  to  befpeak  a  dinner  for 
us  at  RouJ/eau>s,  at  a  lewis  d'or  a  head. 

OU  Mir.  A  lewis  d'or  ahead!  Well  faid,  Bob;  by 
the  blood  of  the  Mirabels,  Bob's  improv'd.  But  Mr.  Du- 
gard,  was  it  fo  civil  of  Bob  to  vifit  Monfieur  Rovjfiau  be- 
fore his  own  natural  father?  Eh,  heark'e  Oriana,  what 
think  you,  now,  of  a  fellow  that  can  eat  and  drink  ye  a 
whole  lewis  d'or  at  a  fitting  ?  he  muft  be  as  ftrong  as 
Hercules,  life  and  fpirit  in  abundance.  Before  Gad  I 
don't  wonder  at  thefe  men  of  quality,  that  their  own 
wives  can't  ferve  'em.  A  lewis  d'or  a  head  !  'tis  enough 
to  ftock  the  whole  nation  with  baftards,  'tis  faith.  Mr. 
Dugard,  I  leave  you  with  your  filter.  [Exit. 

Dug.  Well,  fifter,  I  need  not  aft.  you  how  you  do, 
your  looks  refolve  me ;  fair,  tall,  well-fhap'd ;  you're 
almofl  grown  out  of  my  remembrance. 

Ori.  Why,  truly  brother,  I  look  pretty  well,  thank 
nature  and  my  toilet;  '  I  have  'fcap'd  the  jaundice, 
green-ficknefs,  and  the  fmall-pox ;'  I  eat  three  meals  a 
day,  am  very  merry  when  up,  and  fleep  foundly  when 
I'm  down. 

Dug.  But,  fifter,  you  remember  that  upon  my  going 
abroad,  you  would  chufe  this  old  gentleman  for  your 
guardian  ;  he's  no  more  related  to  our  family,  than 
Prejler  John,  and  I  have  no  reafon  to  think  you  miftruft- 
ed  my  management  of  your  fortune  :  therefore  pray  be 
fo  kind  as  to  tell  me,  without  refervation,  the  true  cauls 
of  making  fuch  a  choice. 

A  4  Ori. 
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Ori.  Look'e,  brother,  you  were  going  rambling;,  and 
'twas  proper,  left  I  mould  go  a  rambling  too,  that  fome- 
body  fhould  take  care  of  me.  Old  Monfieur  Mirabel. 
\»  an  honefl  gentleman,  was  our  father's  friend,  and 
has  a  young  lady  in  his  houfe,  whofe  company  I  like, 
aad  who  has  chofen  him  for  her  guardian  as  well  as  I. 

Dug.  Wao  MademoifelIe5//27rr^/) 

Ori.  The  fame ;  we  live  merrily  together,  without 
fcandal  or  reproach  ;  we  make  much  of  the  old  gentle- 
man between  us,  and  he  takes  care  of  us;  we  eat  what 
we  like,  go  to  bed  when  we  pleafe,  rife  when  we  wiH,. 
*  all  the  week  we  dance  and  fing,  and  upon  Sundays  go- 
4  firft  to  church,  and  then  to  the  play.' — Now,  brother, 
befides  thefe  motives  for  chufing  this  gentleman  for  my 
guardian,  perhaps  I  had  fome  private  reafons. 

Dug.  Not  fo  private  as  you  imagine,  filter  ;  your  love 
to  young  Mirabel's  no  fecret,  I  can  allure  you,  but  fo 
public  that  all  your  friends  are  afham'd  on't. 

Ori,  O  my  word  then,  my  friends  are  very  baihful ; 
tho'  I'm  afraid,  fir,  that  thofe  people  are  not  afham'd 
enough  at  their  own  crimes,  who  have  fo  many  blufhes 
to  fpare  for  the  faults  of  their  neighbours. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  fitter,  the  people  fay— — 

Ori.  Plhaw,  hang  the  people,  they'll  talk  treafon, 
and  profane  their  Maker;  muft  we  therefore  infer,  that 
our  king  is  a  tyrant,  and  religion  a  cheat?  Look'e,  bro- 
ther, their  court  of  enquiry  is  a  taverrr,  and  their  infor- 
mer, claret:  they  think  as  they  drink,  and  Avallow  re- 
putations like  loaches ;  a  lady's  health  goes  brifkly 
round  with  the  glafs,  but  her  honour  is  loft  in  the 
toaft. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  fifter,  there  is  ftill  fomething — 

Ori.  If  there  be  fomething,  brother,  'tis  none  of  the 
people's  fomething;  marriage  is  my  thing,  and  I'll 
Jtick  to't. 

Dug.  Marriage!  Young  Mirabel  marry!  He'll  build 
churches  fooner.  Take  heed,  fifter,  tho'  your  honour 
flood  proof  to  his  home-bred  afTaults  ;  you  muft  keep  a 
ftrifter  guard  for  the  future  :  he  has  now  got  the  foreigu 
air,  and  the  Italian  foftnefs;  his  wit's  improved  by 
converfe,  his  behaviour  finilhed  by  obfcrvation,  and  hij 

afTurances 
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affurances  confirmed  by  fuccefs.  Sifter,  I  can  aflure  you, 
he  has  made  his  conquefts  ;  and  'tis  a  plague  upon  your 
fex,  to  be  the  fooneft  deceiv'd  by  thofe  very  men  that 
you  know  have  been  falfe  to  others. 

'  On'.  Then  why  will  you  tell  me  of  his  conquefts  ? 
for  I  muft  confefs   there  is  no  title  to  a  woman's  fa- 
vour fo  engaging  as  the  repute  of  a  handfomediflimu- 
lation  ;  there   is  fomething  of  a  pride  to  fee  a  fellow 
lie  at  our  feet,  that  has  triumph'd  over  fo  many  ;  and 
then,  I  don't  know,  we  fancy  he  muft  have  fomething 
extraordinary  about   him  to  pleafe   us,   and  that  we 
have  fomething  engaging  about  us  to  fecure  him  ;  fo 
we  can't  be  quiet  till  we  put  ourfelves  upon  the  lay  of 
being  both  difappointed. 
'  Dug.'  But  then,  After,  he's  as  fickle — 
Or/.  For  heav'ns  fake,  brother,  tell   me  no  more  of 
his  faults ;   for  if  you  do,  I  fhall  run  mad  for  him  :   fay 
no  more,  fir,   let  me  but  get  him  into  the  bands  of  ma- 
trimony, I'll  fpoil  his  wand'ring,  I  warrant  him,  I'll  do 
his  bufinefs  that  way,  never  fear. 

Dug.  Well,  filler,  I  won't  pretend  to  underftand  the 
engagements  between  you  and  your  lover ;  I  expect 
when  you  have  need  of  my  counfel  or  afiiftance,  you 
will  let  me  know  more  of  your  affairs.  Mirabel  is  a 
gentleman,  and  as  far  as  my  honour  and  intereft  can  . 
reach,  you  may  command  me  to  the  furtherance  of  your 
Jiappinefs:  in  the  mean  time,  fifter,  I  have  a  great  mind 
to  make  you  a  prefent  of  another  humble  fervant :  a 
fellow  that  I  took  up  at  Lyons ,  who  has  ferv'd  me  ho- 
neftly  ever  fince. 

Or/.  Then  why  will  you  part  with  him  ? 
Dug.   He  has  gain'd  fo  infufferably  on  my  good  hu- 
mour, that  he's  grown  too  familiar;   but  the  fellow's 
cunning,  and  may  be  ferviceable  to  you  in  your  affair 
with  Mirabel.     Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Petit. 

Well,  fir,  have  you  been  at  Rotiffeatfs  ? 
t    Pet.  Yes,  fir,  and  who  ihould  I  find  there  but  Mr1. 
Mirabel  and  the  captain,  hatching  as  warmly  over  a  tub 
»f  ice,  as  two  hen  pheafants  over  a  brood         They 
A  5  would 
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would  not  let  me  befpeak  any  thing,  for  they  had  dined 
before  I  came. 

Dug.  Come,  fir,  you  fhall  ferve  my  fifter,  I  fhall  ftill 
continue  kind  to  you  ;  and  if  your  lady  recommends 
your  diligence  upon  trial,  I'll  ufe  my  intereft  to  advance 

you  ;  you  have  fenfe  enough  to  expeft  preferment. 

Here,  firrah,  here's  ten  guineas  for  thee,  get  thyfelf  a 
drugget  fait  and  a  puff-wig,  and  fo 1  dub  thee  gen- 
tleman uflier. — Sifter,  I  muft  put  myfelf  in  repair,  you 

may  expeft  me   in  the  evening Wait  on  your  lady 

home,  Petit.  ^  [Exit  Dug. 

Pet.  A  chair,  a  chair,  a  chair ! 

Or/.  No,  no,  I'll  walk  home,  'tis  but  next  door. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE   a  tavern,    di/co'vering    young   Mirabel    and 

Duretete  rifingfrom  table. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  my  dear  captain, 
we  have  eat  heartily,  drank  roundly,  paid  plentifully, 
and  let  it  go  for  once.  I  lik'd  every  thing  but  our  wo- 
men, they  look'd  fo  lean  and  tawdry,  poor  creatures  ! 

'Tis  a  fure  fign  the  army  is  not  paid. Give  me  the 

plump  Venetian,  brifk  and  fanguine,  that  '  fmiles  upon 
.«  me  like  the  glowing  fun,  and'  meets  my  lips  like 
fparkling  wine,  her  perfon  fhining  as  the  glafs,  and  fpi- 
rit  like  the  foaming  liquor. 

Dur.  Ah,  Mirabel,  Italy  I  grant  you  ;  but  for  our 
women  here  in  France,  they  are  fuch  thin  brawn  fall'n 
jades,  a  man  may  as  well  make  a  bed-fellow  of  a  cane 
chair. 

Mir.  France!  a  light  unfeafon'd  country,  nothing 
but  feathers,  foppery,  and  fafhions ;  '  we're  fine  in- 
deed, fo  are  our  coach-horfeS  ;  men  fay  we're  cour- 
tiers, men  abufe  us ;  that  we  are  wife  and  politic,  non 
credo  Seigneur;  that  our  women  have  wit;  parrots, 
mere  parrots,  afTurance  and  a  good  memory,  fets 

them  up : There's  nothing   on  this  fide  the  Alps 

worth  my  humble  fervice  t'ye' — Ha  Rcma  la  Santa! 
Italy  for  my  money;  their  cuftoms,  gardens,  buildings, 
paintings,  mufic,  policies,  wine  and  women  !  the  para- 
dife  of  the  world  : — not  pefter'd  with  a  parcel  of  prc- 
cife  old  gouty  fellows,  that  would  debar  their  chil- 
dren 
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dren  every  pleafure  that  they  themfelves  are  paft  the 
fenfeof :  commend  me  to  the  Italian  familiarity:  here, 
fon,  there's  fifty  crowns,  go  pay  your  whore  her  week's 
allowance. 

Dur.  Ay,  thefe  are  your  fathers  for  you,  that  undcr- 
ftand  the  neceffities  of  young  men  ;  not  like  our  mufty 
dads,  who  becaufe  they  cannot  fifh  themfelves,  would 
muddy  the  water,  and  fpoil  the  fport  of  them  that  can. 
But  now  you  talk  of  the  plump,  what  d'ye  think  of  a 
Dutch  woman  ? 

Mir.  A  Dutch  woman's  too  compaft ;  nay,  every 
thing  among  'em  is  fo;  a  Dutch  man  is  thick,  a  Dutch 
woman  is  fquab,  a  Dutch  horfe  is  round,  a  Dutch  dog  is 
fhort,  a  Dutch  fhip  is  broad-bottom'd  ;  and,  in  fhort, 
one  wou'dfwear  the  whole  produft  of  the  country  were 
caft  in  the  fame  mould  with  their  cheefes. 

Dur.  Ay,  but  Mirabel,  you  have  forgot  the  Englifo 
ladies. 

Mir.  The  women  of  England  were  excellent,  did  they 
not  takefuch  unfufferable  pains  to  ruin  what  nature  has 
made  fo  incomparably  well ;  they  would  be  delicate 
creatures  indeed,  cou'd  they  but  thoroughly  arrive  at 
the  French  mien,  or  entirely  let  it  alone  ;  for  they  only 
fpoil  a  very  good  air  of  their  own,  by  an  aukward  imi- 
tation of  ours;  their  parliaments  and  our  taylors  give 
laws  to  their  three  kingdoms.  But  come,  Duretete,  let 
us  mind  the  bufinefs  in  hand  ;  millrefles  we  muft  have, 
and  muft  take  up  with  the  manufa&ure  of  the  place,  and 
upon  a  competent  diligence  we  (hall  find  thofe  in  Paris 
fh.:ll  match  the  Italians  from  top  to  toe. 
1  Dur.  Ay,  Mirabel,  you  will  do  well  enough,  but 
what  will  become  of  your  friend ;  you  know  I  am  fo 
plaguy  bafhful,  fo  naturally  an  afs  upon  thefe  occafions, 
that — 

Mir.  Pmaw,  you  muft  be  bolder,  man  :  travel  three 
years,  and  bring  home  fach  a  baby  as  baflifulnefs  !  A 
great  lufty  fellow  !  and  a  foldier  !  fye  upon  it. 

Dur.  Look'e,  fir,  I  can  vifit,  and  I  can  ogle  a  little, 
— as  thus,  or  thus  now. — Then  I  can  kifs,  abundantly, 

and  make  a  fhift'to- but  if  they  chance  to  give  me  a 

forbidding  look,  as    fome  women,  you  know,  have  a 

devilifli  caft  with  their  eyes— ^or  if  they  cry — what  d'ye 

A  6  mean  j 
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mean  ;  what  d'ye  take  me  for  ?  Fye,  fir,   remember 

who  I  am,  fir A  perfon  of  quality  to  be  us'dat  this 

rate !  I-gad  I'm  ftruck  as  flat  as  a  frying-pan. 

Mir.  Words  o'courfe  !  never  mind  'em  :  turn  you 
about  upon  your  heel  with  ajanteeair;  hum  out  the- 
end  of  an  old  fong  ;  cut  a  crofs  caper,  and  at  her  agajn. 

Dur.  [Imitates  him.~\  No  hang  it,  'twill  never  do. — 
Oons,  what  did  nvy  father  mean  by  flicking  me  up  in 
an  university,  or  to  think  that  I  fhou'd  gain  any  thing 
by  my  head,  in  a  nation  whofe  genius  lie«  all  in  their 

heels! Weil,  if  ever  I  come  to  hnve  children  of  my 

own,  they  mall  have  the  education  of  the  country,  they 
fhall  learn  to  dance  before  they  can  walk,  and  be  taught 
to  fing  before  they  can  fpeak. 

Mir.  Come,  come,  throw  off  that  childifh  humour, 
put  on  affurance,  there's  no  avoiding  it ;  Hand  all  ha- 
zards, thou'rt  a  (lout  I'.ifty  feliow,  and  haft  a  goodellare,. 
look  blufF,  heftor,  you  .have  a  good  fide-box  face,  a 
pretty  impudent  face  ;  fo  that's  pretty  well. — This  fel- 
low went  abroad  like  an  ox,  and  is  return'd  like  an 
afs.  [4/i<te. 

Dur.  Let  me  fee  now,  howl  look,  [Pulls  out  a  pocket- 
glafs,  and  looks  on't.]  A  fide-box  face,  fay  you  ! — 'Egad 
1  don't  like  it,  Mirabel. — Fye,  fir,  don't  abufe  your 
friends,  I  cou'd  not  wear  fuch  a  face  for  the  befl  coun- 
tefs  in  Chriftendom. 

Mir.  Why  can't  you,  blockhead,  as  well  as  T? 

Dur.  Why,  thou  haft  impudence  to  fet  a  good  face 
upon  any  thing,  I  wou'd  change  half  my  gold  for  half 
thy  brafs,  with  all  my  heart.  Who  comes  here  ?  Odfo, 
Mirabel,  your  father ! 

Enter  Old  Mirabel. 

OldMir.  Where's  Bob  ?  dear  Bob  ? 

Mir.  Your  blefling,  fir. 

OldMir.  My  Blcffing !  Damn  ye,  ye  young  rogue; 
why  did  not  you  come  to  fee  your  father  firft,  firrah  ?  My 
dear  boy,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  thec,  my  dear  child, 
faith — Capt.  Duretete,  by  the  blood  of  the  Mirabels, 
I'm  your's  ;  well,  my  lads,  ye  look  br;.ve!y  faith.— Bob, 
haft  got  any  money  left  ? 

Mir.  Not  a  farthing,  fir. 
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Old  Mir.  Why,  then  I  won't  gi'  thee  a  foufe. 

Mir.  I  did  but  jell,  here's  ten  piftoles. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  here's  ten  more  ;  I  love  to  be 
charitable  to  thcfc  that  don't  want  it : — Well,  and  how 
d'ye  like  Italy,  my  boys  ? 

Mir.  O  the  garden  of  the  world,  fir  ;  Rome,  Naples, 
Venice,  Milan,  and  a  thoufand  others — all  fine. 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  fay  you  fo !  And  they  fay,  that  Cbiari . 
is  very  fine  too. 

Dur.  Indifferent,  fir,  very  indifferent ;  a  very  fcurvy- 
air,  the  moil  unwholefome  to  a  French  conftitution  in 
the  world. 

Mir.  Pihaw,  nothing  on't  ;  thefe  rafcally  Gazetteers 
h-ave  mifinform'd  you. 

Old  Mir.  Mifinform'd  me  !  Oons,  fir,  were  not  we- 
beaten  there  ? 

Mir.  Beaten,  fir!  the  French  beaten  ! 

Old  Mir.  Why,  how  was  it,  pray  fweet  fir  ? 

JV/V.  Sir,  the  captain  will  tell  you. 

Dur.  No,  fir,  your  fon  will  tell  you. 

Mir.  The  captain  was  in  tke  aftion,  fir. 

Dur.  Your  fon  faw  more  than  I,  fir,  for  he  was  a- 
looker  on. 

OU  Mir.  Confound  you  both  for  a  brace  of  cowards  : 
here  are  no  Germans  to  over-hear  you  ;  why  don't  ye  tell 
me  how  it  was  ? 

Mir.  Why,  then  you  muft  know,  that  we  march'd  up 
a  body  of  thefineft,  braveft,  well-drefs'd  fellows  in  the 
univerfe  ;  our  commanders  at  the  head  of  us,  all  lace 
and  feather,  like  fo  many  beaux  at  a  ball — I  dont  believe  • 
there  was  a  man  of  'em  but  cou'd  dance  a  Charmer  mor- 
bleau. 

Old  Mir.  Dance  !  very  well,  pretty  fellows,  faith  ! 

Mir.  We  caper'd  up  to  their  very  trenches,  and  there 
faw  peeping  over  a  parcel  of  fcare  crow,  olive-colour'd 
gunpowdcy  fellows,  as  ugly  as  the  devil. 

Dur.  I-gad,  I  fhall  never  forget  the  looks  of  'em, 
while  I  have  breath  to.  fetch. 

Mir.  They  were  fo  civil,  indeed,  as  to  welcome  us 
with  their  cannon  j  but  for  the  reft,  we  found  'em  fuch 

unman. 
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unmannerly,  rude,  unfociable  dogs,  that  we  grew  tir'd 
of  their  company,  and  fo  we  e'en  danc'd  back  again. 
Old  Mir.  And  did  ye  all  come  back  ? 
Mir.  No,  two  or  three  thoufand  of  us  ftay'd  behind, 
Old  Mir.  Why,  Bob,  why  ? 

Mir.  Pfliaw — becaufe  they  cou'd  not  come  that  night. 
— But  come,  fir,  we  were  talking  of  fomethingelfe  ;  pray 
how  does  you  lovely  charge,  the  fair  Oriana  ? 

Old  Mir.  Ripe,  fir,  juft  ripe  ;  you'll  find  it  better 
engaging  with  her  than  with  the  Germans,  let  me  tell  you. 
And  what  wou'd  you  fay,  my  young  Mars,  if  I  had  a 
Venus  for  thee  too  ?  Come,  Bob,  your  apartment  is  ready, 
and  pray  let  your  friend  be  my  gueil  too,  you  mall  com- 
mand the  houfe  between  ye,  and  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the 
beft  of  you. 

Mir.  Bravely  faid,  father. 
Let  mifers  bend  their  age  with  niggard  cares. 
And  ftarve  themfelves  to  pamper  hungry  heirs  ; 
Who  living,  flint  their  fons  what  youth  may  crave, 
And  make  'em  revel  o'er  a  father's  grave, 
The  ftock  on  which  I  grew  does  ftill  difpenfe 
Its  genial  fap  into  the  blooming  branch  ; 
The  fruit,  he  knows,  from  his  own  root  is  grown, 
And  therefore  fooths  thofe  paflions  once  his  own.' 

[Exeunt. 


ACT        H. 

SCENE,  Old  Mirabel'j  boufe. 

Enter  Oriana  and  Bifarre. 


Si/.    AND  you  love  this  young  rake,  d'ye  ? 

£\   Ori.  Yes. 

£i/.  In  fpight  of  all  his  ill  ufage. 
Ori.  I  can't  help  it. 
Bif.  What's  the  matter  wi'ye  ? 

On 
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Or/.   Pfhaw  ! 

Bif.  Um  ! — before  that  any  young,  lying,  fwearing, 
flattering,  rakehelly  fellow  mould  play  fuch  tricks  with 
•me,  I  wou'd  wear  my  teeth  to  the  ftamps  with  lime  and 
chalk. — O,  the  devil  take  all  your  CaJ/andras  and  Cleo- 
patras  for  me. — Prithee  mind  your  airs,  modes,  and 
fafhions  ;  your  itays,  gowns  and  furbelows.  Hark'ee,  my 
dear,  have  you  got  home  your  furbelow'd  fniocks  yet  ? 

Or/.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Bifarre ;  you  know  I  can  be  as 
mad  as  you  when  this  Mirabel  is  out  of  my  head. 

Bif.  Pfhaw  !  wou'd  he  were  out,  or  in,  or  fome  way 
to  make  you  eafy. — I  warrant  now,  you'll  play  the  fool 
when  he  comes,  and  fay  you  love  him  ;  eh  ! 

Or/.  Molt  certainly, — I  can't  difTemble,  Bifarre : 

befides,  'tis  paft  that,  we're  contra&ed. 

Bif.  Contracted  !  alack-a-day,  poor  thing.  What  you 
have  chang'd  rings,  or  broken  an  old  broad-piece  be- 
tween you  !  Heark'e,  child,  han't  you  broke  fomething 
elfe  between  ye  ? 

Or/.  No,  no,  I  can  aflure  you. 

Bif.  Then,  what  d'ye  whine  for?  Whilft  I  kept  that 
in  my  power,  I  wou'd  make  a  fool  of  any  fellow  in 
France.  Well,  I  muft  confefs,  I  do  love  a  little  coquet- 
ting with  all  my  heart !  my  bufinefs  mould  be  to  break 
gold  with  my  lover  one  hour,  and  crack  my  promife 
the  next ;  he  fhou'd  find  me  one  day  with  a  prayer-book 
in  my  hand,  and  with  a  play-book  another.  He  fhou'd 
have  my  confent  to  buy  the  wedding-ring,  and  the  next 
moment  wou'd  I  laugh  in  his  face. 

Ori.  O  my  dear,  were  there  no  greater  tye  upon  my 
heart,  than  there  is  upon  my  confcience,  I  wou'd  foon 
throw  the  contract  out  o'  doors;  '  but  the  mifchief  on't 
'  is,  I  am  fo  fond  of  being  ty'd  that  I'm  forc'd  to  be 
'  jtift,  and  the  ftrength  of  my  paffion  keeps  down  the  in- 
'  clination  of  my  fex.'  But  here's  ths  old  gentleman. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  Mir.  Where's  my  wenches  ;  where's  my  two  lit- 
tle girls  :  Eh  !  have  a  care,  look  to  yourfelves,  faith, 
they're  a  coming,  the  travellers  are  a  coming.  Well ! 
which  of  you  two  will  be  my  daughter-in-la.v  now, 

Bifarre, 
2 
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Rifarre,  Bifarre,  what   fay  you,  mad-cap  ?  Mirabel  is  z.  • 
pure  wild  fellow. 

Bif.  1  like  him  the  worfe. 

Old  Mir,  You  lie,  hufTey,  you  like  him  the  better,  in- 
deed  you  do  :  What  fay  you,  my  t'other  little  filbert  ?  he  \ 

Ori.  I  fuppofe  the  gentleman  will  chufe  for  himfelf  fir. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  that's  difcreetly  faid  ;  and  fo  he  mall,  l 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Duretete,  they  falute  the  ladies. 

Old  Mir.  Hark'e,  you  (hall  marry  one  of  thefe  girls, . 
firrah. 

Mir.  Sir,  I'll  marry  'em  both,  if  you  pleafe. 

Bif.  [AJlde.~\  He'll  find  that  one  may  ferve  his  turn. 

Old  Mir.  Both!   Why,    you  young  dog,   d'ye  banter 
me  ? — Gome,  fir,  take  your  choice. — Duretete ,  you  mall 
have  your  choice  too  ;  but  Robin  mall  chufe  firft.   Come, . 
fir,  begin. 

Mir.  Well,  I  an't  the  firft  fon  that  has  made  his  father's  . 
dwelling  a  bawdy-houfe — let  me  fee. 

Old  Mir.  Well !  which  d'ye  like  ? 

Mir.  Both. 

Old  Mir.  But  which  will  you  marry? 

Mir.  Neither. 

Old  Mir.  Neither — Don't  make  me  angry  now,  Bob  \ 
pray  don't  make  me  angry. — Look'e,  firrah,  if  I  don't 
dance  at  your  wedding  to-morrow,  I  Ihall  be  very  glad 
to  cry  at  your  grave. 

Mir.  That's  a  bull,  father. 

Old  Mir.  A  bull !  Why,  how  now,  ungrateful  fir, 
did  I  make  thee  a  man,  that  thou  Ihouldft  make  mea 
beaft. 

Mir.  You  pardon,  fir.    I  only  meant  your  expreflion. 

Old  Mir.  Hark'e,  Bob,  learn  better  manners  to  your 
father  before  ftrangers  :  I  won't  be  angry  this  time. — 
But  oons,  if  ever  you  do't  again,  you  rafcal,  remember 
what  I  fay.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Pfliaw,  what  does  the  old  fellow  mean  by  mew- 
ing me  up  here  with  a  couple  of  green  girls?  Come, 
Duretete,  will  you  go  ? 

Or/.  1  hope  Mr.  Mirabel,  you  han't  forgot. — 

Mir.  No,  no,  madam,  I  han't  forgot,  I  have  brought 
you  a  thoafand  little  Italian  curiofities ;  I'll  aflure  you, 
madam,  as  far  as  a  hundred  piftoles  would  reach,  1  han't 
forgot  the  lead  circumftance. 

Ori. 
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Or/'.  Sir,  you  mifunderftand  me. 

Mir.  Odfo,  the  relics,  madam,  from  Rome.  I  do 
lemember  now  you  made  a  vow  of -chattily  before  my 
departure  ;  a  vow  of  chaility,  or  fomething  like  it  j  was 
it  not,  madam? 

On'.  O  fir,  I'm  anfwer'd  at  prefent.  [Exit. 

Mir.  She  was  coming  full  mouth  upon  me  with  her 
contract — Would  I  might  difpatch  t'other. 

Dur.  Mirabel that  lady   there,  obferve  her,  fhe's 

wond'rous  pretty  faith,  and  feems  to  have  but  few  words ; 
I  like  her  mainly  ;  fpeak  to  her,  man,  prithee  fpeak  to 
her. 

Mir.  Madam,  here's,  a  gentleman,  who  declares — 

Dur.  Madam,  don't  believe  him,  I  declare  nothing — • 
What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  man  ? 

Mir.  He  fays,  madam,  that  you  are  as  beautiful  as  an 
angel. 

Dur.  He  tells  a  damn'd  lye,  madam  ;  I  fay  no  fuch 
thing  :  Are  you  mad,  Mirabel?  Why,  I  fhall  drop  down 
with  lhame. 

Mir.  And  fo,  madam,  not  doubting  but  your  lady- 
flap  may  like  him  as  well  as  he  does  you,  I  think  it  pro- 
per to  leave  you  together.  [Going,  Duretete  holds  htm. 

Dur.  Hold,  hold Why,  Mirabel,  friend,  fure  you 

won't  be  fo  barbarous  as  to  leave  me  alone.  Prithee 
fpeak  to  her  for  yourfelf,  as  it  were.  Lord,  lord,  that 
a  Frenchman  mould  want  impudence  ! 

Mir.  You  look  mighty  demure,  madam — She's  deaf> 
captain. 

Dur.  I  had  much  rather  have  her  dumb. 

Mir.  The  gravity  of  your  air,  madam,  promifes  fome 
extraordinary  fruits  from  your  ftudy,  which  moves  us 
with  curiofity  to  enquire  the  fubjecY  of  your  ladyfhip's 
contemplation.  Not  a  word  ! 

Dur.  I  hope  in  the  Lord  fhe's  fpeechlefs  ;  if  (he  be, 
fhe's  mine  this  moment. — Mirabel,  d'ye  think  a  woman's 
filence  can  be  natural  ? 

Bif.  But  the  forms  that  logicians  introduce,  and 
which  proceed  from  fimple  enumeration,  are  dubitable, 
and  proceed  only  upon  admittance— 

Mir. , 
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Mir.  Hoyty  toyty  !  what  a  plague  have  we  hear? 
Plato  in  petticoats. 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  le,t  her  go  on,  man  ;  me  talks  in  my 
own  mother  tongue. 

Eif.  'Tis  expofed  to  invalidity  from  a  contradictory 
initance,  looks  only  upon  common  operations,  and  is 
infinite  in  its  termination. 

Mir.  Rare  pedant/y. 

Dur.  Axioms  !  axioms  !  felf  evident  principles. 

Bif.  Then  the  ideas  wherewith  the  mind  is  pre-occu- 
pate.—  O  gentlemen,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  cogita- 
tion ;  I  was  involv'd  in  a  profound  point  of  philofophy  ; 
but  I  (hall  difcufs  it  fomewherc  elfe,  being  fatisfy'd  that 
the  fubjecT:  is  not  agreeable  to  your  fparks,  that  profefs 
the  vanity  of  the  times.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Go  thy  way,  good  wife  Bias :  Do  you  hear, 
Duretete  ?    Do'fl   hear   this   ftarch'd    piece    of    aufte-  , 
my  ? 

Dur.  She  is  mine,  man  ;  me's  mine  :  My  own  talent 
to  a  T.  I'll  match  her  in  dialefts,  faith.  I  was  feven 
years  at  the  univerfity,  man,  nurs'd  up  with  Barbara, 
Celarunt,  Darii,  Ferio,  Baralipton.  Did  you  ever  know, 
man,  that  'twas  metaphyfics  made  me  an  afs  ?  It  was, 
faith.  Had  me  talk'da  word  of  finging,  dancing,  plays, 
fafhions,  or  the  like,  I  had  founder'd  at  the  firft  itep  ; 
but  as  me  is — Mirabel,  wifh  me  joy, 

Mir.  You  don't  mean  marriage,  I  hope. 

Dur.  No,   no,  I  am  a  man  of  more  honour. 

Mir.  Bravely  refolv'd,  captain,  now  for  thy  credit, 
warm  me  this  frozen  fnow-ball,  'twill  be  a  conquelt 
above  the  Alps. 

Dur,  But  will  you  promife  to  be  always  near  me  ? 

•Mir.  Upon  all  occafions,    never  fear. 

Dur.  Why  then,  you  mail  fee  me  in  two  moments 
make  an  indu&ion  from  my  love  to  her  hand,  from 
her  hand  to  her  mouth,  from  her  mouth  to  her  heart, 
and  fo  conclude  in  her  bed,  Categorematice.  [Exit.  . 

Mir.  Now  the  game  begins,  and  my  fool  is  enter'd 
— — But  here  comes  one  to  fpoil  my  fport  ;  now  mall  I 
be   tcas'd  to  death  with  this  old  famion'd  contract.     I,  ; 
fhou'd  love  her  too,    if  I  might  do  it  my  own  way,  but 

'  (he'll 
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lhe'11  do  nothing  without  witneffes,  for/both.    I  wonder 
women  can  be  fo  immoJefc. 

Enter  Oriana. 

Well,  madam,  why  d'ye  follow  me  ? 
Or/.   Well,  fir,    why  do  you  fhun  rne  ? 
Mir.    'Tis  my  humour,  madam,  and  I'm  naturally 
fway'd  by  inclination. 

Ori.  H  ave  you  forgot  our  contract,  fir  ? 
Mir.  All  I  remember  of  that  contract  is,  that  it  was 
made  fome  thr-.-e  years  ago,  and  that's  enough  in  con- 
fcience  to  forget  the  reft  on't. 

Or/.  'Tis  furticient,  fir,  to  recoiled  the  pafling  of  it; 
for  in  that  circumitance,  1  prefame,  lies  the  force  of 
the  obligation. 

Mir.  Obligations,  madam,  that  are  forc'd  upon  the 
will,  are  no  tye  upon  the  confcience  ;  I  was  a  flave  to 
my  paflion  when  1  pafb'd  the  inflrument ;  but  the  reco- 
very of  my  freedom  makes  the  contrail  void. 

'  Ori.  Sir,  you  can't  make  that  a  compulfion  which- 
was  your  own  choice;    befides,  fir,  a  fubjecticn    to 
your  own  defires  has  not  the  virtue  of  a  forcible  con- 
ftraint :  And  you  will  find,  fir,  that  to  plead  your  paf- 
fion  for  the  killing  of  a  man,  will  hardly  exempt  you 
from  the  jaftice  of  the  punifhment. 
'  Mir.  And  fo,  madam,  you  make  the  fin  of  raurder, 
and  the  crime  of  a  contract,  the  very  fame,  becaufe 
that  hanging  and  matrimony  are  fo  much  alike.' 
Ori.   Come,  Mr  Mirabel,  thefe  expreffions  I  expected 
from  the  raillery  of  your  humour,  but  I  hope  for  very 
different  fentiments  from  your  honour  and  generofiry. 
Mir.  Look'e,  madam,   as  for  my  generofity,  'tis  at 
your   fervice,  with  all  my  heart :  I'll  Tceep  you  a  coach 
and  fix  horfes,  if  you  pleafe,  only  permit  me  to  keep 
my  honour  to  myfelf  ;  for  I  can  afTure  you,  madam, 
that  the  thing  called  honour  is  a  circumitance  abfolutely 
unnecefl'ary  in  a  natural  ccrrefpondence  between  male 
and  female,  and  he's  a  mad-man  that  lays  it  out,  confi- 
dering    its  fcarcity,     upon   any  fuch    trivial    occafions. 
There's    honour  requir'd  of  us  by  our  friends,  and  ho- 
nour due  to  our  enemies,  and  thev  return  it  to  us  again  ; 
but  I  never  heard   cf  a  man  that  left  bat  an  inch  cf  his 

honour 
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honour  in  a  woman's  keeping,  that  could  ever  get  the* 
leaft  account  on't.— — '  Confider,  madam,  you  have  no 
'  fuch  thing  among  ye,  and  'tis  a  main  point  of  policy 
'  to  keep  no  faith  with  reprobates — thou  art  a  pretty 

*  little  reprobate,  and  fo  get  thee  about  thy  bufinefs.' 

Ori.  Well,  fir,  ev'n  all  this  I  will  allow  to  the  gaiety 
of  your  temper  ;  your  travels  have  improv'd  your  ta- 
lent of  talking,  but  they  are  not  of  force,  I  hope,  to 
impair  your  morals. 

Mir.  Morals  !  Why  there  'tis  again  now — I  tell  thee, 
child,  there  is  not  the  leaft  occafion  for  morals  in  any 

bufinefs  between  you  and  I Don't  you  know,  that  of 

all  commerce  in  the  world  there  is  no  fuch  cozenage 
and  deceit  as  in  the  traffic  between  man  and  woman  ; 
we  ftudy  all  our  lives  long  how  to  put  tricks  upon  one 
another — '  What  is  your  bufinefs  now  from  the  time  you 

*  throw  away  your  artificial  babies,  but  how  to  get  natu- 

*  ral  ones  with  the  moft  advantage  !' — No  fowler  lays- 
abroad  more  nets  for  his  game,  nor  a  hunter  for  his  prey, 
than  you  do  to  catch  poor  innocent  men — '  Why  do  you 
'  fit  three  or  four  hours  at  your  toilet  in  a  morning? 
'•only  with  a  villainous  defign  to  make  fome  poor  fellow 
'  a  fool  before  night.     What  are  your  languifhing  looks, 

*  your  ftudied  air  and  affe&ations,  but  fomany  baits  and 
'  devices  to  delude  men  out  of  their  dear  liberty  and 
'•  freedom  ?'  —What  d'ye  figh  for  ?  What  d'ye  weep  for  ? ' 
What  d'ye  pray  for?  Why,  for  a  hufband  :  that  is,  you 
implore  Providence  to  affift  you  in  the  juft  and  pious 
defign  of  making  the  wifeft  of  his  creatures  a  fool,  and 
the  head  of  the  creation  a  flave. 

Ori.  Sir,  I  am  proud  of  my  power,  and  am  refolv'd 
to  ufe  it. 

Mir.  Hold,  hold,  madam,  not  fo  faft — As  you  have 
variety  of  vanities  to  make  coxcombs  of  us ;  fo  we 
have  vows,  oaths,  and  proteftations  of  all  forts  and 
fizes  to  make  fools  of  you.  *  As  you  are  very  ftrange 

*  and  whimfical  creatures,  fo  we  are  allow'd   as  unac- 

*  countable  ways  of  managing  you.'     And  this,  in  fhort, 
my  dear  creature,    is    our  prefent  condition.     I  have 
fworn  and  ly'd  brifkly  to  gain  my  ends  of  you  ;  your 
Udyfhip  has  patch' d  and  painted  violently,  to  gain  your 

ends 
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«nds  of  me. — But,  fmce  we  are  both  difappointed,  let 
us  make  a  drawn  battle,  and  part  clear  on  both  fides. 

Or/.  With  all  my  heart,  fir  ;  give  me  up  my  contract, 
and  I'll  never  fee  your  face  again. 
Mir.  Indeed  I  won't,  child. 
Or/.  What,  fir,  neither  do  one  nor  t'other  ? 
Mir.  No,  you  fhall  die  a  maid,  unlefs  you  pleafe  to 
"be  otherwife  upon  my  terms. 

Or/.  What  do  you  intend  by  this,  fir  ? 
Mir.  Why,  to   ftarve  you  into  compliance ;  look'e, 
you  fhall  never  marry  any  man  ;    and  you  had  as  good 
let  me  do  you  a  kindnefs  as  a  ftranger. 

Or/.  Sir,  you're  a 

Mir.  What  am  I,  miftrefs  ? 
On.  A  villain,  fir  ? 

Mir.  I'm  glad  on't — I  never  knew  an  honefl  fellow 
in  my  life,  but  was  a  villain  upon  thefe  occafions.- 
Ha'n't  you  drawn  yourfelf  now  into  a  very  pretty  di- 
lemma ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  poor  lady  has  made  a  vow  of 
virginity,  when  fhe  thought  of  making  a  vow  for  the 
contrary.  Was  ever  poor  woman  fo  cheated  into  chaftity? 
Or/.  Sir,  my  fortune  is  equal  to  yours,  my  friends  as 
powerful,  and  both  fhall  be  put  to  the  teft,  to  do  me 
juftice. 

Mir.  What !  you'll  force  me  to  marry  you,  will  ye  ? 
Or/.  Sir,    the  law  fhall. 

Mr.  But  the  law  can't  force  me  to  do  any  thing  elfe, 
can  it  ? 

Or/.  Pfhaw,  I  defpife  thee — Monfter. 
Mir.  Kifs  and  be  friends  then — Don't  cry,  child,  and 
you  fhall  have  your  fugar-plumb — Come,  madam,  d'ye 
think  I  could  be  fo  unreasonable  as  to  make  you  faft 
all  your  life  long?  No,  I  did  butjeft,  you  fhall  have 
your  liberty ;  here,  take  your  contract,  and  give  me 
mine. 

Or/.  No,  I  won't. 
Mir.  Eh  !   What  is  the  girl  a  fool  ? 
Or/.  No,  fir,  you  fhall  find  me  cunning  enough  to  do 
myfelf  juftice;   and  fince  I  muft  not  depend  upon  your 
love,  I'll  be  feveng'd,  and  force  you  to  marry  me  out  of 
Fpight. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Then  I'll  beat  thee  out  of  fpight  ;  and  make  a 
moft  confounded  hufband. 

,    Or  1.  O  fir,   I  (hall  match  ye  :  a  good  hufband  makes 
a  good  wife  at  any  time. 

Mir.  I'll  rattle  down  your  china  about  your  ears. 
-     Or/'.  And  I'll  rattle  about  the  city  to  run  you  in  debt 
for  more. 

Mir.  Your  face-mending  toilet  mall  fly  out  of  the 
window. 

Or/'.  And  your  face-mending  perriwig  mall  fly  after  it. 
-  Mjr.  I'll  tear  the  furbelow  oft"  your  clothes,  and  when 
you  fwoon  for  vexation,  you  fha'nt  have  a  penny  to  buy 
a  bottle  of  harts-horn. 

Or/.  And  you,  fir,  lhall  have  harts-horn  in  abundance. 

Mir.  I'll  keep  as  many  miftrefles  as  I  have  coach- 
horfes. 

Or/'.  And  I'll  keep  as  many  gallants  as  you  have  grooms. 

Mir.  I'll  lie  with  your  woman  before  your  face. 
.     Or/'.  Have  a  care  of  your  valet  behind  your  back. 

Mir.  But,  fweet  madam,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a  di- 
vorce. 

Or/'.  But,  fweet  fir,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  alimony, 
Co  divorce , on,  and  fpare  not.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  that  feparate  maintenance  is  the  devil        • 

there's  their  refuge — o'  my  confcience,  one  wou'd  take 

cuckoldom  for  a  meritorious  aftion,  becaufe  the  women 

are  fo  handfomely  rewarded  for't.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  large  parlour  in  the  fame  hoii/e. 

Enter  Duretete  and  Petit. 

Dur.  And  fhe's  mighty  peevifh,  you  fay  ? 

Pef.O  fir,  me  has  a  tongue  as  long  as  my  leg,  and  talks 
fo  crabbedly,  you  wou'd  think  (he  always  fpoke  Weljh. 

Dur.  That's  an  odd  language,  methinks,  for  her  phi- 
lofophy. 

Pet.  But  fometimes  (he  will  fit  you  half  a  day  without 
fpeaking  a  word,  and  talk  oracles  all  the  while  by  the 
wrinkles  of  her  forehead,  and  the  motions  of  her  eye- 
brows. 

Dur.  Nay,  I  (hall  match  her  in  philofophical  ogles, 
faith  ;  that's  my  talent.:  I  can  talk  belt,  you  muft  know, 
when  I  fay  nothing. 

Pit. 
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Pet.  But  d'ye  ever  laugh,  fir? 

Dur.  Laugh  ?  Won't  (lie  endure  laughing  ? 

Pet.  Why  fhe's  a  critic,  fir,  fhe  hates  a  jeft,  for  fear 
it  fhould  pleafe  her  ;  and  nothing  keeps  her  in  "humour 
but  what  gi-.fcs  her  the  fpleen.  And  then  for  logic,  and 
all  that,  you  know 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  I'm  prepar'd,  I  have  been  praflifing 
hard  words,  and  nonfenfe,  this  hour  to  entertain  her. 

Pet.  Then  place  yourfelf  behind  this  fcreen,  that  you 
may  have  a  view  of  her  behaviour  before  you  begin. 

Dur.  I  long  to  engage  her,  left  Ifhou'dforgetmy  leflbn. 

Pet.  Here  fhe  comes,  fir,  I  muft  fly. 

[Exit  Pet.  and  "Qvif.  ft  ands  peeping  behind  the  Curtain, 
Enter  Bifarre  and  maid. 

fiif.  \With  a  book}  Pfhaw,  hang  books,  they  four  our 
temper,  fpoil  our  eyes,  and  ruin  our  completions. 

[Throius  away  the  book. 

Dur.  Eh  !  the  devil  fuch  a  word  is  there  in  all  Arijiotle. 

Bif.  Come,  wench,  let's  be  free,  call  in  the  fiddle, 
there'e  no  body  near  us. 

Enter  Fidler. 

Dur.  Wou'd  to  the  Lord  there  was  not. 

Sif.  Here,  friend,  a  minuet ! — quicker  time  !  ha — 
•wou'd  we  had  a  man  or  two. 

Dur.  [Stealing  a-ivay.]  You  mall  have  the  devil  fooner, 
my  dear  dancing  philofopher. 

Bif.  Uds  my  life  ! — Here's  one. 

[Runs  to  Dur.  and  hauls  him  back. 

Dur.  Is  all  my  learn'd  preparation  come  to  this  ? 

Bif.  Come,    fir,  don't  be  -  afham'd,  that's  my  good 

"boy — you're  very  welcome,  we  wanted  fuch  a  one 

Come,  ftrike  up — I  know  you  dance  well,  fir,  you're 
finely  fhap'd  for't— —  Come,  come,  fir;  quick,  quick, 
you  mifs  the  time  elfe. 

Dur.  But,   madam,  I  come  to  talk  with  you. 

Bif.  Ay,  ay,  talk  as  you  dance,  talk  as  you  dance,  come. 

Dur.  But  we  were  talking  of  dialectics. 

Bif.  Hang  dialectics Mind  the  time— —quicker, 

Sirrah,  [To  the  fidler\  Come — and  how  d'ye  find  your- 
felf now,  fir  ? 

Dur.  In  a  fine  breathing  fweat,  doftor. 

*'/. 
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Bif.  All  the  better,  patient,  all  the  better; Come, 

fir,  fing  now,  ling,  I  know  you  fing  well ;  I  fee  you 
have  a  finging  face  ;  a  heavy  dull  fonato  face. 

Dur.  Who,  Ifmg? 

Bif.  O  you're  modeft,  fir — but  come,  fit  dowh, 

clofer,  clofer.  Here,  a  bottle  of  wine Come,  fir, 

.fa,  la,  lay ;  fing,  fir. 

Dur.  But,  madam,  I  came  to  talk  with  you. 

Bif.  O  fir,  you  ftiall  drink  firft.  Come,  fill  me  a 
bumber — here,  fir,  blefs  the  king. 

Dur.  Wou'd  I  were  out  of  his  dominions by  this 

light,  (he'll  make  me  drunk  too. 

Bif.  O  pardon  me,  fir,  you  fliall  do  me  right,  fill  it 

higher. Now,  fir,  can  you  drink  a  health  under 

your  leg  ? 

Dur.  Rare  philofophy  that,  faith. 

Bif.  Come,  off  with  it  to  the  bottom. Now,  how 

d'ye  like  me,  fir  ? 

Dir.  O  mighty  well,   madam. 

Bif.  You  fee  how  a  woman's  fancy  varies,  fometimes 
fplenetic  and  heavy,  then  gay  and  frolicfome. — And  how 
d'ye  like  the  humour  ? 

Dur.  Good  madam,  let  me  fit  down  to  anfwer  you, 
for  I  am  heartily  tir'd. 

Bif.  Fye  upon't ;  a  young  man,  and  tir'd !  up  for 
{hame,  and  walk  about,  aftion  becomes  us — a  little 
fafter,  fir. — What  d'ye  think  now  of  my  lady  La  Pale, 
and  lady  Co  quit, ''the  Duke's  fair  daughter?  Ha!  Are 
they  not  brifk  lafles  ?  Then  there  is  black  Mrs.  Bellair, 
and  brown  Mrs.  Bellface. 

Dur.  They  are  all  ftrangers  to  me,  madam. 

.Bif.  But  let  me  tell  you,  fir,  that  brown  is  not  always 
defpicable — O  lard,  fir,  if  young  Mrs.  Bagatell  had 
kept  herfelf  fingle  'till  this  time,  o'day,  what  a  beauty 
there  had  been  !  And  then,  you  know,  the  charming 
Mrs.  Monkeylo--ve,  the  fair  gem  of  St.  Gcrmains. 

Dur.  Upon  my  foul,  I  don't. 

Bif.  And  then  you  muft  have  heard  of  the  Englijh 
beau,  Splenamore,  how  unlike  a  gentleman — 

Dur.  Hey — act  a  fyllable  on't,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved, 
madam. 
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Sif.  No!   Why  then  play  me  a  jig.    Come,  fir. 

Dur.  By  this  light  I  cannot  j  faith,  madam,  I  have 
fprnin'd  my  leg. 

£//  Then  fit  you  down,  fir  ;  and  now  tell  me  what's 
your  bufinefs  with  me  ?  What's  your  errand  ?  Quick, 
quick,  difpatch — Odfo,  may  be  you  are  fome  gentleman's 
fervant,  that  has  brought  me  a  letter,  or  a  haunch  of 
venifon. 

Dur.  'Sdeath,   madam,  do  I  look  like  a  carrier? 

Eif.  O  !  cry  you  mercy,  I  law  you  juft  now,  I  mif- 
took  you,  upon  my  word:  you  are  one  of  the  travelling 
gentlemen — and  pray,  fir,  how  do  all  our  impudent 
fjiends  in  Italy  ? 

Dur.  Madam,  I  came  to  wr.it  on  you  with  a  more  fe- 
rious  intention  than  your  entertainment  has  anfwered. 

Bif.  Sir,  your  intention  of  waiting  on  me  was  th« 
greateft  affront  imaginable,  howe'er  your  expreffions 
may  turn  it  to  a  compliment :  your  vifit,  fir,  was  in- 
tended as  a  prologue  to  a  very  fcurvy  play,  of  which  Mr. 
Mirabel  and  you  fo  handfomcly  laid  the  plot.— Marry  ! 
No,  no,  J'm  a  man  rftnore  honour.  Where's  your  honour  ? 
Where's  your  courage  now  ?  Ads  my  life,  fir,  I  have  a 
great  mind  to  kick  you. — Go,  go  to  your  fellow-rake 
now,  rail  at  my  fex  and  get  drunk  for  vexation,  and 
write  a  lampoon — But  I  muft  have  you  to  know,  fir, 
that  my  reputation  is  above  the  fcand^of  a  libel,  my 
\irtue  is  fufiiciently  approv'd  to  thofi^|(|ofe  opinion  is 
my  intereft :  and  for  the  reft,  let  them  talk  what  they 
will ;  for  when  I  pleafe  I'll  be  what  I  pleafe,  in  fpight 
cf  you  and  all  mankind ;  and  fo  my  dear  man  of  honour, 
if  you  be  tir'd,  con  over  this  leflbn,  and  fit  there  till  I 
come  to  you.  [Runs  ojf. 

Dur.  Turn  ti  turn.  [Sings']  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Ads  my 
life,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  kick  you  ! —  Oons  and  con- 
fufion  !  [Starts  up]  Was  ever  man  fo  abus'd: — Ay, 
Mi  rat  el  fet  me  on. 

Enter  Petit. 

Pet.  Well,  fir,  how  d'ye  find  yourfelf  ? 

Dur.  You  fon  cf  a  nine-ey'd  whore,  d'ye  come  to 
abufe  me?  I'll  kick  you  with  a  vengeance,  you  dog. 

[Petit  runs  of,  and  Dur.  after  him- 
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ACT      III. 

SCENE    continues. 
Old  Mirabel  and  the  Ycurg. 

Old  Mir.  J2  O  B,  come  hither,  Bob. 
•*~*  Mir.  Your  pleafure,  fir  ? 

OU  M!r.  Arc  not  you  a  grtat  rogue,  lirrah  ? 

Mir.  That's  a  little  out  of  my  comprehenHcn,  lir, 
for  J've  heard  fay,  that  I  refembie  my  father. 

OU  Mir.  Your  father  is  your  very  humble  flavc — I 
tell  thee  v/hat,  child,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  fellow,  and 
I  lo/e  th^  hsarcily  ;  and  a  very  great  villain,  and 
I  hate  thee  mortally. 

Mir.  Villain,  fir  !  then  I  mud  be  a  very  impudent 
one,  fcr  I  can't  recollect  any  paflage  of  myiife  that  I'm 
afham'd  of, 

Old  Mir.  Come  hither,  my  dear  friend  ;  do'ft  fee 
this  pi&ure  ?  [Sbewtkim  a  lath  figure. 

Mir.  Oriana's  ?  Pfhaw  ! 

Old    Mir.  What,    fir,    won't    you  Ice.!:  upon't — Bol>, 
dear   Bolt,  prithee  come  hither  now — .Do'lt  want  any 
money,  child  ? 
'    Mir.  No,  fdfe. 

Old  Mi.-.  Vvi^Rhen  here's  feme  for  thee  ;  come  here 

na>v Ho.v  can'lt  th-jai  be  fo  heard-he«rted,  an   tna- 

tural,  unmannerly  rafc^l  (don't  miitake  me,  child,  I 
a'nt  angry)  as  to  abate  th's  tender,  lovely,  good-natur'd 

dear  rogue  ? Why,  me  fighs   ibr  th^e,   a;;d  cries  for 

thee,  pouts  for  thee,  ar.d  fnubs  for  thec,  t!is  poor  little 

heart  i  f  it  is  like  to  bur-l Come,  my  dear  boy,    be 

good- natur'dl. Ice  yourov/ji  father,  be  no\v and  then 

fee  here,  read  this the  tiHgies  of  the  'ovely  Oriana, 

with  ten  tlionfand  pounds  to  her  portion — ten  thoufand 
pounds  ycu  dog  ;  ten  thoufand  pounds  you  rogue  ;  how 
dare  you  refiifc  9  laJy  with  ten  thoufand  pounds,  you  im- 
pudent i  1  .  ,: 

Mir.  V.  ill  you  hear  me  fpenk,  fir  ? 

Old  Mir.  Hear  you  fpjak,  fir!  If  you  had  ten 
thoufand  tongue,  you  cou'd  not  out-talk  ten  thoufand 
pounds,  fir. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Nay,  fir,  if  you  won't  hear  me  I'll  be  gone,  fir  ! 
I'll  take  po'ft  for  Italy  this  moment. 

Old  Mir.  Ah!  the  fellow  knows  I  won't  part  v/hh 
him.  Well,  fir,  \vhathaveyoatofay? 

Mir.  The  univerfal  reception,  fir,  that  marriage  has 
had  in  the  world,  is  enough  to  fix  it  for  a  public  good, 
and  to  draw  every  body  into  the  common  caufe ; 
but  there  are  fome  conflitutions,  like  fome  inftru- 
ments,  fo  peculiarly  fmgular,  that  they  make  tole- 
rable mufic  by  themfelves,  but  never  do  well  in  a 
concert. 

Old  Mir.  Why  this  is  reafon,  I  muft  confefs,  but  yet 
it  is  nonfenfe  too;  for  tho'  you  fhcu'd  reafon  like  an 
angel,  if  you  argue  yourfelf  out  of  a  good  eftate,  you 
talk  like  a  fool. 

Mir.  But,  fir,  if  you  bribe  me  into  bondage  with  the 
riches  of  Crtffm,  you  leave  me  but  a  beggar  for  want 
of  my  liberty. 

Old  Mir.  Was  ever  fuch  a  perverfe  fool  heard  ? 
'SJeath,  fir,  why  did  I  give  you  education  ?  was  it  to 
difputc  me  out  of  my  fenfes  ?  Of  what  colour  now  is 
the  head  of  this  cane  ?  You'll  fay  'tis  white,  and  ten 

to  one  make  me  believe  it  too 1  thought  that  young 

fellows  ftudied  to  get  money. 

Mir.  No,  fir,  I  have  ftudy'd  to  defoife  it ;  my  read- 
ing was  not  to  make  me  rich,  but  haflv,  fir. 

Oldl'Iir.  There  he  has  me  again  nW".  But,  fir,  did 
net  I  mr.rry  to  oblige  you  ? 

Mir.  To  oblige  me,  fir,  in  what  refpeft  pray  ? 

Old  Mir.  Why,  to  bring  you  into  the  world,  fir; 
wasn't  that  an  obligation  ? 

Mir.  And  becaufe  I  wou'd  have  it  {till  an  obligation, 
I  avoid  marriage. 

Old  Mir.  How  is  that,  fir? 

Mir.  Becaufe  I  wou'd  not  curfe  the  hour  I  was  born. 

Old  Mir  Look'e,  friend,  you  may  perfuade  me  out  of 
my  defigns,  but  I'll  command  you  out  of  yours ;  and 
tho'  you  may  convince  my  reafon  that  you  are  in  the 
right,  yet  there  is  an  old  attendant  of  fixty-three, 
call'd  pofuivencfs,  which  you  nor  all  the  wits  in  Italy 
B  2  fhalJ 
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ftall  ever  be  able  to  fhake :  fo,  fir,  you're  a  wit,  and 
I'm  a  father  ;  you  may  talk,  but  I'll  be  obey'd. 

M/I-.  This  it  is  to  have  the  fon  a  finer  gentleman  than 
the  father  ;  they  firft  give  us  breeding  that  they  don't 
underiland,  then  they  turn  us  out  of  doors  'caufe  we  are 
v.'ifer  than  themfelves.  But  I'm  a  little  aforchand  with 
the  old  gentleman.  [J/u/e.]  Sir,  you  have  been  pleas'd 
to  fettle  a  thoufind  pound  ilerling  a  year  upon  me ;  in 
return  of  which,  I  have  a  very  great  honour  for  you  and 
you  family,  and  fhall  take  care  that  your  only  and 
"beloved  ion  fliall  do  nothing  to  make  him  hate  his  fa- 
ther, or  to  hang  himfelf.  So,  dear  fir,  I'm  your  very 
humble  fervant,  [Rum  off, 

Qld  Mir.  Here,  firrah,  rogue,  Bob,  villain! 

JLnter  Dugard. 

Dug.  Ah,  fir,  'tis  but  what  he  defeves. 
Old  Mir.  'Tis  falfe,  fir,  he  don't  deferve  it  :  what 
have  you  to  fay  againft  my  boy,  fir  ? 

Dug.  I  ihall  only  repeat  your  own  words. 
Old  Mir.  What  have  you   to  do  with  my  words  ?  I 
have   fwsllow'd  my  words  already,  I  have  eaten  them 
up,  and  how  can  you  come  at  'em,  fir  ? 

Dug.  Very  eafily,  fir :  'Tis  but  mentioning  your 
injur'd  ward,  and  you  will  throw  them  up  again  im- 
mediately. 

Old  Mir.  Siflhrour  fifter  was  a  foolifh  young  flirt  to 
trutl  any  fuch  ^Jung,  deceitful,  rake-helly  rogue,  like 
him. 

Dug.  Cry  you  mercy,  old,  gentleman,  I  thought  we 
fhou'd  have'  the  words  again. 

Old  Mir.  And  what  then  ?  'Tis  the  way  with  young 
fellows  to  flight  an  old  gentleman's  words,  you  never 
mind  'em  when  you  ought. — I  fay,  that  £o6's  an  honefl 
fellow,  and  who  dares  deny  it  ? 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  That  dare  I,  fir  :— I  lay,  that  your  fon  is  a  wild, 
foppifh,  whimfical,  impertinent  coxccmb  ;  and  where  I 
abu'd  as  this  gentleman's  filler  is,  I  wou'd  make  it  an 
kalian  quarrel,  and  poifon  the  whole  family, 

Dug.  Come,  fir,  'tis  no  time  for  trifling,  my  fifter 
js  abus'd  ;  you  are  made  icnfible  of  the  affront,  and  your 
honour  is  concern'dto  fee  her  redrefs'd. 

OldMir. 
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Old  Mir.  Look'e,  Mr.  Dugard,  good  words  go  far- 
thert.  I  will  do  your  fifter  juftice,  but  it  mvift  be  after 
my  own  rate:  no  body  mull  abufe  my  fon  but  myfelf. 
For  altho'  Robin  be  a  fad  dog,  yet  he's  no  body's  puppy 
but  my  own. 

Bif.  Ay,  that's  my  fweet-natur'd,  kind  old  gentle- 
man—  [Wheedling  him.}  We  will  be  good  then,  if  you'll 
join  with  us  in  the  plot. 

Old  Mir.  Ah,  you  coaxing  young  baggage,  what  plot 
can  you  have  to  wheedle  a  fellow  of  fixty-three  ? 

Bif.  A  plot  that  fixty-three  is  only  good  for,  to  bring 
other  people  together,  fir;  a  Spanijhplot  '  lefs  dangerous 
'  than  that  of  eighty-eight,'  and  you  mud  aft  the  Sf-a- 
viard,  'caufc  your  fon  will  leaft  fufpeft  you;  and  if  he 
ihou'd,  your  authority  protects  you  from  a  quarrel,  to- 
which  Oriana  is  unwilling  to  expofe  her  brother. 

Old  Mir.  And  what  part  will  you  aft  in  the  bufmefs, 
madam  ? 

Bif.  Myfelf,  fir ;  my  friend  is  grown  a  perfe-fl 
changeling:  thefe  foolifh  hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  heads 
prefently  ;  the  fellows  no  fooner  turn  knaves,  but  we 
turn  fools  :  but  I  am  ftill  myfelf,  and  he  may  expeft 
the  moll  fevere  ufage  from  me,  'caufe  I  neither  love  him, 
nor  hate  him.  [Exit. 

Old  Mir.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Paradox;  but,  fir,  who 
muftopen  the  matter  to  him  ? 

Dug.  Petit,  fir,  who  is  our  engineer-general.  And 
here  he  comes. 

Eater  Petit. 

Pet.  O  fir,  mere  difcoveries ;  are  all  friends  about 
us? 

Dug.  Ay,  ay,  fpeak  freely. 

Pet.  You  muft  know,  fir. od's    my  life  I'm  out 

cf  breath;  you  mult  know,  fir — you  muft  know — 

Old  Mir.  What  the  devil  muft  we  know,  fir  ? 

Pet.  That  I  have  [Pants  and  blmui\  brib'd,  fir, 
brib'd — your  fon's  fecretary  of  ftate  ! 

Old  Mir.  Secretary  of  ftate  ! — who's  that  for  Heav'n's 
fake  ? 

Pet.  His  valet-de-chambre,  fir?   You  muft  know,  fir,. 

that  the  intrigue  lay  folded  up  with  his  mailer's  clothes, 

and  when  he  went  to  duft  the  embroider'd  fuit,  the  fe- 

B  3,  cret 


30        THE    INCONSTANT;     OR, 

cret  flew  out  of  the  right  pocket  of  his  coat,  in  a  whole 
iwarm  of  your  crambo  fongs,  mort-footed  odes,  and 
iong-legg'd  Pindarics. 

Old  Mir.  Impoffible! 

Pet.  Ah,  fir,  he  has  lovM  her  all  along;  there  was 
Or:ajta  in  every  line,  but  he  hates  marriage.  Now,  fir, 
this  plot  will  ftir  up  his  jealoufy,  and  we  lhall  know  by 
the  itrergth  of  that  how  to  proceed  farther. 

Come,   fir,  lets  about  it  with  fpeed, 

'T  is  expedition  gives  our  king  the  (way  ; 

For  expedition  to  the  French  give  way ; 

Swift  to  attack,   or  fwift — to  run  away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Bifarre,  pajpng  carele/sly  by  one  another. 

Bif.  \^AJtde.~\  I  wonder  what  fhe  can  lee  in  this  fellow 
to  like  him  ? 

Mir.  [AJide.]  I  wonder  what  my  friend  can  fee  in  this 
girl  to  admire  her  ? 

Bif.  [AJide.]  A  wild,  foppim,  extravagant  rake-hell. 

Mir.  [4/ide.]  Alight,  whimfical,  impertinent  mad- 
cap. 

Bif.  Whom  do  you  mean,    fir  ? 

Mir.  Whom  do  you  mean,  madam  ? 

£if.  A  fellow  that  has  nothing  left  to  re-eftablim  him 
fir  a  human  creature,  but  a  prudent  refolution  to  hang 
li:mfelf. 

Mir.  There  is  a  way,  madam,  to  force  me  to  that 
rdolution. 

Bif.  I'll  do't  with  all  my  heart. 

Mir.  Then  you  mull  marry  me. 

H  if.  Look'e,  fir,  don't  think  your  ill  manners  to  me 
fhcli  excufe  your  ill  ufage  of  my  friend  ;  nor  by  fixing 
a  quarrel  here,  to  divert  my  zeal  for  the  abfent ;  for  I'm 
reiclv'd,  nay,  I  come  prepar'd  to  make  you  a  panegy- 
ric, that  mall  mortify  your  pride  like  any  modern  dedi- 
cation. 

Jl/.'r.  And  I,  madam,  like  a  true  modern  patron,  fhall 
hardly  give  you  thanks  for  your  trouble. 

Bif.  Come,  fir,  to  let  you  fee  what  little  foundation 
you  have  for  your  dear  fufficiency,  I'll  take  you  to 
pieces. 

Mir.  And  what  piece  will  you  chufe? 

£,/. 
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Bif.  You  heart,  to  be  fure  ;  'caufe  I  fliou'd  get  pre* 
fently  rid  on't;  your  courage  I  \\ou'd  give  to  a  Heftcr, 
your  wit  to  a  lewd  play-maker,  you  honour  to  ;:n  a'tcr- 
ney,  your  body  to  the  phyficians,  and  ycur  foul  to  iis 
mailer. 

Mir.  I  had  the  oddeft  dream  laft  night  of  the  dutchefs 
of  Burgundy  ;  methought  the  furbelows  cf  her  gown 
were  pinn'd  up  fo  high  behind,  that  I  cou'd  not  fee  her 
head  for  her  tail. 

Bif.  The  creature  don't  mind  me  !  do  you  think,  fir, 
that  your  humourous  impertinence  can  divert  me?  No, 
fir,  I'm  above  any  pleafure  that  you  can  give,  but  that 
of  feeing  you  miferable.  And  mark  me,  fir,  my  friend, 
my  injur'd  friend,  fhall  yet  be  doubly  happy,  and  you 
ihall  be  a  hufband  as  much  as  the  rites  of  marriage,  and 
the  breach  of  'em  can  make  you 

[Here  Mirabel  pulls  out  a  Virgil,  and  reads  to  bim- 
felf  while  flie  f peaks .  ] 

Mir.  [Reading.]  At  Regina  dclas,  (quis  fallere  pojpt 
amc.ntem  ? ) 

DiffimuLve  etiam  fperafti,   perjlde  tantum   [Very  true.] 

PoJ/e  nefas. 

By  your  favour,  friend  Virgil,  'twas  but  a  rafcally  trick 
of  your  hero  to  foriake  poor  pug  fo  inhumanly. 

lllf.  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  him.  The  devil  — 
what's  Virgil  to  us,  fir  ? 

Mir.  Very  much,  madam,  the  mod  appropos  in  the 
world—  for,  what  (hou'd  I  chop  upon,  but  the  very  place 
where  the  perjur'd  rogue  of  a  lover  and  the  for&king 
lady  are  battling  it  tooth  and  nail.  Come,  madam, 
fpend  your  fpirits  no  longer,  we'll  take  an  eafier  me- 
thod :  I'll  be  JEmas  now,  and  you  fhall  be  Dido,  and 
we'll  rail  by  book.  Now  for  you,  madam  Dido. 

Nee  te  ncfter  amor,  nee  $e  data  dextera  quondam, 

Nee  moritura  tenet  crudeli  funere  Dido 

Ah,   poor  Dido!  [Looking  at  her. 

Bif.  Rudenefs,  affronts,  impatience!  I  cou'd  almoifc 
ftart  out  even  to  manhood,  and  want  but  a  weapon  as 
long  as  his  to  fight  him  upon  the  .foot.  What'fludl  I 
fay? 

B  4  Mir. 
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-    Mir.  Now  (he  rants. 

Off  quikus  antefn-am  ?  jam  jam  nee  Maxima  Juno. 

titf.  A  man  !  No,  the  woman's  birth  was  fpiritcd 
«iway. 

Mtr.  Right,    right,  madam,  the  very  words. 

£;/.  And  fome  pernicious  elf  left  in  the  cradle  with 
iuujiun  in  ape  to  palliate  growing  mifchief. 

[Both  j\eak  together,    and  rai/e  their  voices  by  degrees. 

Mir.  PerjiJe,  fed  duris  genuit  te  Cautibus  barrens 

Cuucafus,    Hyrcan<fqiie  admcrunt  Ubera  Tigres. 

£if.  Go,   fir,   fiy  to  your  midnight  revels. 

Mir.  [Excellent.]  I  fequere  Italiam  <ventis,  fete  regna 
per  undas, 

Spero  equidcm  mediis,  Jt  quid pia  Numina  pojfant. 

[  Together  again . 

Eif.  Converfe  with  imps  of  darknefs  of  your  make, 
your  nature  ftarts  at  jaitice,  and  fhivers  at  the  touclt 
of  virtue.  Now  the  devil  take  his  impudence,  he 
vexes  me  fo,  I  don't  know  whether  to  cry  or  laugh  a: 
him. 

Mir.  Bravely  perform'd,  my  dear  Libyan ;  I'll  write 
the  tragedy  of  Dido,  and  you  lhall  aft  the  part :  but 
)  oil  clo  nothing  at  all,  unleis  you  fret  yourfelf  into  a  fit; 
for  here  the  poor  lady  is  Itified  with  vapours,  drops  into 
the  trms  of  her  maids;  and  the  cruel,  barbarous,  de- 
ceitful wanderer,  is  in  the  very  next  line  call'd  Pius 
JEneas. — There's  authority  for  ye. 

Sorry  indeed  jEneas  flood 
To  fee  her  in  a  pout; 

But  Jove  himfeif,   who  ne'er  thought  good 
To  ftay  a  fecond  bout, 

Commands  him  off  with  all  his  crew, 

And  leaves  poor  Dy,   as  I  leave  you.  [Runs  eff. 

Lif.  Go  thy  ways,  for  a  dear,  mad,  deceitful,  agree* 
able  fellow.  O*  my  confidence  I  muft  excufe  Oriana. 

That  lover  foon  his  angry  fair  difarms, 

VV'liofe  flighting  pleafes,  and  whofe  faults  are  charms. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Petit,  runs  about  to  every  door,   and  knocks. 

Pet-  Mr.  Mirebtl!  Sir,  where  are  you  ?  no  where  to 
be  found  ?' 

lattr 
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Enter  Mirabel. 

Mir.  What's  the  matter,  Petit? 

Pet.  Molt  critically  met — Ah,  fir,  that  one  who  has 
follow'd  the  game  fo  long,  and  brought  the  poor  hare 
jufl  under  his  paws,  mould  let  a  mungrel  cur  chop  in, 
and  run  away  with  the  pufs. 

Mir.  If  your  wormip  can  get  out  of  your  allegories', 
be  pleas'd  to  tell  me  in  three  words  what  you  mean. 

Pet.  Plain,  plain,  fir.  Your  miilrefs  and  mine  is 
going  to  be  marry'd. 

Mir.  I  believe  you  lye,   fir. 

Pet.  Your  humble  fervant,   fir.  [Going. 

Mir.  Come  hither,   Petit.     Marry'd,   fay  you  ? 

Pet.  No,  fir,  'tis  no  matter;  I  only  thought  to  do 
you  a  fervice,  but  I  mall  take  care  how  I  confer  my 
favours  for  the  future. 

Mir.  Sir,    I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons.    [Bo-iuing  loiv. 

Pet.  'Tis  enough,  fir, — I  come  to  tell  you,  fir,  that 
Oriana  is  this  moment  to  be  facrificed ;  marry'd  pall  re- 
demption. 

Mir.  I  underftand  her,  fhe'll  take  a  hufband  out  of 
fpight  to  me,  and  then  out  of  love  to  me  (he  will  make 
him  a  cuckold ;  '  'tis  ordinary  with  women  to  marry  one 
'  perfon  for  the  fake  of  another,  and  to  throw  thcmlelves 
*  into  the  arms  of  one  they  hate,  to  fecure  their  pleafure 
'  with  the  man  they  love.'  But  who  is  the  happy  man? 

Pet.   A  lord,  fir. 

Mir.  I'm  her  ladyfhip's  moft  humble  fervant;  a  train 
and  a  title,  hey  1  Room  for  my  lady's  coach,  a  front- 
row  in  the  box  for  her  ladyfliip ;  lights,  lights  for  her 
honour. — Now  muft  I  be  a  conilant  attender  at  my  lord's 

levee,    to  work  my  way  to  my  lady's  couchee a  coun- 

tefs;   I  prefume,    fir. • 

Pet.  A  Spanijb  count,  fir,  that  Mr.  Dugard  knew 
abroad,  is  come  to  Paris,  faw  your  miilrefs  yefterdav, 
marries  her  to-day,  and  whips  her  into  Spain  to-morrow. 

Mir.  Ay,  isitfo?  and  mull  I  follow  my  cuckold  over 
the  Pyrenees  ?  Had  (he  marry'd  within  the  precin&s  of  a 
billet-doux,  I  would  be  the  man  to  lead  her  to  church  ; 
but  as  it  happens,  I'll  forbid  the  banns.  Where  is  this 
mighty  don  i 

B  5  Pet. 


34        THE    INCONSTANT;     OR, 

Pet.  Have  a  care,  fir,  he's  a  rough  crofs-g)  ained 
piece,  and  there's  no  tampering  with  him ;  vvou'd  you 
apply  to  Mr.  Dugard,  or  the  lady  herfelf,  fomethiug 
might  be  done,  for  it  is  defpight  to  you,  that  the  buii- 
nefs  it  carry 'd  fo  haftily.  Odfo,  fir,  here  he  comes. 
I  muft  be  gone.  [Exit. 

Enter  OA/Mir.  drcffedin  a  Spanifh  Habit,  leading  Oria:>a. 

Ori.  Good  my  lord,  a  nobler  choice  had  better  fuited 
your  lordfhip's  merit.  My  perfon,  ranjc,  and  circum- 
ftance,  expofe  me  as  the  public  theme  of  raillery,  and 
fubjed  me  fo  to  injurious  ufage,  my  lord,  that  I  can  lay 
no  claim  to  any  part  of  your  regard,  except  your  pity. 

Old  Mir.  Breathes  he  vital  air,   that  dares  prefume 
With  rude  behaviour  to  profane  fuch  excellence  ? 
Shew  me  the  man 

And  you  (hall  fee  how  my  fudden  revenge 
Shall  fall  upon  the  head  of  fuch  preemption. 
Is  this  thing  one?  [Strutting  up  to  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Sir? 
'    Ori.  Good  my  lord. 

Old  Mir.  If  he,  or  any  he! 

Ori.  Pray,   my  lord,   the  gentleman's  a  ftranger. 

Old  Mir.  O  your  pardon,  fir, — but  if  you  had re- 
member, fir, — the  lady  now  is  mine,  her  injuries  ar« 

mine  ;    therefore,    fir,    you  underfland  me Come, 

madam.  [Leads  Oriana  to  the  door,  Jht  goes  of,  Mir. 
riias  tc  bis  father,  and  pulls  bim  by  the 
Jltewe. 

Mir.  Ecoute,  Mnnfecur  le  Count. 

Old  Mir.  Your  buiinefs,  fir? 

Mir.  Boh! 

Old  Mir.  Boh!  What  language  is  that,   fir? 

Mir.  Spavijb,  my  lord. 

Old  Mir.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Mir.  This,   fir.  [Trips  up  bis  beds. 

Old  Mir.  A  very  concife  quarrel,    truly I'll  bully 

him. Tritndade  Seigneur,  give  me  fair  play. 

[  Offering  to  rife . 

Mir.  By  all  means,  fir.  [Takes  away  bisfaord.]  Now 
Seigneur,  where's  that  bombait  look,  and  fuflian  face 
your  cuuntfhip  wore  juft  now  ?  [Strikes  bim. 
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Old  Mir.  The  rogue  quarrels  well,  very  well,  niy 
own  fon  right  ! — But  hold,  iirrah,  no  more  jetting  ;  I'm 
your  father,  fir,  your  father. 

Mir.  My  father  !  Then  by  this  light  I  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  pay  thee.  \_Afide. "\  Is  the  fellow  mad  ?  Why 
fure,  fir,  I  ha'n't  frighted  you  out  of  your  fenfcs  ? 

Old  Mir,  But  you  have,  fir. 

Mir.  Then  I'll  beat  them  into  you  again. 

[Oj'ers  toftrike  him. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  rogue Bob,  dear  Bob,  don't  you 

know  me,  child  ! 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  fellow's  downright  diftrafted. 
Thou  miracle  of  impudence !  wou'dft  thou  make  me 
believe  that  fuch  a  grave  gentleman  as  my  father  wou'd 
go  a  mafqurracling  thus  ?  That  a  pcrfon  of  threefcjre 
and  three  would  run  about  in  a  fool's  coat  to  difg.-ace 
himfelf  and  family?  Whv,  you  impudent  villain,  do 
you  think  I  will  fufFcr  fuch  an  affront  to  pafs  upon  my 
honour'd  father,  my  worthy  father,  my  dear  father  ? 
'Sdeath,  fir,  mention  my  father  but  once  again,  and 
I'll  fend  your  foul  to  thy  grandfather  this  minute  ! 

[Offering  to  ftab  him. 

Old  Mir.  Well,  well,  I  am  not  vour  fV.ther. 

Mir.  Why  then,  fir,  you  are  the  fancy,  hectoring  Spa- 
niard, and  I'll  ufe  you  accordingly. 

'  Old  Mir.  The  devil  take  the  Spaniards,  fir,  we  have 
'  all  got  nothing  bu.  blows  finc'e  we  began  to  take  their 
'  pair.' 

Enter  Dugard,    Oriana,  Maid,    Petit.     Dngard  rum  to 
Mirabel,  the  reft  to  the  Old  Gentleman. 

Dug.  Fye,  fye,  Mirabel,  murder  your  father! 

Mir.  My  father !  what  is  the  whole  family  mad  ? 
Give  me  way,  fir,  I  won't  be  held. 

Old  Mir.  No?  nor  I  neither;  let  me  b*  gone,  pray. 

\Oflfxng  to  go. 

Mir.  My  father! 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  you  dog's  face  !  I  am  yo;i"  father, 
for  1  have  bore  as  much  for  thee,  as  your  mother  c\<r 
did. 

Mir.  O  ho  !  then  this  was  a  trick,  it  feems  a  defi^n, 
a  contrivance,  a  ftratagem — Oh  !  how  my  bones  ach  ! 

Old  Mir.  Your  bones  firrah,  why  yours? 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Why,  fir,  han't  I  been  bearing  my  own  flefh  and 
bloud  all  this  while  !  O,  madam,  [To  Oriana]  I  wilh 
your  ladyfhip  joy  of  your  new  dignity.  Here  was  a  con- 
trivance indeed. 

Pet.  The  contrivance  was  well  enough,  fir,  for  they 
impos'd  upon  us  all. 

Mir.  Well  my  dear  Duldnea,  did  your  Don  Quixcte 
battle  for  you  bravely  ?  My  father  vv'ill  anlwer  lor  the 
force  of  my  love. 

Or/'.  Pray,  fir,  don't  infult  the  misfortunes  of  your 
o\vu  creating. 

Dug.  My  prudence  will  be  counted  cowardice,  if  I 
fland  tamely  now.  [Comes  H/>  between  Mirabel  and  bis 
fijler.-}  Well,  fir, 

Mir.  Well,  fir!  Do  you  taVe  me  for  one  of  your  te- 
nants, fir,  that  you  put  on  your  landlord  face  at  me  ? 

Dug.  On  what  prefumption,  fir,  dare  you  afiume 
thus  ?  [Drawt. 

Old  Mir.  What's  that  to  you,  fir.  [Draw. 

Pet.  Help  !  help  !  the  lady  faints. 

[Oriunn  fa/is  into  her  Maid's  arms. 
Mir.  Vapours  !  vapours  !  flie'll  come  to  herfclf :  If  it 

be  an  angry  fit,  a  dram  of  affa  fatida If  jealoufy, 

harts  horn  in  water If  the  mother,  burnt  feathers — 

If  griaf,   ratifia — If  it   be  ftrait  Hays,  or  corns,   there's 
nothing  like  a  dram  of  plain  brandy.  [Exit. 

Ori.  '  Hold  oft',  give  me  air''  O  my  brother, 
would  you  preferve  my  life,  endanger  not  your  own  ; 
would  you  defend  my  reputation,  leave  it  to  itfelf ;  'tis 
a  dear  vindication  that's  purchas'd  by  the  fword  ;  for 
tho'  our  champion  proves  victorious,  yet  our  honour  is 
wounded.. 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  and  your  lover  may  be  wounded,  that's 
another  thing.  But  I  think  you  are  pretty  briflc  again, 
my  child. 

Or/'.  Ay,  fir,  my  indifpofition  was  only  a  pretence  to 
divert  the  quarrel  ;  the  capricious  tafte  of  your  fex  ex- 
«ufes  this  artifice  in  curs. 

For  often  'when  our  chief  f  erf c8iom  fail , 

Our  chief  defetit  with  foclijh  men  prevail.  [Exit. 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Come,  Mr.  Dugard,  take  courage,  there  is  away 
flill  left  to  fetch  him  again. 

Old  Mir.  Sir,  I'll  have  no  plot  that  has  any  relation 
to  Spain. 

Dug.  I  fcorn  all  artifice  whatfover ;  my  fword  (hall 
do  her juftice. 

Pet.  Pretty  juftice,  truly  !  fuppofe  you  run  him  thro*" 
the  body  ;  you  run  her  thro'  the  heart  at  the  fame  time. 

Old  Mir.  And  me  thro'  the  head — rot  your  fword,  fir, 
we'll  have  plots ;  come,  Petit,  let's  hear. 

Pet.  What  if  (he  pretended  to  go  into  a  nunnery,  and 
fo  bring  him  about  to  declare  himfelf? 

Dug.  That  I  muft  confefs  has  a  face. 

Old  Mir.  A  face  !  a  face  lika  an  angel,  fir,  ad's  my 
life,  fir,  'tis  the  moft  beautiful  plot  in  Chrijlendcm. 
We'll  about  it  immediately.  [Exeunt. 

'SCENE,  The  Street. 
'  Duretete  and  Mirabel. 

'  Dar.  [In  apnjfion.']  And  tho'  I  can't  dance,  nor  fing,. 
'  r.or  talk  like  you,  yet  I  can  fight,  you  know  I  can,  fir. 
'  Mir  I  know  thou  can'ft,  man. 

'  Dur.  'Sdeath,  fir,  and  I  will  :  let  me  fee  the  proud- 
'  eft  man  aiive  make  a  jeft  of  me  ? 

'  Mir  But  I'll  engage  to  make  you  amends. 

'  Dur.  Danc'cl  to  death  !   Baited  like  a  bear  !   Ridi- 

*  cul'd  !  Threaten'd  to  be  kick'd  !   Confufion  !  fir,   you 
'  fet  me  on,  and  I  will  have  fatisfaftion  ;  all  mankind  will 

•  point  at  me. 

'  Mir.  \_Af.de. }  I  muft  give  this  thunderbolt  fome  paf- 
'  fage,  or  'twill  break   upon  my   own  head — Look'e, 
'  Duretete,  what  do  thefe  gentlemen  kugh  at  ? 
'  Enter  tiuo  gentlemen. 

'  Dur.  At  me,  to  be  fure — Sir,  what  made  you  laugh 
'  at  me  ? 

'  i  Gett.  You're  miftaken,  fir,   if  we  were  merry,  we 

*  had  a  private  reafon. 

«  2  Gen.  Sir,  we  don't  know  you. 
*  Dur.  Sir,  I'll  make  you  know  me  ;  mark  and  obferve 
'  me,  I  won't  be  nam'd;  it  (han't  be  mention'd,  not  even 

•  whifper'd  in  your  prayers  at  church. 'Sdeath,  fir,  d'ye 
«  fmile  ? 

'    *  i  Gen.  Nj)t  I,  upon  my  word. 
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'  Dur.  Why  then,  look  grave  as  an  owl  in  a  barn,  or 

*  a  friar  with  his  crown  a  {having. 

'  Mir.  \_Afede  to  the  Gent.}  Don't  be  bully'd  out  of  your 
'  humour,  gentlemen  ;  th'e  fellow's  mad,  laugh  at  him, 

*  and  I'll  ftand  by  you. 

'  i  Gen.  I  gad  and  fo  we  will. 
'  Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

'  Dur.  Very  pretty.  [Dra-ivs.]  She  threaten'd  to  kick 

'  me.  Ay,  then,  you  dogs    I'll  murder  ye.    [Fights,  and 

beats  them  cjf,  Mir.  runs  over  to  bis  fede. 

*  Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  bravely  done,  Duretete,  there  you 
'  had  him,  noble  captain  ;  hey,  they  run,  they  run,  Vic- 
'  toria,  ViQoria — Ha,    ha,   ha — how  happy  am  I  in  an 

*  excellent  friend  !  tell  me  of  your  virtuofo's  and  men  of 

*  fenfe,  a  parcel  of   four-fac'd  fplenetic  rogues — a  man 
'  of  my  thin  conlHtution  mould  never  want  a  fool  in  his 
'  company  :  I  don't  affect  your  fine  things  that  impiove 
'  the  undemanding,  but  hearty  laughing  to  fatten   my 
'  carcafe  :   and  in    my  confcience,  a  man  of  fenfe  is  as 
'  melancholy   without  a  coxcomb,  as  a  lion  without  a 

*  jackall ;  he  hunts  for  our  diverfion,  ftarts  game  for  our 

*  fpleen  and  perfectly  feeds  us  with  pleaiure. 

'  I  hate  the  man  who  makes  acquaintance  nice, 
'  And  llill  difcreetly  plagues  me  with  advice  ; 
'  Who  moves  by  caution,  and  mature  delays, 
'  And  muft  give  reafons  for  whate'er  he  fays. 
'  The  man,  indeed,  whofe  converfe  is  fo  full, 
'  Makes  me  attentive,  but  it  makes  me  dull  : 

*  Give  me  the  carelefs  rogue,  who  never  thinks, 
'  That  plays  the  fool  as  treely  as  he  drinks. 

'  Not  a  buffoon,  who  is    buffoon  by  trade, 
«  But  one  that  nature,   net  his  wants  have  madi/. 
'  Who  Hill  is  merry,  but  does  ne'er  defign  it ; 
'  And  ftill  is  ridicul'd,  but  ne'er  can  find  it. 
'  Who  when  he's  moft  in  earneir,  is  the  bell ; 

*  And  his  moft  grave  expreffion  is  a  jeft.  [Exit.' 


ACT. 
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ACT        IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Old  Mirabel's  Heufe. 
Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 

Dug.  *  |^  H  R  Lady  Abbefs  is  my  relation,  and  privy 
X  to  the  plot.  *  Your  fon  has  been  there,  but 
'  had  no  admittance  beyond  the  privilege  of  the  grate, 
'  and  there  my  fiiter  refus'd  to  fee  him.  He  went  off 
'  more  nettled  at  his  repulfe,  than  I  thought  his  gaiety 
'  could  admit.' 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  ay,  this  nunnery  will  bring  him  about,  I 
warrant  ye. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Here,  where  are  you  all  !  — O  !  Mr.  Mirabel,  you 
have  done  fine  things  for  your  pofterity — And  you,  Mr. 
Dugard,  may  come  to  anfwer  this — I  come  to  demand  my 
friend  at  your  hands;  reftore  him,  fir,  or — [To  OA/Mir. 

Old  Mir.  Reftore  him  !  What  d'ye  think  I  have  got 
him  in  my  trunk  or  in  my  pocket  ! 

Dur,   Sir,    he's  mad,  and  you're  the  caufe  on't. 

Old  Mir.  That  may  be  ;  for  I  was  as  mad  as  he  when 
I  begot  him. 

Dug.  Mad,  fir,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Dur.  What  do  you  mean,  fir,  by  fhutting  up  your 
filter  to  talk  like  a  parrot  thro' a  cage  ?  Or  a  decoy- 
duck,  to  draw  others  into  a  fnare  ?  Your  fon,  fir,  be- 
caufe  fhe  has  deferted  him,  he  has  forfaken  the  world  ! 
and  in  three  words,  has 

Old  Mir.  Hang'd  himfelf! 

Dur.  The  very  fame,  turn'd  friar. 

Old  Mir.  You  lie,  fir,  'tis  ten  times  worfe.  Bob  turn'd 
friar !  Why  mould  the  fellow  fhave  his  foolifh  crown 
when  the  fame  razor  may  cut  his  throat  ? 

Dur.  If  you  have  any  command,  or  you  any  intereft 
over  him,  lofe  not  a  minute  :  He  has  thrown  himfelf 
into  the  next  monaftery,  and  has  oder'd  me  to  pay  off 
his  fervants,  and  difcharge  his  equipage. 

Old  Mir.  Let  me  alone  to  ferret  him  out ;  I'll  facri- 
fice  the  Abbot,  if  he  receives  him  ;  I'll  try  whether  the 

fpiritual 
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fpiritual  or  the  natural  father  has  the  moft  right  to  the 

child. But,  dear  captain,  what  has  he  done  with  his- 

eftate  ? 

Dur.  Settled  it  upon  the  church,  fir. 

Old  Mir.  The  church  !  nay,   then  the  devil  won't  get 

him  out  of  their  clutches Ten  thoufand  livres  a  year 

upon  the  church  '..'tis  downright  facrilege— Come,  gen- 
tlemen, all  hands  to  work  ;  for  half  that  fum,  one  of 
thefe  monaftries  lhall  protect  you  a  traitor  from  the  law, 
a  rebellious  wife  from  her  hufband,  and  a  difobedient 
fon  from  his  own  father.  \Exit. 

Dug.  But  will  ye  perfuade  me  that  he's  gone  to  a  mo- 
naftery  ? 

Dur.  Is  your  filler  gone  to  the  Filles  Repenties  ?  I  tell 
you,  fir,  ihe's  not  fit  for  the  fociety  of  repenting  maids. 

Dug.  Why  fo,  fir  ? 

Dur.  Becaufe  flic's  neither  one  nor  t'other ;  fhe's  too 
old  tq  be  a  maid,  and  too  young  to  repent. 

[Exit  Dug.  after  him. 

SCENE,   the  Injide  of  a  Monaftery  ;   Oriana  in  a  Nun's 
habit ;  Bifarre. 

Or/'.  I  hope,  Bifarre,  there  is  no  harm  in  jefting  with 
this  religious  habit. 

Hif.  To  me,  the  greateft  jeft  in  the  habit,  is  taking 
it  in  earned  :  I  don't  underiland  this  imprifoning  peop'.e 
with  the  keys  of  Paradife,  nor  the  merit  of  that  virtue 
which  comes  by  conltraint. — Befides,  we  may  own  to 
one  another,  that  we  are  in  the  worft  company  when 
among  ourfeives  ;  for  our  private  thoughts  run  us  into 
thofe  defires,  which  our  pride  refifts  from  the  attack  of 
the  world  ;  and,  you  may  remember,  the  fir  ft  woman 
met  the  devil  when  me  retir'd  from  her  man. 

Ori.  But  I'm  reconcil'd,  methinks  to  the  mortification 
of  a  nunnery  ;  becaufe  I  fancy  the  habit  becomes  me. 

Bif.  A  well-contriv'd  mortification,  truly,  that  makes 
a  woman  look  ten  times  handfomer  than  (he  did  before  ! 
'  — Ay,  my  dear,  were  there  any  religion  in  becoming 
•  drefs,  our  fex's  devotion  were  rightly  plac'd  ;  for  our 
«  toilets  would  do  the  work  of  the  altar;  we  Ihou'd  all 
'  be  canoniz'd. 

Ori. 
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•  Or/'.  But  don't  you  think  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
'  merit  in  dedicating  a  beautiful  face  and  perfon  to  the 
'  fen  ice  of  religion  ? 

'  Bif.  Not  half  fo  much  as  devoting  'em  to  a  pretty 
'  fellow:  if  our  feminality  had  no  bufmefs  in  this 
'  world,  why  was  it  fent  hither  ?  Let  us  dedicate  our 
'  beautiful  minds  to  the  fervice  of  Heaven.  And  for 
'  our  handfome  perfons,  they  become  a  box  at  the 
1  play,  as  well  as  a  pew  in  the  church. 

'  Ori.  But  theviciffitade  of  fortune,  the  inconftancy 
1  of  man,  with  other  difappointments  of  life,  require 
'  fome  place  of  religion,  for  a  refuge  from  their  perfecu- 
'  tion. 

'  Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  and  do  you  think  there  is  any  devo- 
«  tion  in  a  fellow's  going  to  church,  when  he  takes  it  only 

*  for  a  fanftuary?  Don't  you  know  that  religion  confifts 
'  in  charity  with  all  mankind,  and  that  youfhould  never 
1  think  of  being  friends  with  Heaven,  till  you  have  quar- 

*  relied  with  all  the  world  ?'     Come,  come,  mind  your 
bufmefs,  Mirabel  loves  you,  'tis  now  plain,  and  hold  him 
to't;   give   frefh  orders  that  he  (han't  fee  you:   we  get 
more  by  hiding  our  faces  fometimes,   than  by  expofmg 
them  ;   a  very  ma(k,  you  fee,  whets  defire  ;    but  a  pair 
of  keen  eyes  thro'  an  iron  grate  fire  double  upon  'em, 
with  view  and  difguife.     But  I  muft  be  gone  upon  my 
eftairs,  I  have  brought  my  captain  about  again. 

Ori.  But  why  will  you  trouble  yourfelf  with  that  cox- 
comb? 

'Bif.  Becaufe  he  is  a  coxcomb  ;  had  I  not  better  have  a 
lover  like  him,  that  I  can  make  an  afs  of,  than  a  lover 
like  yours,  to  make  a  fool  of  me.  {Knocking  below.]  A 
xneflage  from  Mirabel,  I'll  lay  my  life.  [She  runs  to  the 
door.']  Come  hither,  run,  thou  charming  nun  come  hither. 

'  Ori.  What's  the  news  ?  {Runs  to  her. 

'  Kif.  Don't  you  fee  who's  below  ? 

*  Ori.  I  fee  no  body  but  a  feiar. 

'  Bif.  Ah !   thou   poor    blind  Cupid !    O'   my   con- 

fcience,  thefe  hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  heads  inftantly  ! 

the  fellows  no  foonerturn  knaves,  than  we  turn  fools. 

A  friar  !  Don't  you  fee  a  villainous  genteel  mein  under 

that  cloak  of  hypocrify,  the  loofe  carelefs  air  of  a  tall 

rake-helly  fellow  ?' 

On. 
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Or/.  As  I  live,  Mirabel  turn'd  friar !  I  hope,  in 
Heaven,  he's  not  in  earneft. 

Bif.  In  earneft:  ha,  ha,  ha!  are  you  in  earneft? 
Now's  your  time  ;  this  difguife  has  he  certainly  taken  for 
a  paflport,  to  get  in  and  try  your  refolutions ;  ftick  to  your 
habit,  to  be  fure;  treat  him  with  difdain,  rather  than 
anger;  for  pride  becomes  u>  more  than  paflion  :  remem- 
ber what  I  fay,  if  you  wou'd  yield  to  advantage,  and  hold 
out  the  attack  ;  to  draw  him  on,  keep  him  off  to  be  fure. 

The  cunning  gamefters  ne-ver  gain  too  faft, 
But  lofe  at  firft,  to  win  the  more  at  la/I.  [Exit. 

'  Ori.  His  coming  puts  me  into  fome  ambiguity.  I 
'  don't  know  how  ;  I  don't  fear  him,  but  I  miilruft  my- 
'  felf;  wou'd  he  were  not  come,  yet  I  wou'd  not  have 
'  him  gone  neither  ;  I'am  afraid  to  talk  with  him,  but 
4  I  love  to  fee  him  tho'. 

'  What  aftrange  power  has  tkh  fantafiic  fire, 
'  That  makes  us  dread  even  'what  we  mojl  dejire  !' 

Enter  Mirabel  in  a  Friar's  habit. 
Mir.  Save  you,   fifter — Your   brother,  young   lady, 
having  a  regard  for  your  foul's  health,  has  fent  me  to 
prepare  you  for  the  facred  habit  by  confefiion. 

Ori.  That's  falfe,   the  cloven  foot  already.   \_Afide. ~\ 
brother's  care  I  own  ;  and  to  you,  facred  fir,  I  con- 


Mv  brother's  care  I  own  ;  and  to  you,  facred  fir,  I  con- 
feis,  that  the  great  crying  fin  which  I  have  long  indulg'd, 
and  now  prepare  to  expiate,  was  love.  '  My  morning 
'  thoughts,  my  evening  prayers,  my  daily  mufings, 

*  nightly  cares,  was  love!   my  prefent  peace,  my  future 
'  bhfs,  the  joy  of  earth,  and  hopes  of  Heaven  !   I  all 

*  contemn'd  for  love  !' 

Mir.  She's  downright  ftark  mad  in  earneft  ;  death  and 
confufion,  I  have  loft  her!  [d/ide.]  You  con fefs  your 
fault,  madam,  in  fuch  moving  terms,  that  I  could  al- 
moft  be  in  love  with  the  fin. 

Ori.  Take  care,  fir ;  crimes,  like  virtues,  are  their 
own  rewards;  my  chief  delight  became  my  only  grief; 
he  in  whofe  breaft  I  thought  my  heart  fecure,  turn'd 
robber,  and  defpoil'd  the  treafure  that  he  kept. 

Mir,  Perhaps  that  treafure  he  efteems  fo  much,  that 
like  the  mifer,  tho'  afraid  to  ufe  it,  he  referves  it  fafe.  - 

On. 
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Ori.  No,  holy  father  :  who  can  be  mifer  in  another'5 
wealth,  that's  prodigal  of  his  own  ?  His  heart  was  open* 
mar'd  to  all  he  knew,  and  what,  alas!  mull  then  become 
of  mine  !  But  the  fame  eyes  that  drew  this  paffion  in, 
fhall  fend  it  out  in  tears,  to  which  now  hear  my  vow. — 

Mir.  [D  if  covering  bimfelf. ~\  No,  my  fair  angel,  but  let 
me  repent ;  here  on  my  knees  behold  the  criminal,  that 
vows  repentance  his.  Ha!  no  concern  upon  her! 

Ori.  This  turn  is  odd,  and  the  time  has  been,  that 
fuch  a  fudden  change  wou'd  have  furpris'd  me  into  foaie 
confufion. 

'  Mir.  Re  (lore  that  happy  time,  for  I  am  now  re- 
'  turn'd  to  myfelf,  for  I  want  but  pardon  to  deferve 

*  your  favour,  and  here  I'll  fix  till  you  relent  and  give  it. 

'  Ori.   Groveling,  fordid  man  ;  why  would  you  aft  a 

*  thing  to  make  you  kneel,  monarch  in  your  pleafures  to, 
'  be  flave  to  your  faults?   Are  all  the  couquefts  of  your 

'  wand'ring  fway,  your  wit,  your  humour,  fortune,  all 
4  reduc'd  to  the  bafe  cringing  of  a  bended  knee  ?  Servile 
'  and  poor  !  Pray  Heav'n  this  change  be  real.  \_Afede. 
'  Mir.  I  come  not  here  to  juftify  my  fault  but  my  fub- 
'  rniffion,  for  tho'  there  be  a  meannefs  in  this  humble 
'  poiture,  'tis  nobler  ftill  to  bend  when  juflice  calls, 
'  than  to  refill  conviftion. 

*  Ori.    No  more — thy  oft  repeated  violated  words  re- 
'  proach  my  weak  belief,  'tis   the  fevered  calumny   to 
'  hear  thee  fpeak  ;  that  humble  pofture  which  once  cou'd 
'  raife,   now  mortifies  my  pride;  how  can'ft  thou  hope 
'  for  pardon  from  one  that  you  affront  by  afking  it  ? 

'  Mir.  [Ri/es.]  In  my  own  caufe  I'll  plead  no  more,  but 
'  give  me  leave  to  intercede  for  you  againft  the  hard  in- 
'  junctions  of  that  habit,  which  for  my  fault  you  wear. 

*  Ori.  Surprifmg  infolence  !  My  greatell  foe,  pretends 
'  to  give  me  counfel ;   but  I  am  too  warm  upon  fo  cool 
'  a  fubjeft.     My  refolutions,  fir,  are  fix'ci  !  but  as  our 
'  hearts  were  united  with  the  ceremony  of  our  eyes,  fo  I 
'  fhall  ipare  fome  tears  to  the  feparation.  [If'ecfs.]  That's 
'  all ;  farewel. 

'  Mir.  And  mud  Ilofeher?  No.  [Runs  andcatckes  her.~\ 
'  Since  all  my  prayers  are  vain,  I'll  ufe  the  nobler  argu- 
'  ment  of  man,  and  force  you  to  the  juitice  you  rcfule  ; 
'  you're  mine  by  pre-co:;traft  :  and  where's.  the  vow  fa. 

'  focred 


44        THE   INCONSTANT;    OR, 

*  facred  to  difannul  another  ?  I'll  urge  my  love,  your 
'  oath,  and  plead  my  caufe  'gain ft  all  monaflic  fhift* 
'  upon  the  earth. 

'  Or/.  Unhand  me,   ravifher  !  Wou'd  you  prophane 

*  thefe  holy  walls  with  violence  ?  Revenge  for  all  my  pafl 
'  difgrace  now  offers,  thy  life  fliou'd  anfwer  this,  wou'd 

*  I  provoke  the  law  :  urge  me  no  farther,  but  be  gone. 

'  Mir.  Inexorable  woman, let  me  kneel  again.  [Knee/s.r 
Eater  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  Mir.  Where,  where's  this  counterfeit  nun  ? 

Or/.  Madnefs  !  confufion  !  I'm  ruin'd  ! 

Mir.  What  do  I  hear?  [Puts  on  bis  hood.]  What  did 
you  fay,  fir  ! 

Old  Mir.  I  fay  {he's  a  counterfeit,  and  you  may  be 
another  for  ought  I  know,  fir ;  I  have  loft  my  child  by 
thefe  tricks,  fir. 

Mir.  What  tricks,  fir  ? 

OU  Mir.  By  a  pretended  trick,  fir.  A  contrivance 
to  bring  my  fon  to  reafon,  and  it  has  made  him  ftark 
mad  ;  I  have  loft  him  and  a  thoufand  pound  a  year. 

Mir.  [Difcovcring  him/elf, ~\  My  dear  father,  I'm  your 
moft  humble  fervant. 

OldMir.  My  dear  boy,  [Runs  andki/es  him.]  « Welcome 

*  ex  inferis,  my  dear  boy,'  'tis  all  a  trick,  {he's  no  more 
a  nun  than  I  am. 

Mir.  No  ! 

OldMir.  The  devil  a  bit. 

Mir.  Then  kifs  me  again,  my  dear  dad,  for  the  molt 
happy  news— And  now  moft  venerable  holyfifter.  [Kneels^ 

Tour  mercy  and  your  pardon  I  implore, 

For  the  offence  of  a/king  it  before. 

Look'e,  my  dear  counterfeiting  nun,  take  my  advice* 
be  a  nun  in  good  earneft;  women  make  the  belt  nun» 
always  when  they  can't  do  otherwife.  '  Ah  my  dear  fa- 
4  ther,  there  is  a  merit  in  your  fon's  behaviour  that  you 

*  little  think  ;  the  free  deportment  of  fuch  fellows  as  I, 

*  makes  more  ladies  religious,    than  all  the  pulpits  in 

*  France.' 

Ori.  O  !  Sir,  how  unhappily  have  you  deftroy'd  what 
was  fo  near  perfection  !  He  is  the  counterfeit  that  has 
deceiv'd  you. 

OU 
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Old  Mir.  Ha!  Look'e,  fir,    I  recant,  (he  is  a  nun. 

Mir,  Sir,  your  humble  fervant,  then  I'm  a  friar  this 
moment. 

Old  Mir.  Was  ever  an  old  fool  fo  bantcr'd  by  a  brace 
o'  young  ones  ;  hang  yuu  both,  you're  both  counterfeits, 
and  my  plot's  fpoil'd,  that's  a'.l.  [Exit. 

Or/.  Shame  and  confufion,  love,  anger,  and  difap- 
pointment,  will  work  my  brain  to  madnefs. 


[Takes  rff  her  habit.      Exit. 
V  the 


Mir.  Ay,   ay,    throw  by  the  rags,  they  have  ferv'd  a 
turn  for  us  both,  and  they  mail  e'en  gooff  together. 

[Takes  ojf  his  habit. 

Thus  the  /lik  wretch,  when  tortured  by  his  pain, 
jii:d  finding  ail  f //ays  for  life  ars  ijain  ; 
When  the  phyjician  can  no  mere  de/lgn, 
Then  call  the  other  dottor,   the  divine. 
What  vo-ivs  fo  Htaven ,  vjcu'd  Heaven  reft  ere  his  health  ! 
Vo-ius  all  to  Heaven,  his  thoughts,  his  aclior.i,  wealth: 
Bat  if  reflated  fo  vigour  as  befr.re, 
His  health  refujes  what  his  Jicknefs  fvjore. 
The  body  is  no  footer  raised  and  well, 
But  the  weak  Joul  rein  fifes  into  ill ; 
To  all  its  former  fw:-ng  cf  life  is  led, 
And  leaves  its  vovjs  and  prunfes  in  bed* 

[Exit,  throwing  a^jcay  the  habit. 
SCENE  changes  to  Old  Mirabel'/  boufe  :   Duretete  vcltb 

a  letter. 
Dur.   [Reads.] 

JV/fl'  rudcnrfi  was  only  a  proof  of  your  k;:mo-  r,  which  I 

have  found  fo  agreeable,  that  I  OVJK  my Jelf penitent,  and 

willing  to  make  any  reparation  upon  your  fi'Jt  appearance  to 

BIS  ARRE. 

Mirabel  fwears  (he  loves  me,  and  this  confirms  it  ;  then 
farewel  gallantry,  and  welcome  revenge  ;  'tis  my  turn  now 
to  bs  upon  the  fublime,  I'll  take  her  off,  I  warrant  her. 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Well,  miftrefs,  do  you  love  me? 
Bif.  I  hope,  fir,  you  will  pardon  the  modefty  of — 
Dur.  Of  what  ?  of  a  dancing  devil !  •  -    Do  you  love 
me,  I  fay  ? 


46        THE  INCONSTANT;    OR, 

Bif.  Perhaps  I — 

Dur.  What? 

Bif.  Perhaps  I  do  not. 

Dur.  Ha !  abus'd  again  !  Death,  woman,  I'll        . 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  fir,  I  do,  I  do  ! 

Dur.  Confirm  it  then  by  your  obedience,  (land  there  ; 
and  ogle  me  now,  as  if  your  heart,  blood  and  foul  were 

like  to  fly  out  at  your  eyes Firll,  the  diredl  furprife 

[She  looks  full  upon  him.~\  Right  ;  next  the  Deux  ye  ux  far 
oblique.  [She  gives  him  the  fide  glance  ^\  Right;  now 
depart,  and  languifh.  [She  turns  from  him  and  locks  ciier 
her  Jkoulder.  Very  well ;  now  figh.  [She  Jighs.~\  Now 
drop  your  fan  on  puipofe.  [She  drops  her  fan^\  Now  take 
it  up  again :  Come  now,  confefs  your  faults ;  are  not 
you  a  proud — fay  after  me. 

Bif.  Proud. 

Dur.  Impertinent. 

Bif.  Impertinent. 

Dur.  Ridiculous. 

Bif.  Ridiculous. 

Dur.   Flirt. 

Bif.  Puppy. 

Dur.  Zoons!  Woman,  don't  provoke  me,  we  are  alone, 
and  you  don't  know  but  the  devil  may  tempt  me  to  do 
you  a  mifchief ;  afk  my  pardon  immediately. 

Bif.  I  do,  fir,  I  only  miftook  the  word. 

Dur.  Cry  then,  have  you  got  e'er  a  handkerchief? 

Bif.  Yes,  fir. 

Dur.  Cry  then,  handfomely  ;  cry  like  a  queen  in  a 

tragedy.      [She  pretending    to  cry,  Lurjls  cut  a  laughing, 

and  enter  tivo  ladies  laughing. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ladies  both.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dur.  Hell  broke  loofe  upon  me,  and  all  the  furies 
flutter'd  about  my  ears  !  Betray'd  again  ? 

Bif.  That  you  are  upon  my  word,  my  dear  captain  ; 
ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dur.  The  Lord  deliver  me. 

'I  Lady.  What!  Is  this  the  mighty  man  with  the  bull- 
face  that  comes  to  frighten  ladies  ?  I  long  to  fee  him 
angry ;  come  begin. 

Dur.  Ah,  madam,  I'm  the  beft  nstur'd  fcllcw  in  the 
world. 

2  Lady. 
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2  Lady.  A  man  !  we're  miitaken,  a  man  has  manners  ; 
the  auk  ward  creature  is  fome  tinker's  trull  in  a  periwig. 

Bif.  Come,  ladies,   let's  examine  him. 

[  They  lay  hold  on  him. 

Dur.  Examine  !    the  devil  you  will  !  " 

Bif.  I'll  lay  my  life,  fome  great  dairy  maid  in  man's 
clothes. 

Dur.  They  will  do't ; — look'e,  dear  chriiHan  women, 
pray  hear  me. 

Bif.  Will  you  ever  attempt  a  lady's  honour  again  ? 

Dur.  If  you  plcafe  to   let  me  get  away  with  rny  ho- 
nour,  I'll  do  any  thing  in  the  world. 
'     Bif.  Will  you  pcrfuade  your  friend  to  marry  mine  ? 

Dur.   O  yes,  to  be  fure. 

Bif.  And  will  you  do  the  fame  by  me  ? 

Dur.  Burn  me  if  I  do,  if  the  coaft  be  clear.  [Runs  out. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  the  vifit,  ladies,  was  critical  for  our 
diveriions,  we'll  go  make  an  end  of  our  tea.       [Exeunt. 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Old  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Your  patience,  fir,  I  tell  you  I  won't  marry  ;  and 
tho'  you  fend  all  the  bifhops  in  France  to  perfuade  me,  I 
lhall  never  believe  their  dodrlne  againft  their  practice. 

Q!J  Mir.  But  will  you  difobey  your  father,  fir  ? 

Mir.  Weu'd  my  father  have  his  youthful  fon  lie  laz- 
ing here,  boana  to  a  wife,  chain'd  like  a  monkey  to 
make  fport  to  a  woman,  fubject  to  her  whims,  humours, 
longings,  vapours,  and  caf  rices,  '  to  have  her  one  day 
'  pleas'd,  to-morrow  pecvifii,  the  next  day  mad,  the 
f  fourth  rebellious  ;  and  nothing  but  this  fucceffion  of 
'  impertinence  for  ages  together.'  Be  merciful,  fir,  to 
your  own  flefh  and  blood. 

Old  Mir.  But,  fir,  did  not  I  b:ar  all  this,  why  mould 
not  you ' 

Mir.  Then  tho  a  think  that  marriage,  like  treafon, 
fnall  attaint  the  whole  body;  pn-.y  .confidcr,  fir,  is  it 
reafonable  becaafc  you  thrrw  yourfelf  down  "from  one 
ftory,  that  I  muit  call  myfelf  headlong  from  the  garret 
window?  You  wou  d  compel  me  to  that  ftate,  which  I 
have  heard  you  carfe  yourfelf,  when  my  mother  and  you 
have  battled  it  for  a  whole  week  together. 

Ohl  Mir.  Never  but  once,  you  rogue,  and  that  was 
when  ihe  long'd  for  fix  Flanders  mares  :  ay,  fir,  then 

ihe 
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fhe  was  breeding  of  you,    which  fhew'd  what  an  expen- 
five  dog  I  fhould  have  of  you. 

Enter  Petit. 

Well,  Petit,  how  does  fhe  now  ? 

Pet.   Mad,  fir,  con .ponipos — Ay,  Mr.    Mirabel,  you'll 
Relieve  that  I   fpeak    truth,   now  when  I  confefs  that 
I  have  told  you  hitherto  nothing  but  lies  ;   our  jelling  is 
come  to  a  fad  earneft,  flic's  downright  diftra&ed. 
Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  Where  is  this  mighty  victor  ! The  great  ex- 
ploit is  done;  go  triumph  in  the  glory  of  your  con- 
queft,  inhuman,  barbarous  man  !  O  Sir,  [T"o  the  old 
gentleman]  your  wretched  ward  has  found  a  tender 
guardian  of  you,  where  her  young  innocence  expefted 
protection,  here  has  fhe  found  her  ruin. 

Old.  Mir.  Ay  the  fault  is  mine,  for  I  believe  that 
rogue  won't  marry,  for  fear  of  begetting  fuch  anothe 
difobedient  fon  as  his  father  did.  I  have  done  all  I  can 
jnadam,  and  now  can  do  no  more  than  run  mad  for  com' 
pany,  [Grits' 

Enter  Dugard  with  his  favord  drawn. 

Dug.  Away !   Revenge,  revenge. 

Old  Mir.  Patience,  patience,  fir.  [OA/Mir.  hcldi  hi;n. 
Bob,  draw.  [J^e. 

Dug.  Patience  !  The  coward's  virtue,  and  the  brave 
man's  failing,  when  thus  provok'd — Villain  ! 

Mir.  Your  filter's  frenzy  fhall  excufe  your  madnefs  ; 
and  to  (hew  my  concern  fcrwhat  fhe  fuffers,  I'll  bear  the 
villain  from  her  brother — Put  up  your  anger  with  ycur 
fword ;  I  have  a  heart  like  your's,  that  fwells  at  an  af- 
front receiv'd,  but  melts  at  an  injury  given  ;  and  if  the 
lovely  Ortana's  grief  be  fuch  a  moving  fcene,  'twill 
find  a  part  within  this  breaft,  perhaps  as  tender  as  a  bro- 
ther's. 

Dug.  To  prove  that  foft  companion  for  her  grief,  en- 
deavour to  remove  it. — There,  there,  behold  an  objeft 
that's  infective  ;  I  cannot  view  her,  but  I  am  as  mad  as 
ihe :  [Enter  Oriana,  held  by  two  maidi  who  put  her  in  * 

chair.} 
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tbair.]  A  fitter  that  my  dying  parents  left,  with  their 
lalt  words  and  blclling  to  my  care.  Sifter,  deareft 
iifter.  [Goes  to  her. 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  poor  child,  poor  child,  d'ye  know  me  ? 

Ori.  You  !  you  are  Amadis  de  Gaul,  fir  ;—Oh  !  oh  my 
heart!  Were  you  never  in  love,  fair  lady?  And  do  you 
never  dream  of  flowers  and  gardens? — I  dream  of  walk- 
ing fires,  and  tall  gigantic  fights.  Take  heed,  it  comes 
now — What's  that?  Pray  ftand  away:  I  have  feen  that 
face  fure. — How  light  my  head  is ! 

Mir.  What  piercing  charms  has  beauty,  ev'n  in  mad- 
nefs  !  '  thefe  fudden  flarts  of  undigefted  words  moot  thro* 
*  my  foul,  with  more  perfuafive  force  than  all  the  ftu- 
'  died  art  of  labour'd  eloquence.' — Come,  madam,  try 
to  repofe  a  little. 

Ori.  I  cannot;  for  I  muft  be  up  to  go  to  church,  and 
I  mull  drefs  me,  put  on  my  new  gown,  and  be  fo  fine, 

to  meet  my  love.     Hey  ho ! Will  not  you  tell  me 

where  my  heart  lies  buried  ? 

Mir.  My  very  foul  is  touch'd — Your  hand,  my  fair. 

Ori.  How  foft  and  gentle  you  feel?  I'll  tell  you  your 
fortune,  friend. 

Mir.  How  me  Hares  upon  me ! 

Ori.  You  have  a  flattering  face  ;  but  'tis  a  fine  one— 
-I  warrant  you  have  five  hundred  miftrefles — Ay,  to  be 

fure,  a  miitrefs  for  every  guinc-a  in  his  pocket Will 

you  pray  for  me  ?  I  mall  die  to-morrow — And  will  you 
ring  my  pafling-bell? 

Mir.  O  woman,  woman,  of  artifice  created!  whofe 
nature,  even  diftrafted,  has  a  cunning:  In  vain  let  man 
his  fenfe,  his  learning  boafl,  when  woman's  madnefs 
over  rules  his  reafon.  Do  you  know  me  injur'd  creature  ? 

Ori.  No — but  you  (hall  be  my  intimate  acquaintance 
—in  the  grave.  \Weeps. 

Mir.  O  tears,  I  muft  believe  you  ;  fure  there's  a  kind 
of  fympathy  in  madnefs:  for  even  I,  obdurate  as  I  am, 
do  feel  my  foul  fo  tofs'd  with  ftorms  of  paffion,  that  I 
could  cry  for  help  as  well  as  me. {IVipes  bit  eyet. 

Ori.  What  have  you  loft  your  lover  ?  No,  you  mock 
•me  ;  I'll  go  home  and  pray. 

C  Mir. 
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Mir.  Stay,  my  fair  innocence,  and  hear  me  own  my 
love  fo  loud,  that  1  may  call  your  fer.fes  to  their  place, 
reilore  'em  to  their  charming  happy  fun&ions,  and  \c- 
initate  myfelf  into  your  favour. 

Bif.  Let  her  alone,  fir,  'tis  all  too  late ;  me  trembles, 
hold  her,  her  fits  grow  ftronger  by  her  talking;  don't 
trouble  her,  me  don't  know  you,  fir. 

Old  Mir.  Not  know  him !  what  then?  me  loves  to 
fee  him  for  all  that. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Where  are  you  all?  Wnat  the  devil!  melan- 
choly, and  I  here!  Are  ye  fad,  and  fuch  a  ridiculous 
fubjeft,'  fuch  a  very  good  jeit  among  you  as  I  am  f 

Mir.  Away  with  this  impertinence  ;  this  is  no  place 
for  bagatel :  I  have  murder'd  my  honour,  deflroy'd  a 
Jady,  and  my  defire  of  reparation  is  come  at  length  too 
Jate :  fee  there. 

Dur.  What  ails  her? 
Mir.  Alas !    fhe's  mad. 

Dur.  Mad  !  do'll  wonder  at  that  ?  By  this  light,  they're 
allfo;  they're  cozening  mad ;  they're   brawling  mad; 
they're  proud  mad;  Ijult  now  came  from  a  whole  world 
of  mad  women,  that  had  almoJt — What  is  flie  dead: 
Mir.  Dead!  Heav'ns  forbid. 

Dur.  Heav'ns  further  it;  for  till  they  be  as  cold  a^  a 
key,  there's  no  trufling  them ;  you're  never  frre  thr.t  ?. 
woman's  in  earneft,  'till  (he  is  nail'd  in  her  coffin.  Shall 
I  talk  to  her  ?    Are  you  mad,  miftrefs  ? 
Bif.  What's  that  to  you,  fir? 

Dur.  Oons,  madam,  are  you  there  !  '  [Runs  off 
Mir.  Away,  thou  wild  buffoon  ;  how  poor  and  mean 
this  humour  now  appears?  '  His  follies  and  my  own  1 
here  difclaim  ;'  this  lady's  frenzy  has  reltor'd  my  fenfes, 
and  was  flie  perfect  now,  as  once  flie  was  (before  ye  all 
I  fpeak  it)  flie  fhould  be  mine ;  and  as  fhe  is,  my  tears 
and  prayers  fhall  wed  her. 

Dug.  How  happy  had  this  declaration  been  fome 
hours  ago. 

Bif.  Sir,  flic  beckons  to  you,  and  waves  us  to  go  oft ; 
come,  come,  let's  leave  'em  [Ex.  omnes,  but  Mir.  anctQri. 
Or/.  O  fir. 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Speak,  my  charming  angel,  if  your  dear  fenfes 
have  regain'd  their  order ;  fpeak,  fair,  and  blefs  me 
with  the  news. 

Or/.  Firft,  let  me  blefs  the  canning  of  my  fex,  that 
happy  counterfeited  frenzy  that  has  reltor'd  to  my  poor 
labouring  breaft  the  dearelt,  befl  belov'dof  men. 

Mir.  Tune  all  ye  fpheres,  your  inftruments  of  joy,  and 
carry  round  your  fpacious  orbs,  the  happy  found  of  Or/-- 
ana's  health;  her  foul,  whofe  harmony  was  next  to 
yours,  is  now  in  tune  again ;  the  counterfeiting  fair  ha& 
play'd  the  fool. 

She  nvas  fo  mad  to  counterfeit  for  mt;  -j 

I  was  Jo  mad  to  pawn  my  liberty  :  V 

But  no<w  ive  both  are  well,   and  both  are  free.  \ 

Or/.  How,  fir,  free! 

Mir.  As  air,  tny  dear  bedlamite  ;  what,  marry  a  lu- 
natick  !  L.ook  ye,  my  dear,  you  have  counterfeited  mad- 
nefs  fo  very  well  this  bout,  that  you'll  be  apt  to  play 
the  fool  all  your  life  long'         Here,  gentlemen. 
Or/.  Monfter!  you  won't  difgrace  me.. 
Mir.  O' my  faith,  but  I  will;  here,  come  in  gentle- 
men.— A  miracle  !  a  miracle  !  the  woman's  difpoflefs'd, 
the  devil's  vanim'd. 

fnterOld  Mirabel  aWDugard. 
Old  Mir.  Blefs  us,  was  foe  poflefs'd  r 
Mir.  With  the  worft  of  demons,  fir,    a  marriage-de- 
vil, a  horrid  devil.     Mr..  Dugard,    don't  be  furpriz'd, 
I  promis'd  my  endeavours  to  cure  your  filler;    no  mad 
doctor  in  Ghriftendom  could  have  done  it  more  effectu- 
ally.    Take  her  into  your  charge;    and  have  a  care  fhe 
don't  relapfe ;  if  me  fhould,  employ  me  not  again,   for 
I  am  no  more  infallible  than  others  of  the  faculty  ;.  I  do 
cure  fometimes. 

Or/.  Your  remedy,  moft  barbarous  man,  'will  prove 

the  greateft  poifon  to  my  health  ;  for  tho'  my  former 

frenzy  was  but  counterfeit,  I  now  mail  run  into  a  real 

madnefs.  [Exit  Old  Mir.  after. 

Dug.  This  was  a  turn  beyond  my  knowledge;  I'm  (b 

confus'd,  I  know  not  how  to  refent  it.  [Exit. 

C  2  Mir*. 
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Mir.  What  a  dangerous  precipice  have  I  efcap'd  ?  Was 
not  I  juft  now  upon  the  brink  of  deftruftion  ? 

Enter  Duretete. 

O  my  friend,  let  me  run  into  thy  bofom ;  no  lark, 
efcap'd  from  the  devouring  pounces  of  a  hawk,  quakes 
with  more  difmal  apprehenfion. 

Dur.  The  matter,  man  ! 

Mir,  Marriage,  hanging;  I  was  juft  at  the  gallows- 
foot,  the  running  noofe  about  my  neck,  and  the  cart 
wheeling  from  me. — Oh — I  (han't  be  myfelf  this  month 
again, 

Dur.  Did  not  I  tell  youfo  ?  They  are  all  alike,  faints 
or  devils:  their  counterfeiting  can't  be  reputed  a  deceit, 
for  'tis  the  nature  of  the  fex,  -not  their  contrivance. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay :  there's  no  living  here  with  fecurity ; 
this  houfe  is  fo  full  o'f  ftratagem  and  defign,  that  I  muft 
abroad  again. 

Dur.  With  all  my  heart,  I'll  bear  thee  company,  my 
lad  ;  I'll  meet  you  at  the  play ;  and  we'll  fet  out  for  Italy 
to-morrow  morning. 

Mir.  A  match ;  I'll  go  pay  my  compliment  of  leave 
to  my  father  prefently. 

Dttr.  I'm  afraid  he'll  flop  you, 

Mir.  What  pretend  a  command  over  me  after  his  fet- 
tlement  of  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  upon  me?  No,  no, 
he  has  pafs'd  away  his  authority  with  the  conveyance ; 
the  will  of  a  living  father  is  chiefly  obeyed  for  the  fake 
of  the  dying  one. 

What  makes  the  world  attend  and  croud  the  great  ? 

Hopes,  intereft,  and  dependence,  make  their  ftate ; 

Behold  the  anti-chamber  fill'd  with  beaux, 

A  horfe's  levee  throng'd  with  courtly  crows. 

Tho'  grumbling  fubjefts  make  the  crown  their  fport, 

Hopes  of  a  place  will  bring  the  fparks  to  court. 

Dependence,  ev'n  a  father's  fway  fecures, 

For  tho'  the  fon  rebels,  the  heir  is  yours.'   [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT        V. 
SCENE,    the  Street  before  the  Play-Houfe. 

Mirabel  and  Duretete    as   coming  from  the  Play;. 

Dur.  JT  OW  d'ye  like  this  play?. 

tJ.  Mir.  I  lik'd  the  company ;  the  lady,  the- 
rich  beauty  in  the  front-box  had  my  attention  :  thefe 
impudent  poets  bring  the  ladies  together  to  fupport  them, 
and  to  kill  every  body  elfe. 

For  deaths  upon  the  Jtage  the  ladles  cry, 

But  aicr  mind  us  that  in  the  audience  die  : 

4  The  poet's  hero  Jhould  not  move  their  pain, 

'  But  they  Jhoiid  iveep  for  thofe  their  ejes  have  Jlain.J 

Dur.  Hoyty,  toyty;  did  Phillis  infpire  you  with  all 
this  ? 

Mir.  Ten  times  more;  the play-houfe  is  the  element 
of  poetry,  becaufe  the  region  of  beauty ;  the  ladies,  me- 
thinks,  have  a  more  triumphant  air  in  the  boxes  than  ar.y 
where  elfe,  they  fit  commanding  on  their  thrones  v/itii 
all  their  fubjecl  flaves  about  them:  their  belt  clothes, 
beft  looks,  fhining  jewels,  fparkling  eyesx  the  treafure 
of  the  world  in  a  ring.  Then  there's  fuch  a  hurry  of 
pleafure  to  tranfporf  us ;  the  buttle,  noife,  gallantry, 
4  equipage,  garters,  feathers,  wigs,'  bows,  fmiles,  ogL-s, 
love,  mufic,  and  applaufe :  I  could  wifh  that  my  whole 
life  long  were  the  firft  night  of  a  new  play. 

Dur.  The  fellow  has  quite  forgot  this  journey  ;  have 
you  befpoke  poll  horfes  ? 

Mir.  Grant  me  but  three  days,  dear  captain,  one  to 
difcover  the  lady,  one  to  unfold  myfelf,  and  one  to  make 
me  happy;  and  then  I'm  yours  to  the  wcrldVend. 

Dur.  Haft  thou  the  impudence  to  promife  thyfelf  a 
lady  of  her  figure  and  quality  in  fo  fhort  a  time? 

Mir.  Yes,  Jir — t  have  a  con.fide.nt  addrefs,  no  difagree- 
able  peifon,  and  five  hundred  lewis  d'ors  in  my  pocket. 

Dur.  Five  hundred  lewis  d'ors!  Youa'n'tmad? 

C  3  Mir.. 
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Mir.  I  tell  you,  fhe's  worth  five  thoufand ;  one  of  her 
bjack  brilliant  eyes  is  worth  a  diamond  as  big  as  her  head. 
'  I  compar'd  her  necklace  with  her  looks,  and  the  living 
'  jewels  out-fparkled  the  dead  ones  by  a  million.' 

Dur.  But  you  have  own'd  to  me,  that  abating  Ori- 
ands  preteniions  to  marriage,  you  lov'd  her  pafnonately  ; 
then  how  can  you  wander  at  this  rate  ? 

Mir.  I  long'd  for  a  partridge  t'other  day  off  the  king's 
plate,  but  d'ye  think,  becaufe  I  could  not  have  it,  I 
mud  eat  nothing. 

Dur.  Prithee,  Mirabel,  be  quiet;  }ou  may  remember 
what  narrow  'fcapes  you  have  had  abroad  by  following 
Grangers ;  you  forget  your  leap  «ut  of  the  Courtefan's 
window  at  Bologna,  to  fave  your  fine  ring  there. 

Mir.  My  ring's  a  trifle,  there's  nothing  we  poflefs 

comparable  to  what  we  defire be  fhy  of  a  lady  bsre- 

fac'd  inr  the  front-box  with  a  thoufand  pounds  in  jewels 
about  her  neckf  For  Ihame,  no  more. 

Enter  Oriana  in  Soy's  Clothes  'with  a  Letter. 

Ori.  Is  your  name,  Mirabel,  fir? 

Mir.  Yes,    fir. 

Ori.  A  letter  from  your  uncle  in  Picardy. 

[Gives  the  letter. 

Mir.   [Reads.] 

17* H  E  bearer  is  the  fen  of  a  Proteftant  gentleman,  <wba 
flying  for  his  religion,  left  me  the  charge  of  this  youth, 
[a  pretty  boy.~\  He's  fond  of  fame  handfome  fer-vice  that  may 
afford  him  opportunity  of  improvement ;  your  care  of  him 
iuill  oblige  Your's. 

Has't  a  mind  to  travel  child? 

Ori.  'Tis  my  defire,  fir ;  I  mould  be  pleas'd  to  fcrve 
a  traveller  in  any  capacity. 

Mir.  A  hopeful  inclination  j  you  mail  along  with  me 
into  Italy,  as  my  page. 

Dur.  '  I  don't  think  it  fafe,  the  rogue's  [Noi/e  'with- 
out.] too  handfome.' The  play's  done,  and  fome  of 

the  ladies  come  this  way. 

Enter  Lamorce,  ivith  her  train  born  up  hy  a  Pagf. 

Mir.  Duretete,  the  very  dear,  identical  Ihe. 

Dur.  And  what  then  ? 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Why  'tis  ftie. 

Dur.  And  what  then,  fir? 

Mir.  Then  !   Why Look'e,  firrah,    the  firft  piece 

of  fervice  I  put  on   you,  is  to  follow  that  lady's  coach, 
and  bring  me  word  where  fhe  lives.  [To  Oriana. 

Or/'.  I  don't  know  the  town,  fir,  and  am  afraid  of 
lofing  myfelf. 

Mir.  Pfhaw. 

Lam.  Page,  what's  become  of  all  my  people  ? 

Page.  I  can't  tell,  madam,  I  can  fee  no  fign  of  your 
ladylhip's  coach. 

Lam.  That  fellow  is  got  into  his  old  pranks,  and^ 
fall'n  drunk  fomewhere  ;  none  of  the  footmen  there  ? 

Page.  Not  one,  madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  fervants  are  the  plague  of  our  lives, 
what  fli all  I  do  ? 

Mir.  By  all  my  hopes,  fortune  pimps  for  me  ;  now 
Duretete.  for  a  piece  of  gallantry. 

Dur.  Why  you  won't  fure  ? 

Mir.  Won't,  brute  !  Let  not  your  fervants  negleft, 
madam,  put  your  lady  (hip  to  any  inconvenience,  for 
you  can't:  be  difappointed  of  an  equipage  whilft  mine 
waits  below  ;  and  wou'd  you  honour,  the  mafter  fo  far, 
he  would  be  proud  to  pay  his  attendance. 

Dur.  Ay  to  be  fure.  [Afide. 

Lam.  Sir,  I  won't  prefume  to  be  troublefome,  for  my 
habitation  is  a  great  way  off. 

Dur.  Very  true,  madam,  and  he's  a  little  engag'd,  be- 
fides,  madam,  a  hackey-coach  will  do  as  well,  madam. 

Mir.  Rode  beaft,  be  quiet!  [To  Duretete.]  The  far- 
ther from  home,  madam,  the  more  occafion  you  have 
for  a  guard — pray,  madam — 

Lam.  Lard,  fir. — [He  feems  to  prefs,  Jhe  to  decline  it  in 

dumb  Jhe'vj. 

Dur.  Ah  !  the  devil's  in  his  impudence ;  now  he 
wheedles,  me  fmiles  ;  he  flatters,  Ihe  fimpers ;  hefwears, 
fiie  believes ;  he's  a  rogue,  aud  fhe's  a  w —  in  a  moment. 

Mir.  Without  there  !  my  coach  ;  Duretete,  wilh  me 
joy.  {Hands  the  Lady  cut. 

Dur.  Wifli  you  a  furgeon  !  Here  you  little  Picard,  go 
follow  your  mafter,  and  he'll  lead  you 

C  4  Or/. 
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Or/.  Whither,  fir? 

Dur.  To  the  academy,  child:  'tis  the  fafhion,  with, 
men  of  quality,  to  teach  their  pages  their  exercifes — go. 

Or/.  Won't  you  go  with  him  too,  fir;  that  woman 
may  do  him  fome  harm,  I  don't  like  her. 

Dur.  Why,  how  now  Mr.  Page,  do  you  ftart  up  to 
give  laws  of  a  fudden  ;  do  you  pietcnd  to  rife  at  court, 
and  difapprove  the  pleafure  of  your  betters  :  Lock'e, 
iirrah,  if  ever  you  wou'd  rife  by  a  great  man,  be  fure  to 
be  with  him  in  his  little  actions,  and,  as  a  ftep  to  your 
advancement,  follow  year  matter  immediately,  and 
make  it  your  hope  that  he  goes  to  a  bawdy-hoafe. 

Or/.  Heav'ns  forbid.  [Exit. 

Dug.  Now  wou'd  I  fooner  take  a  cart  in  comp.uiy  cf 
the  hangman,  than  a  coach  with  that  woman  :  what  a 
flrange  antipathy  have  I  taken  againft  thefe  creatures ; 
a  woman  to  me  is  averfion  upon  averfion,  a  cheefe,  a 
cat,  a  breaft  of  mutton,  the  fqualling  of  children,  the 
grinding  of  knives,  and  the  fnuff  of  a  candle.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  a  handfome  apartment* 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Laraorce. 

Lam.  To  convince  me,  fir,  that  your  fervice  was 
fomething  more  than  good  breeding,  pleafe  to  lay  out 
an  hour  of  your  company  upon  my  deiire,  as  you  have 
already  upon  my  neceflity. 

Mir.  Your  defire,  madam,  has  only  prevented  my  re- 
quell :  my  hours !  make  'em  yours,  madam,  eleven 
twelve,  one,  two,  three,  and  all  that  belong  to  thofe 
happy  minutes. 

Lam.  But  J  muft  trouble  you,  fir,  to  difmifs  your  re- 
tinue, becaufe  an  equipage  at  my  door,  at  this  time  of 
night,  will  not  be  confiftent  \vith  my  reputation. 

Mir.  By  all  means,  madam,  all  but  one  little  t>oy— 
Here,  Page.  [Enltr  Oriana]  order  my  coech  and  fer- 
vants  home,  and  do  you  flay  ;  'tis  a  foolilh  country  boy, 
that  knows  nothing  but  innocence.  [Ex't  Oriana. 

Lam.  Innocence,  fir?  I  mould  be  forry  if  }ou  made 
any  finifler  conflruclions  of  my  freedom. 

Mir.  O  madam,  I  muft  not  pretend  to  remark  upon  any 
body's  freedom,  having  fo  entirely  forfeited  my  own. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  Well,  fir,  'twere  convenient  towards  our  eafy 
correspondence,  that  weenter'd  into  a  frje  confidence  of 
each  other,  by  a  mutual  declaration  of  what  we  are,  and 
what  we  think  of  one  another. — Now,  fir  what  are  you  ? 
Mir.  In  three  words,  madam, — I  am  am  a  gentleman, 
I  have  five  hundred  pounds  in  my  pocket,  and  a  clean 
ihirt  on. 

Lam.  And  your  name  is  •-  •          — 

Mir.  Xuftapha. Now,  madam,  the  inventory  of 

your  fortunes. 

Lam.  My  name  is  Lanorce  ;  my  birth  noble  ;  I  was 
married  young,  to  a  proud,  rud;,  fallen,  impetuous  fel- 
low ;  the  hufband  fpoiled  the  gentlemen  ;  crying  ruin'd 
my  face,  'till  at  lait  I  took  heart,  leap'd  out  of  a  win- 
dow, got  away  to  my  friends,  fu'd  my  tyrant,  and  re- 
covered my  fortune 1  liv'd  from  fifteen  to  twenty  to 

pleafe  a  hufband  ;  from  twenty  to  fsrty  I'm  refolv'd  to  • 
pleafe  myfelf,  and  frcm  thence  upwards  I'll  humour  the 
world. 

'  M:r.  The  charming  wild  notes  of  a  bird  broke  out 

*  of  its  cage. 

'  Lam.  I  mark'd  you  at  the  play,  and  fomething  I  faw- 
'  of  a  weil-furnifh'd,  carelefs,  agreeable  tour  about  you. 
'  Methought  your  eyes  made  their  mannerly  demands 
'  with  fach  an  arch  modelty,  that  I  don't  know  how — 

*  but  I'm  elop'd.      Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'm  elop'd.' 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  rejoice  in  your  good  fortune  with 
all  my  heart. 

Lam.  O,  now  I  think  on't,  Mr.  Muftapha,  you  have 
got  the  fincft  ring  there,  I  cou'd  fcarcely  believe  it  right ;, 
pray  let  me  fee  it. 

Mir.  Hum!  Yes,  madam,  'cis,  'tis  right — but,  but, 
but,  but,  but,  it  Wvis  given  me  by  my  mother,  an  old 
family  ring,  madam,  an  old-fcmion'd  family-ring. 

Lam.  Ay,  fir — If  you  can  entertain  yourielf  '  with  a 
£bng*  for  a  moment,  Fll  wait  on  you  immediately;  '  come 

*  in  there.  \_Exit. 

'  Enter  Singers. 

*  Call  what  you  pleafe,  fir. 

•  Mir.  Thenewfong. Pritbee,  Phillis, 

'SONG.' 

C  4  Mir. 
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Mir.  Certainly  the  ftars  have  been  in  a  ftrange  intri- 

fuing  humour  when  I  was  born — Ay,  this  night  fhou'd 
have  had  a  bride  in  my  arms,  and  that  I  fhou'd  like 
well  enough:  But  what  Ihou'd  I  have  to-morrow  night  ? 
The  fame.  And  what  next  night?  The  fame.  And 
what  next  night  ?  The  very  fame  :  Soup  for  breakfaft, 
foup  for  dinner,  foup  for  fupper,  and  foup  for  breakfaft 
again — But  here's  variety. 

'  /  lo<ve  the  fair  nuho  freely  give!  her  heart, 
*  That's  mine  by  ties  cf  nature,  not  of  art  ; 
'  Who  boldly  oivnf  whatever  her  thought*  indite, 
'  And  is  too  modeji  for  a  hypocrite.'' 

[Lamorce  appears  at  the  door,  as  he  rum  towards  her, 

four  Bra*voes  ftep.in  before  her.  He  Ji  arts  back. 
She  comes,  me  comes — Hum,  hum — Biceh — Murder'd, 
murder'd  to  be  fure  ?  The  curfed  ftrumpet !  To  make 
me  fend  away  my  fervants — Nobody  near  me !  Thefe 
cut-throats  always  make  fure  work.  What  mall  I  do  ? 
I  have  but  one  way.  \Afede  ]  Are  thef«  gentlemen  your  re- 
lations, madam  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  fir. 

Mir.  Gentlemen  your  moft  humble  fervant ;  fir,  your 
moft  faithful,  yours,  fir,  with  all  my  heart ;  your  moft 
obedient— come,  gentlemen,  [Salutes  all  round]  pleafe 
to  fit— no  ceremony,  next  the  lady,  pray  fir. 

Lam.  Well,  fir,  and  how  d'ye  like  my  friends  ? 

[Ttej  all  fit. 

Mir.  O,  madam,  the  moft  finifh'd  gentlemen  !  I  was 
never  more  happy  in  good  company  in  all  my  life  ;  I 
fuppofe,  fir,  you  have  travell'd  ? 

I  Bra.  Yes,  fir. 

Mir.  Which  way,  may  I  prefume  ? 

I  Bra*  In  a  weftern  barge,  fir. 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  yery  pretty  ;  facetious  pretty  gen- 
tleman ! 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  fir,  you  have  got  the  prettied 
ring  upon  you  finger  there 

Mir.  Ah  ?  madam,  'tis  at  your  fervice  with  all  my 
he«r  t .  [  Qjftring  the  ring . 

Lam. 


THE    WAY  TO   WIN   HIM.  59 

Lam.  By  no  means,  fir,  a  family  ring  !          [Takes  it. 
Mir.  No  matter,  madam.     Seven  hundred  pounds  by 

this  Jitrht.  [JJlA. 

2  Bra.  Prayj  fir,   what's  o'clock  ? 
Mir.  Hum  !   Sir,  I  have  left  my  watch  at  home. 
2  Braij.  I  thought  I  fa\v  the  firing  of  it  juft  no\v — 
Mir.  Ods  my  life,  fir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  here  it  is 
— hut  it  don't  go.  [Putting  it  /.'/  . 

Lam.  O  dear  fir,  an   Englijb  watch  !   Tamp ion's  I  pre- 
fume. 

Mir.  D'ye  like  it.  madam — no  ceremony 'tis  at 

your  fervice  with  all  my  heart  and  foul Tompion's.l 

Hang  ye.  \_AJtde. 

i  Bra.   But,    fir,    above     all    things,    I  admire    the 
fafhion  and  make  of  your  fwcrd-hilt. 
Mir.  I'm  mighty  glad  you  like  it,  fir. 
I  Bra.   Will  you  part  with  it,  fir  ? 
Mir.  Sir,  I  won't  fell  it. 
I  Bra.   Not  fell  it,   fir  ! 

Mir.  No,  gentlemen,. but  I'll  bellow  it  with  all 

my  heart.  [Offcriag  it. 

i  Bra.  O,  fir,  we  fiiall  rob  you. 

Mir.  That  you  do  I'll  be  fwo'rn.  \Afide. "\  I  have  ano- 
ther at  home,  pray,  fir, — Gentlemen  you're  too  modeft, 
have  I  any  thing  elfe  that  you  fancy  — '  Sir,  will  you 
'  cio  me  a  favour?'  [To  the  \jt  Bravo. ~\  I  am  extremely  in 
Jove  with  that  wig  which  you  wear,  will  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  change  with  me  ? 

i  Bra.  Look'e,  fir,  this  is  a  family  wig,  and  Iwou'd 

not  part  with  it.   but  if  you  like  it 

Mir.  Sir  your  mod  humble  fervant.  [They  change  wigs. 

1  Bra.  Madam,  your  moll  humble  flave. 

[Goes  up  foppijhly  to  the  Lady,  falutes  her. 

2  Bra.  The  fellow's  very  liberal ;  fhall  we  murder  him  ? 
i  Bra.  What !  Let  him  'fcape  to  hang  us  all  !  And  I 

to  lofe  my  wig;  no,  no  !  I  want  but  a  handfome  pre- 
tence to  quarrel  with  him,  for  you  know  we  muft  aft 
like  gentlemen.  '  Here,  fomewine' — [Wine  here.]  Sir, 
your  good  health.  [Pulls  Mirabel  by  the  r.of;. 

Mir.  Oh  !  fir,  your  moft  humble   fervant  ;  a  pleaiant 
frolic  enough,    to  drink  a  man's  health,  and  pull  him 
C  6  by 
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by  the  nofe  :  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  pleafanteil  pre:ty-humour'd 
gentleman. 

'  Lam.  Help  the  gentleman  to  a  glafs,'     [Mir  dri>ikt. 

1  Bra.  How  d'ye  like  the  wine,  fir  ? 

Mir.  Very  good  o'  the  kind,  fir  :  But  I  tell  ye  what; 
I  find  we're  all  inclin'd  to  be  frolicfome,  and  I'gad,  for 
my  own  part,  I  was  never  more  difpofcd  to  be  merry  ; 
let's  make  a  night  on't,  ha  ! — This  wine  is  pretty,  but 
I  have  fuch  Burgundy  at  home. — Look'e,  gentlemen,  let 
me  fend  for  half  a  dozen  flafks  of  my  Burgundy,  I  defy 
France  to  match  it ; — 'Twill  make  us  all  life,  all  air, 
pray,  gentlemen. 

2  Era.  Eh  !   Shall  us  have  his  Burgundy  ! 

I  Era.  Yes,  faith,  we'll  have  all  \ve  can  ;  here  call  up 
the  gentleman's  fervant — What  think  you,  Lamcrce  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  yes,-  your  fervant  is  a  foolifh  country 
boy,  fir,  he  underltancls  nothing  but  innocence. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay,  madam. — Here,  Pfge,  [Enter  Oriana.] 
take  this  key,  and  go  to  my  butler,  order  him  to  fend 
half  a  dozen  fl.iflts  of  the  red  Burgundy,  mark'd  a  thou- 
fand  ;  and  be  fure  you  make  hafte,  1  long  to  entertain 
my  friends  here,  my  very  good  friends. 

Omnes.  Ah,  dear,  fir  ! 

l.  Bra.  Here,  child,  take  a  gl?.fs  of  wine — Your 
mafter  and  I  have  chang'd  wigs,  honey,  in  a  frolic. 
Where  had  you  this  pretty  boy,  honeft  Mttftcfba? 

Ori.  Mrjlapba  ! 

Mir.  Out  of  Picardy this  is  the  firft  errand  he  has 

made  for  me,  and  if  he  dees  it  right,  I'll  encourage  him. 

Ori.  The  red  Burgundy,  fir. 

Mir.  The  red,  mark'd  a  thoufand,  and  be  fure  you 
make  htfte. 

Ori.  I  fhall,  fir.  [Exit. 

i  Bra.  Sir  ycu  were  pleas'd  to  like  my  wig,  have 
you  any  fancy  for  my  coat? — Look'e,  fir,  it  has  ferv'd 
a  great  many  honeft  gentlemen  very  faithfully. 

Mir.  Notfoiaithfully,  for  I'm  afraid  it  has  got  a  fcurvy 
trick  of  leaving  all  it's  mailers  in  necefliry. — The  info- 
lence  of  thcfe  dogs  is  beyond  their  cruelty.  {Afide. 

Lean.  You're  melancholy,  fir. 

Mir.  Only  concern'd,  madam,  that  Lfhou'd  have  no 
fcrvaiu  here  but  this  little  boy he'll  make  fome  con- 
founded 
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founded  blunder,  I'll  lay  my  life  on't,  I  wou'd  not  be 
difappointed  of  my  wine  for  the  univerfe. 

Lam.  He'll  do  well  enough,  fir;  but  flipper's  ready, 
will  you  pleafe  to  eat  a  bit,  fir  ? 

Mir.  O,  madam,  1  never  had  a  better  flomach  in  my 
life. 

Lam.  Comethen, — \ve  have  nothingbutaplatecffoup. 

Mir.  Ah !  the  marriage-foup  I  cou'd  difpenfe  with 
now.  [AJide.~\  [Exit,  banding  tkt  lady, 

2  Bra.  That  wig  won't  fall  to  your  fiiare. 

1  Era.  No,  no,  we'll  fettle  that  afier  fupper,   in  the 
mean  time  the  gentleman  (hall  wear  it. 

2  Bra.  Shall  we  dlipatch  him  ? 

3  Bra.  To  be  fure.      I  think  he  knows  me. 

I  Bra.  Ay,  ay,  dead  men  tell  no  tales  ;  I  wonder  at 

the  impudence  of  the  Kngttp  rogues,  thr.t  will  hazard  the 

meeting  a  man  at  the  b?.r  whom  they  have  encountered 

upon  the  rcr.d  !   I  ha'nt  the  confidence  to  look  a  rnanin.' 

the  face  sftcr  I  have  done  him  an  injury,  therefore  we'll 

murder  hiir.  [Exiuvt. 

SCENE  changes  to  OU  Mirabel'*  beufe. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  My  friend  has  forfaken  me,  I  have  abandon'd 
my  mirlrcfs,  my  time  lies  heavy  upon  my  hands,  and  my 
money  br.;  ns  in  my  pocket — But  now  I  think  on'c,  my 
myrmidons  are  upon  duty  to-night;  I'll  fhirly  llrole 
down  to  the  guard,  and  nod  away  the  night  with  my 
honeft  lieutenant  over  a  flafk  of  wine,  arake-helly  ftory, 
and  a  pipe  cf  tobacco.  [Going  oft\  Bif.  meets bim* 

Bif.  Who  ccmes  there  ?   ftand  ! 

Dur.  Heyday,  now  flic's  turn'd  dragoon. 

Bif.  Lcck'e,  fir,  I'm  told  you  intend  to  travel  again- 
— I  defign  to  wait  on  you  as  far  as  Italy. 

Dur.  Then  I'll  travel  into  Wales. 

Bif.  Wales  !  What  coanrry's  that  ? 

Dur.  The  land  cf  mountains,  child,  where  you're 
never  out  of  the  way,  'caufe  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  a 
high  road. 

Bif.  Rather  always  in  a  high-road,  'caufe  you  travel  all 
upon  hills  ; — but  be't  as  it  v>'ll,  I'll  jog  along  with  you. 

Dur.  But  we  iatead  to  foil  to  the  Rajl-lndies. 

Bif. 


6z         THE    INCONSTANT;    OR. 

Bif.  Eajl  or  Weft,  'tis  all  one  to  me  ;  I'm  tight  and 
light,  and  the  fitter  for  failing. 

Dur.  But  fuppofe  we  take  thro'  Germany,  and  drink 
hard. 

Bif.  Suppofe  I  take  thro'  Germany,  and  drink  harder 
than  you. 

Dur.  Suppofe  I  go  to  a  bawdy-houfe. 

Bif.  Suppofe  I  (hew  you  the  way. 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  woman,  will  you  go  to  the  guard  with 
me,  and  fmoak  a  pipe  ? 

Bif.  Allans  dene  ! 

Dur.  The  devil's  in  the  woman  ; fuppofe  I  hang 

myfelf. 

Bif.  There  I'll  leave  you. 

Dur.  And  a  happy  riddance,  the  gallows  is  welcome. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  [Catches  him  by  the  arm  going.] 
one  word  before  we  part. 

Dur.  Let  me  go,  madam, or  I  mall  think  that 

you're  a  man,   and  perhaps  may  examine  you. 

Bif.  Stir  if  you  dare  ;  I  have  ftill  fpirits  to  attend  me  ; 
and  can  raife  fuch  a  mufter  of  fairies  as  mall  punifli  you 
to  death — Come,  fir,  ftand  the.e  now  and  ogle  me  :  [He 
fro-iuns  upon  her.]  Now  a  languifhing  figh  !  [He  groans .] 

Now  run  and  take  my  fan, fafter.   [He  runt  and 

takes  it  up.~\  Now  play  with  it  handfomely. 

Dur.  Ay,  ay.  [He  tears  it  all  in  pieces. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  dear  humourous  coxcomb  ;  Captain, 
fpare  my  fan,  and  I'll — Why,  you  rude,  inhuman  mon^ 
fter,  don't  you  expeft  to  pay  for  this  ? 

Dur.  Yes,  madam,  there's  twelve  pence  ;  for  that  is 
the  price  on't. 

Bif.  Sir,  it  coft  a  guinea. 

Dur.  Well,  madam,  you  mall  have  the  flicks  again. 
[Throws  them  to  her,  and  Exit. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  ridiculous    below  my  concern.     I 

muft  follow  him  however,  to  know  if  he  can  give  me 

any  news  of  Oriana.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  Lamorce'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Mirabel  folus. 

Mir.  Bloody  hell-hounds,  I  over-heard  you  : Was 

not  I  two  hours  ago  the  happy,  gay,  rejoicing  Mira- 
bel ? 
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Itl?  How  did  I  plume  my  hopes  in  a  fair  coming  profpeft 
of  a  long  fcene  of  years  ?  Life  courted  me  with  all  the 
charms  of  vigour,  youth,  and  fortune  ;  and  to  be  torn 
away  from  all  my  prcmifed  joys  is  more  than  death;  the 
manner  too,  by  villains. — O  my  Oriana,  this  very  mo- 
ment might  have  blefs'd  me  in  thy  arms,  and  my  poor 
boy!  the  innocent  boy! — Confufion  ! — But  hum,  they 
come  :  I  mult  diflemble  ftill — No  news  of  my  wine, 
gentlemen  ? 

Enter  the  four  Bravoes. 

1  Bra.   No,  fir,  I  believe  your  country-booby  has  loft 

himfelf,  and  we  can   wait  no  longer   for't  : True, 

fir,  you're  a  pleafant  gentleman,  but  I  fuppofe  you  un- 
derfland  our  bufmefs. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  may  go  near  to  guefs  at  your  employ- 
ments ;  you,  fir,  are  a  lawyer,  I  prefume,  you  a  phy- 
fician,  you  a  fcrivener,  and  you  a  flock-jobber. — All 
cut  throats,  I-gad.  \_AJide. 

4.  Bra.  Sir,  I  am  a  broken  officer  ;  I  was  cafhier'd  at 
the  head  of  the  army  for  a  coward:  fo  I  took  up  the 
trade  of  murder  to  retrieve  the  reputation  of  my  courage. 

3  Bra.  I  am  a  foldier  too,  and  wou'd  ferve  my  king, 
but  I  don't  like  the  quarrel,  and  I  have  more  honour 
than  to  fight  in  a  bad  caufe. 

2  Bra.  I  was   bred  a  gentleman,  and  have  no  eftate, 
but  I  mult  have  my  whore  and  my  bottle,  thro'  the  pre- 
judice of  education. 

1  Bra.  I  am  a  ruffian  too,  by  the  prejudice  of  educa- 
tion, I  was  bred  a  butcher.     In  fhort,   fir,  if  your  wine 
had  come,  we  might  have  trifled  a  little  longer.— -Come, 
fir,  which  fwcrd  will  you  fall  by  .?  mine,  iir  ? 

2  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  \draws. 

3  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [draws. 

4  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [draws. 
Mir.  I  fcorn  to  beg  my  life  ;  but  to  be  biitcher'd  thus  ! 

[knocking]  O  there's  the  wine: this  moment  for 

my  life  or  death. 

Enter  Oriana. 

'  Loft,  forever  loft  !' — Where's  the  wine,  child  ?  [faintly. 
Ori.  Coming  up,  fir.     [Stamps.] 

Enter 
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Enter  Duretete  -with  his  fwcrd  drawn,   and  fix  of  the 

grand  mufqueteers   'with   their  pieces  pref^ntedt    the' 

Ruffians  drop  their  fwords.  [Oriav.a. goes  of. 

Mir.  The  wine,  the  wine,  the  wine.   Youth,  pleafure, 

fortune,   days    and  years,  are  now  my  own  again. — Ah, 

my  dear  friends,  did  not  I  tell  you  this  wine  wou'd  make 

me  merry  ? — Dear  captain,  thefe  gentlemen  are  the  heft 

naiur'd,  facetious,  witty  creatures,  that  ever  you  knew. 

Enter  Lamorce. 
Lam.  Is  the  wine  come,  fir  ? 

Mir,  O  yes,  madam,  the  wine  is  come fee  there  ? 

[Pointing  to  the  fcldie.rs.~\  Your  ladylhip  has  got  a  very 
fine  ring  upon  your  finger. 

Lam.   Sir,  'tis  at  your  fervice. 

Mir.  O  ho  !  is  it  fo  ?  Thou  dear  feven  hundred  pound, 
thou'rt  welcome  home  again, .with  all  my  heart — Ad's  my 
life,  madam,  you  have  got  the  fmeft  built  watch  there  ! 
Tampion's,  I  prcfume. 

Lam.  Sir,  you  may  wear  it.. 

Mir.  O,  madam,  by  no  means,  'tis  too  much— Rob 
you  of  all !  —  \7aking  it  frcm  hcr~\  Good  dear  time,  thcu'it 
a  precious  thing,  I'm  glad  1  have  rctriev'd  thee  :  \Putting 
it-  up~\  What,  my.  friends  neglccled  all  this  while!  Gen- 
tlemen, you'll  pardon  my  complaifance  to  the  lady. — • 
How  now — is  it  civil  to  be  fo  out  of  humour  at  my  en- 
tertainment, and  1  fo  pleafed  with  yours  ?  Captain, 
you're  furprifed  at  all  this  !  but  we're  in  our  frolics,  you 

muft  know. Some  wine  here. 

Enter  Servant  with  lOhtf. 
Come,  Captain,  this  worthy  gentleman's  health. 

[Tiveaks  thefrft  Bravo  by  the  nofe  ;  be  roan. 

But  now,  where where'smy  dear  deliverer,  my  boy, 

my  charming  boy  ! 

I  Bra.  I  hope  fome  of  our  crew  below-flairs  have  dif- 
patch'd  him. 

Mir.  Villain,  what  fay'ft  thou  ?  Difpatch'd!  I'll  have 

ye  all  tortured,  rack'd,  torn  to  pieces  alive,,  if  you  have 

touch'd  my  boy.— Here,  page !  page  !  page  !  [Runs  out. 

Dur.  Here,  gentlemen,  be  fure  you  feturc  thofe  fellows. 

i  Bra.  Yes,  fir,  we  know  you  and  your  guard  will  bo 

very  civil  to  us. 

Dur. 
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Dur.  Now  for  you,  madam  ; — He,  he,  he  ! — I'm-  fo 
pleas'd  to  think  that  I  fhall  be  reveng'd  of  one  woman 
before  1  die — Well,  miftrefs  Snap  Dragon,  which  of  thefe 
honourable  gentlemen  is  fo  happy  to  call  you  wife  ? 

i  Bra.  Sir,  me  mould  have  been  mine  to-night,  'caufe 
Sampre  here  had  her  lull  night.  Sir,  Ihe's  very  true  to 
us  all  four. 

Dur.  Take  'em  to  judice.  \T be  guards  carry  off  the  Brav. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel,  Dugard,  Bifarre. 
Old  Mir.  Robin,  Rctin,  where's  Bob?  where's  my  boy.*1 
— Wh.it,  is  this  the  lady  ?  a  pretty  whore,  faith. ---Hark'e, 
child,  becaule  my  foa  was  fo  civil  as  to  oblige  you  with  a 
coach,  I'll  treat  with  a  cart,  indeed  I  will. 

Dug.  Ay,  madam, — and  you  (hall  have  a  (winging 
equipage,  three  or  four  thoufand  footmen  at  your  heels 
at leail. 

Dur.  No  lefs  becomes  her  quality. 
Bif.   Faugh  I  the  monfter ! 

Dur.  Mcmter !  ay,  you're  all  a  little  monftrous,  let 
me  tell  you. 

Enter   Mirabel. 
Old  Mir.  Ah,   my  dear  Bob,  art  thou  fafe,  man  ? 

\'o,  no,  fir,  I'm  ruin'd,  the  faver  of  my  life  is  loft. 
Old  Mir.  No,  he  came  and  brought  us  the  news. 
Mir.  .But  where  is  her — \_Enter  ^>riana.]  Ha!  [Runs 
and  embraces  her.]  My  dear  preferver,  what  mail  I  do  to 
recompence  your  trull?  —  Father,  friends,  gentlemen, 
behold  the  youth  that  has  re'iev'd  me  from  the  moil  ig- 
nominious death,  '  from  the  fcand.ilons  poniards  of  thefe 
'  bloody  ruffians,  where  to  have  fall'n  would  have  defam'd 
'  my  memory  with  vile  reproach. — My  life,  ellate,  my 
*  all,  is  due  to  fuch  a  favour' — Command  me,  child,  be- 
fore you  all,  before  my  late,  fo  kind  indulgent  fears,  I 
fwear  ta  grant  whate'er  you  afk. 

Or/.  To  the  far.ie  liars  indulgent  now  to  me,  I  will 
appeal  as  to  the  juftice  of  my  claim;  I  ihall  demand  but 

what  was  mine  before the  juil  performance  of  your 

contract  to  Oriar.a.  [D  if  cover  ing  kcrfelf. 

Om.   Or  i  ana  ! 

Ori.  In  this  difguife  I  refolv'd  to  follow  you  abroad, 
counterfeited  that  letter  that  got  me  into  your  fervice  ; 
and  fo,  by  this  llrange  turn  of  tate,  I  became  the  Inllrti- 


66        THE    INCONSTANT;     OR, 

mentof  yourprefervation;  '  few  common  fervants  wou'd 

*  have  had  fuch  cunning  ;  my  love  infpir'd  me  with  the 
'  meaning  of  your  meflage,  'caufe  the  concern  for  your 
'  fafcty  made  me  fufpeft  your  company.' 

Dur.  Mirabel  you're  caught. 

Mir,  Caught!  I  fcorn  the  thought  of  impofhion,  the 
'tricks  and  artful  cunning  of  the  fex  I  have  defpis'd,  and 

*  broke  thro*  all  contrivance.     Caught!  No,  'tis  my  vo- 
'  luntary  aft  :  this  was  no  human  ftratagem,  but  by  my 

*  providential  ftar.«,  defign'd  to  mew  the  dangers  wan- 
'  dering  youths  incur  by  the  purfuit  of  an  unlawful  love, 
'  to  plunge  me  headlong  in  the  fnares  of  vice,  and  then 
'  to  free  me  by  the  hands  of  virtue  :'  here,  on  my  knees, 
I  humbly  beg  my  fair  prefervcr's  pardon  ;  my  thanks  are 
needlefs,  for  myfelf  I  owe.     And  now  for  ever  do  pro- 
teft  me  yours. 

Old  Mir.  Tall,  all  di  dall.  (fengs.)  K»fs  me,  daugh- 
ter—no, you  fhall  kifs  me  firft,  (V  o  Lamorce)  for  you're 
the  caufe  on't.  Well,  Bifarre,  what  fay  you  to  the  cap- 
tain ? 

Bif.  I  like  the  beaft  well  enough,  but  I  don't  under- 
ftand  his  paces  fo  well  as  to  venture  him  in  a  ftrange  road. 

Old  Mir.  But  marriage  is  fo  beaten  a  path  that  you 
can't  go  wrong. 

Bif.  Ay,  'tis  fo  beaten  that  the  way  is  fpoil'd. 

Dur.  There  is  but  one  thing  fhou'd  make  me  thy  huf- 
band — I  cou'd  marry  tliee  to-day  for  the  privilege  of 
beating  thee  to-morrow. 

B'f.  And  then 

Old  Mir.  Come,  come,  you  may  agree  for  all  this, 
Mr.  Dugard,  are  not  you  pleas'd  with  this  ? 

Dug.  So  pleas'd,  that  if  I  thought  it  might  fecure  your 
fon's  affeftion  to  my  fifter,  I  wou'd  double  her  fortune. 

Mir.  Fortune !  has  Ihe  not  given  me  mine  ?  my  life, 
eftate,  my  all,  and  what  is  more,  her  virtuous  felf. — 
Virtue,  in  this  fo  advantageous  light,  has  her  own  fpark- 
ling  charms,  .more  tempting  far  than  glittering  gold  or 
glory.  Behold  the  foil  (Pointing  to  Lamorce)  that  fets 
this  brightnefs  off!  f7o  Oriana.)  Here  view  the  pride 
(To  Oriana.)  and  fcandal  of  the  fex.  (To  Lamorce.) 
There  (To  Lam.)  thefalfe  meteor,  whofe  deluding  light 
leads  mankind  to  deftruclion.  Here  (To  0riana)  the 
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bright  fhiningftar  that  guides  to  a  fecurity  of  happinefs, 
a  garden  and  a  fingle  iTie  (To  Oriana)  was  our  firit  fa- 
ther's blifs;  the  tempter  ( T'o  Lam.)  and  to  wander,  was 
his  curfe. 

What  liberty  can  be  fo  tempting  there,  (To  Lam. 

Asafoft,    virtuous,  am' rous  bondage  here?       (ToOrL 

\Exeunt  omnes. 


SONG: 

C*INCE,  Ccelia,  '///  not  in  our  power 

T'o  tell  hoiu  long  our  lives  may  laft, 
Begin  to  love  this  very  hour, 
You've  hjl  too  much  in  ivhat  is  pa/}. 

For  face  the  power  ive  all  obey, 

Has  in  your  breaft  my  heart  confined, 

Let  me  my  body  to  it  lay, 

In  vain  you' V  part  what  nature  join'J. 


E  PI- 


EPILOGUE. 

pROM  Fletcher'j  great  original  to  day 

We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  flay  ; 
Our  author,  from  his  lines,  has  Jtrove  to  faint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconjiant,  free  gallant : 
With  a  gay  foul,  withfenfe,  and  will  to  rov e,  ~j 

With  language ,  andnvith  fcftnefs  fram'd  to  wave,  > 

With  little  truth,  but  'with  a  world  of  love.  J 

Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning  jlumbers  wait,  «i 

When  fancy  firjl  injtru&s  their  hearts  to  beat, 
When  firft  they  viijh,  andjighfor  what  they  know  not  yet.  J 
Frown  not,  ye  fair ,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  feme  unguarded  way; 
Let  Villeroy'j  misfortune  make  you  wife, 
There' s  danger  Jit II  in  darknefs  andjurprife', 
T ho1  from  his  rampart  he  defy^d  the  foe, 
Prince  Eugene  found  an  aqueduti  below*. 
With  eafy  freedom  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  fr effing  lover feldom  wants  fuccejs  ;. 
Whiljt  therefpeftful,  like  the  Gieek,/tJ  dcwn, 
Andwaftcs  a  ten  years  Jiege  before  tht  town. 
For  her  own  fake,  let  no  forfakcn  maid, 
Our  wanderer,  for  want  cflcve,  upbraid; 
Since  'tis  a  fecret,  none  fiou' 'd  e"1  er  confefs, 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  pow'r  to  fleafe. 
Ifyoufufpeft  the  rogue  indiv.d  to  break, 
Break  frjt,  and  J  wear  yinCve  turn  d  him  off  a  week 
As  princes,  when.  they,  rejly  Jiatefmen  doubt, 
Before  they  canfurrejider,  turn  'em  out. 
Whatever  you  thinkt  grave  ufes  may  be  made, 
And  much  even  for  inconftancy  be  faid. 
Let  the  good  man  for  marriage-rites  dejtgnd,     -\ 
With  Jiudiom  care,  and  diligence  of  mind,          > 
Turn  Direr  every  page  of  womankind  ;  A 

Mar,':  every  fenfe,  and  how  the  readings  vary, 
And,  when  he  knows  the  worjl  on"t, — let  him  marry* 
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ABramule,byDr.Trapp 
Adventures  of  Half 

an  Hour 
Albion  and  Albanius,  by 

Dryden 

Alchymiil,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
A  lei  blades,  by  Otway 
All  for  Love,  by  Dryden 
Ambitious     Step-mother, 

by  Rowe 

Amboyna,  by  Dryden 
Amphitryon,  by  Dryden 
Anatomiit,  by  Ravenfcroft 
Anna  Bullen,  by  Bankes 
As  you  like  It,  by  Shake- 

fpeare 
Artful  Hufband,  by  Ta- 

verner 

Athaliah,by  Mr.Duncomb 
Aurengzebe,  by  Drydtm 
Bartholomew  Fair,  by  Ben 

Johnfon 

Baflet  Table,  by  Centlivre 
Beaux  Stratagem,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Beggars  Opera,  by  Gay 
Biter,  by  Rowe 
Bold  Stroke  for  a  Wife 
Britifh    Enchanters,       by 

Lanfdown 

Bufiris,  by  Dr.  Young 
Bufy  Body,  by  Centlivre 
Caius  Marius,  by  Otway 
Carelefs  Hufband,  by  Cib- 
ber 

Catiline,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Cato,  by  Addifon 


Chances,  byD.  Bucking- 
ham 

Chaplet,  by  Mr.  Mendez 
Cleomenes,  by  Dryden 
Cobler  of  Preiton 
Comedy    of    Errors,     by 

Shakefpeare 

Confcious  Lovers,  by  Cib- 
ber 
Committee,    by     Sir    R. 

Howard 

Confederacy,byVanbrugh 
Confcious  Lovers,  by  Steele 
Conftaat  Couple,  by  Far- 

quhar 

Contrivances,  by  Carey 
Country  Lafles, by  C.  John- 
fon 

Country  Wife,  byWycherly 
Cymbeline,  altered  by  Mr. 

Garrick 
Damon   and  Phillida,  by 

Mr.  Dibden 
Devil  of  a  Wife 
Devil  to  pay,  by  Coffey 
Diftrefled      Mother,      by 

Amb.  Phillips 
Don  Carlos,  by  Otway 
Double  Dealer,  by  Con- 

greve 

Double  Gallant,  by  Gibber 
Dragon  of  Wantley 
Drummer,  by  Addifon 
Duke  and  no  Duke,  by  SIT 

A.  Cockain 

Duke  of  Guife,  by  Dryden 
Earl  of  EfTex,  by  Bankes 
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Romeo  and  Juliet,  altered 
Roby  Mr.  Garrick 

yal  Merchant,  by  Beau- 
mont 
Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a 

Wife 

School  Boy,  by  Gibber 
Scornful  Lady,  by  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher 
She  would  and  Ihe  would 

not,  by  Gibber 
She  would  if  ihe  could,  by 

Etherege 
Siege   of  Damafcus,    by 

Hughes 
Silent\Voman,byB.John- 

fon 
Sir   Courtly     Nice,     by 

Crowa 
Sir   Harry   Wildair,    by 

Farquhar 
Sir  Martin  Mar-All,    by 

Dryden 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh,    by 

Dr.  Sewell 
'Squire  of  Alfatia,  by  T. 

Shadwell 

Stage  Coach,  by  Farquhar 
State   of  Innocence,     by 

Dryden 
Strollers 
Sufpicious   Hufband,    by 

Dr.  Hoadley 
Tamerlane,  by  Rowe 
Tempeft,  by  Shakefpeare 
TenderHufband,by  Steele 
Theodofius,  or  the  Force 

of  Love 
Timon    of    Athens,    by 

Shakefpeare 


Titus  and  Berenice,  with 
the  Cheats  of  Scapin, 
by  Otway 

Twelfth  Night,  by  Shake- 
fpeare 

Twin  Rivals,  by  Far- 
quhar 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Ve- 
rona 

Venice  Preferred,,  by  Ot- 
way 

Ulyfles,  by  Rowe 

Way  of  the  World,  by 
Congreve 

What  d'ye  call  it?  by  Gay 

Wife  to  be  let 

Wife's  Relief,  or  Huf- 
band's  Cure 

Wild  Gallant,  by  Dryden 

Wit  without  Money 

Woman's  a  Riddle 

Wonder,  a  Woman  keeps 
a  Secret,  by  Centlivre 

Zara,  with  the  Interlude, 
by  A.  Hill  Efq; 

Agis,      is 

Arden  of  Fever/ham,   is. 

Douglas,   is" 

Eaitvvard  Hoe,   is 

Gentleman  Dancing  Maf- 
ter,  is 

Love  in  a  Wood,   is 

Pafquin,   is 

Perkin  Warbeck,   is 

Plague  of  Riches,  French 
and  Englifli,  is 

Plain  Dealer,   is 

Siege  of  Aquileia,.  is 
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Every  Man  in  his  Humour 
Fair  Penitent,  by  Rowe 
Fair  Quaker  of  DeaJ,  by 

C,  Shadwell 
Falfe  Friend 
Fatal  Curiofity 
Fatal  Secret,  by  Theobald 
Flora,  or  Hob  in  the  Well 
Fox,  by  Ben  Johnfon 
Friendfhip  in  Fafhion,  by 

Otway 

Funeral,  by  Sir  R.  Steele 
Gamefler,byMrs  Centlivre 
Gentle  Shepherd 
George  Barmvell,  by  Lillo 
Gloriana 
Greenwich  Park 
Hamlet,  by  Shakefpear 
Henry  IV.  2  Parts,  by  ditto 
Henry  V.  by  ditto 
Henry  VI.  3  Parts,  by  ditto 
Henry  VIII.  by  ditto 
Henry  V.  by  Aaron  Hi  11 
Hcftiefl  Yorkmireman 
J.ir.eGray,  by  Rowe 
Jane  Shore,  by  Ro-.ve 
Jnconftant,  by  Farquhar 
King  ]ohn,byShakefpeare 
King  Lear,  by  ditto 
King  Lear,  by  Tate 
Limberham,  by  Dryden 
Love  for  Love,   by  Con- 

greve 

Love  in  a  Mift 
Lovein  aTub,  by  Etherege 
Love  makes  a  Man,  by  C. 

Gibber 

Love's  Laft  Shift,  by  ditto 
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PROLOGUE. 

p  OET'S  will  think  nothing  fo  checks  their  Fury 

As  Wits,  Cits,  Beaux,  and  Women  for  their  Jury. 
Our  Spark's  half  dead  to  think  what  Medley's  come, 
With  blended  'Judgments  to  pronounce  his  Doom. 
'T'is  allfalfe  Fear ;  for  in  a  mingled  Pit, 
Why,  what  your  grave  Don  thinks  but  dully  writ^ 
His  Neighbour  i'th'  great  Wig  may  take  for  Wit. 
Seme  authors  court  the  few,   the  wife  if  any  ; 
Our  youth's  content,   if  he  can  reach  the  nu-ny, 
Who  go  with  much  like  ends  to  church  and  play,  1 

Kot  to  cbfcrve  -what  priefls  cr  poets  Jay,  > 

No  !  no  ! your  thoughts,  like  theirs,  lie  quite  another  waj.  j 
The  ladies  j'afe  may  f  mile,  for  here's  no  Jlander, 
KoJ'mut,  no  kwd-tong'd  beau,  nor  double  entendre. 
'Tis  true,  he  has  afpark  juj}  come  from  France, 
But  then  fo  far  from  Beau — why,  he  talks  fenfe! 
Like  coin  oft  carry 'd  out,  but—Jeldom  brought  from  thence 


J 

there's  yet  a  gang  to  'whom  our  /park  Jubmits,  ^ 

Tour  elbow  Jhaking  fool,  that  lives  by's  wits,  > 

I'hat's  only  witty  tho' ,  jiift  as  he  lives,  by  fits,  J 

play,   i 


Who,  Lion-like,  through  bailiff's,  fcours  away, 

Hunts,  in  the  face,  a  dinner  all  the  day, 

At  night  with  empty  bowels  grumbles  o'er  the  play 

dnd  new  the  modifo  'Prentice  he  implores, 

Who,  with  his  mafter's  cafli,  flol'n  out  of  door 

Employs  't  on  a  brace  of honourable  whore 

While  their  good  bulky  nutter  pleas' d,  Jits  by, 
Bawd  regent  of  the  bubble  gauery. 

Next  to  our  mounted  friends,  we  humbly  tnot'e,  "} 

Vho  all  your  Jide-box  tricks  are  much  above,  > 

////./  never  fail  to  pay  us  with  your  love.  j 

dh  friends  .'  poor  Dorfet  garden  hcufe  is  gone  ; 
Our  meny  rnectiitgs  there  are  all  undoye  : 
Quite  loft  to  us,  jure  for  feme  Jlrange  mi  f  deeds, 
7 hat  ftrong  dog  Sampfcn'//«//V  //  o'er  our  heads, 
Snaps  rope  like  thread;    but  when  his  fortune's  told  him, 
Hill  hear  perhaps  of  rope  will  o::e.  t'ay  hdd  him  : 
Atleaji,  1  hope,  that  our  gnod-natur'd  town 
Will  find  a  way  to  pull  his  prices  down. 

If  \ll,  that's  all!  HOW,  gentlemen,  for  the  play, 
On  jecond  thoughts,  I've  but  two  words  to  Jay  ; 
Such  as  it  is  for  your  delight  dejjgn'd, 
IJtar  it,  read,  try,  judge,  andjpeak  asyoujiud. 
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CONSTANT  COUPLE. 


A  c  T    r. 

SCENE,     rbe  Park. 

Enter  Vizard  ivith  a  Letter  ',  a  Servant  following, 

fiz,      ANGELICA  And  it  back  unopen'd  !  fey  you  ? 

<**     fort',  As  you  fee,  fir. 

fix.  The  pride  of  thefc  virtuous  women  is  mor<» 
infuffcrable  than  the  immodefty  of  proflitiites  —  after  all- 
jny  encouragement  to  flight  me  thus  ! 

Serv.  She  faid,  fir,  that  imagining  your  morals  fin- 
cere,  fhe  ave  you  accefs  to  her  conversation  ;  but  that 
your  late  behaviour  in  her  company  has  convinc'd  her,. 
that  your  love  and  religion  are  both  hypocrify,  and  that 
flic  beli-vc's  your  letter  like  yourfelf,  fair  on  the-outfide, 
foul  within  ;  fo  fent  it  back  unopen'd. 

'  Viz..  May  obilinacy  guard  her  beauty  till  wrinkles 
'  bury  it  ;  then  may  defire  prevail  to  make  her  curfe 
'  that  untimely  pride  her  disappointed  age  repents'  — 
I'll  be  reveng'd  the  very  firft  opportunity  --  faw  you  the 
old  lady  Darling,  her  mother  ? 

Scrv.  Yes,  fir,  and  fhe  was  pleas'd  to  fay  much  in 
your  commendation. 

Viz.  That's  my  cue  -  an  efteem  grafted  in  old  age 
is  hardly  rooted  out  ;  years  ftiffen  their  opinions  with, 
their  bodies,  and  old  zeal  is  only  to  be  cozen  'd  by  young 
hypocrify. 


Run  to  the  lady  Lurcwtirs,  and  know  of  her  maid,  whs- 
A  3  ther 
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ther  her  ladymip  will  be  at  home  this  evening.  Her 
beauty  is  fufficient  cure  for  Angelica's  fcorn. 

[Exit  Servant.     Vizard  pulls  out  a  Book,  reads,  and 
•walks  about. 

Enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  Ay,  there's  a  pattern  for  the  young  men  o'th' 
times— at  his  meditation  fo  early,  fome  book  of  pious 
ejaculations,  Fm  fure. 

Viz.  T his  Hobbet  is  an  excellent  fellow?  [JJtde.'}  O 
Uncle  Smuggler!  to  find  you  at  this  end  o'th'  town  is  a 
miracle. 

Smug.  I  have  feen  a  miracle  this  morning  indeed, 
coufm  Vizard. 

Viz.  What  is  it,  pray,  fir  ? 

Smug.  A  man  at  his  devotion  fo  near  the  court— I'm 
very  glad,  boy,  that  you  keep  your  fanclity  untainted 
in  this  infectious  place;  the  very  air  of  this  Paflc  is 
heathenifh,  and  every  man's  breath  I  meet  fcents  of 
ath;ifm. 

Viz  Surely,  fir,  forte  great  concern  muft  bring  you 
to  this  unfanfHfy'd  end  of  the  town. 

Sffiug.  A  very  ur.fan&ify'd  concern  truly,  coufm, 

Viz.  What  is  it  ? 

Smug.  A  law-fuit,  boy fhall  I  tell  you  ? My 

fhip  the  Swan  is  newly  arriv'd  from  St.  Sebaftian,  laden 
with  Portugal  wines  :  now  the  impudent  rogue  of  a 
tide-waiter  has  the  face  to  affirm  it  is  French  wines  in 
Spanijh  cafks,  and  has  indicled  me  upon  the  ftatute-— — 
O  confcience  !  confcience  !  thefe  tide-waiters  and  fur- 
teyors  plague  us  more  with  their  French  wines,  than 
the  war  did  with  French  privateers  Ay,  there's 

another  plague  of  the  nation 

Enter  Colonel  Standard, 
A  red  coat  and  feather. 

Viz.  Col.  Standard,  I'm  your  humble  fervant. 

Stand.   May  be  not,  Sir. 

Fix.  Why  Co  ? 

Stand.  Becaufe I'm  dilbanded. 

Viz.  How!  Broke? 

Stand.  This  very  Morning,  in  Hide-Park,  my  brave 
regiment,  a  thoufand  men  that  look'd  like  lions  yef- 

terday, 
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terday,  were  fcatter'd,  and  look'd  as  poor  and  fimple  2i 
the  herd  of  deer  that  graz'd  befide  'em. 

Smug.  Tal,  al,  deral  [Sjngt»g^\  I'll  have  a  bonfire 
this  night  as  high  as  the  monument. 

Stand.  A  bonfire  !  thou  dry,  wither'd,  ill-nature ; 
had  not  thofe  brave  fellows  fwords  defended  you,  your 

houfe  had  been  a  bonfire  e'er  this  about  your  ears. 

Did  we  not  venture  our  lives,  fir  ? 

Smug.  And  did  we  not  pay  for  your  Jives,  fir? — 

Venture  your  lives  !  I'm  fure  we  ventur'd  our  money, 

and  that's  life  and  foul  to  me. Sir,  we'll  maintain, 

you  no  longer. 

Stand.  Then  your  wives  fliall,  old  Acl^cn.  There 
are  five  and  thirty  {trapping  officers  gone  this  morning 
to  live  upon  free  quarter  in  the  city. 

Smug.  O  Lord  !  O  Lord !  I  mail  have  a  fon  within 
theie  nine  months  born  with  a  leading  ftaff  in  his  hand. 

Sir,  you  are.- 

Stand.   What,  fir? 

Sxtxg.  Sir,  I  fay  that  you  are.-——— 
.    Wh.u-,   ij?'» 

Smug.   Dillunded,  fir,  that's  all 1  fee  my  law- 

yer  yonder.  [Exit, 

Viz.  Sir,  I  am  very  forry  for  your  misfortune. 
Stand.  Why  fo  ?  I  don't  come  to  borrow  money  of 
you ;  if  you're  my  Friend,  meet  me  this  evening  at  the 
Rummer ;  I'll  pay  my  foy,  drink  a  health  to  my  king, 
profperity  to  my  country,    and  away  for  Hungary  to- 
morrow morning. 

Viz.  What !  you  won't  leave  us  ? 
Stand.  What !  A  foldier  flay  here,  to  look  like  sn 
old  pair  of  colours  in  Wefadnfttr-Hattt  ragged  and 
rufty  !  no,  no 1  met  yefterday  a  broken  lieute- 
nant, he  was  afham'd  to  own  that  he  \vanted  a  dinner, 
but  begg'd  eighteen-pence  of  me  to  buy  a  new  fcab- 
bard  for  his  fword. 

Viz.  Oh,  but  you  have  good  friends,  colonel ! 
Stand.  Oh,  very  good  friends  !  my  father's  a  Lord, 
and   my   elder   brother  a  beau  j    mighty -good   friends 
indeed  ! 

Viz.  But  your  country  may  perhaps  want  your  fword 
again. 

A  4 
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Stand.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  let  but  a  fingle  drum 
beat  up  for  volunteers  between  Ludgate  and  Cbarinv- 
Cnfs,  and  I  ihall  undoubtedly  hear  it  at  the  walls  of 
Bud  a. 

Viz.  Come,  come,  colonel,  there  are  ways  of  mak- 
ing your  fortune  at  home make  your  addrefTes 

to  the  fair,  you're  a  man  of  honour  and  courage. 

Stand.  Ay,  my  courage  is  like  to  do  me  wondrous 
fervice  with  the  fair:  this  pretty  crofs  cut  over  my 

eye  will  attradl  a  duchefs I  warrant  'twill   be   a 

mighty  grace  to  my  ogling had  I  us'd  the  ftrata- 

gera  of  a  certain  brother  colonel  of  mine,  I  might  fuc- 
ccid. 

Viz.  What  was  it,  pray  ? 

Stand.  Why,  to  fave  his  pretty  face  for  the  women, 

he  always  turu'd  his  back  upon  the  enemy. he 

was  a  man  of  honour  for  the  ladies. 

Viz.  Come,  come,  the  loves  of  Mars  and  Venus 
will  never  fail ;  you  mufl  get  a  miftrefs. 

Stand.  Prithee,  no  more  on't you  have  awakcn'd 

a  thought,    from  which,    and  the  kingdom,   I  wcru'd 

have  ftol'n  away  at  once. To  be  plain,  I  have  a 

miftrefs. 

Viz.  And  flic's  cruel  ? 

Stand.  No. 

Viz.  Her  parents  prevent  your  happinefs  ? 

Stand.  Nor  that. 

Viz.  Then  me  has  no  fortune  ? 

Stand.   A  large  one  :  beauty  to  tempt  all  mankind, 
and  virtue  to  beat  off  their  affaults.     O  Vizard!  fuch 
.1  creature  ! 
Enter  Sir  Harry  Wildair,  crcjfes  the  Stage  finging,  ivitb 

Foot  jr.  en  after  him. 
Hey-day  !  who  the  devil  have  we  here  ? 

f'iz.  The  joy  of  the  play-houfe,  and  life  of  the- 
Park;  Sir  Hany  WiUaif,  newly  come  from  Paris. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry  Wildair  !  did  not  he  make  a  cam- 
paign in  Flanders  iome  three  or  four  years  ago  ? 

/7z.  The  fame. 

Stand.  Why,  he  behaved  himfelf  very  bravely. 

77^.  Why  not  ?  Do'ft  think  bravery  and  gaiety  are 
wconfiJtent  ?  He's  a  geniicmao  of  moft  happy  circum- 

ftances, 
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ftances,  born  to  a  plentiful  eflate;  has  had  a  genteel 
and  eafy  education,  free  from  the  riqidnefs  of  teach- 
ers, and  pedantry  of  fchools.  His  florid  confiitution 
being  never  ruffled  by  misfortune,  nor  flinted  in  its 
plcafiires,  has  render'd  him  entertaining  to  others,  and 


eafy  to  himfelf. — Turning  all  paffion   into   gaiety  of 
ufes  rather  to  rejoice  with  his 
friends,  than  be  hated  by  any  ;  as  you  Hull  fee. 


humour,  by  which  he  chuf 


Re-enter  Wildair. 

Wild.   Ha,  Vizard! 

Viz.   Sir /ferry/. 

Wild.  Who  thought  to  find  you  out  of  the  Rttbrick  Co 
Jon^  ?  I  thought  thy  hypocrify  had  been  wedded  to  a 

pulpit-cufhion  long  ago. Sir,  if  I  miftake  not  your 

lace,  your  name  is  Standard, 

Stand.   Sir  Harry,  I'm  your  humble  fervant. 

Wild.  Come,  gentlemen,  the  news,  the  news  o'th* 
town,  for  I'm  jufl  arriv'd. 

Viz.  Why,  in  the  city-end  o'th' 'town  we're  play- 
ing the  knave,  to  get  eflate/. 

Stand.  And  in  the  court-end  playing  the  fool,  in 
Ipending  'em. 

Wild.  Juilfo  in  Paris.  I'm  glad  we're  grown  fo  modifh. 

Viz.  We  are  fo  reform'd,  that  gallantry  is  taken  for 
vice. 

Stand.  And  hypocrify  for  religion. 

Wild.  A  la  mode  de  Paris  again, 

«  Viz.  Not  one  whore  between  Litigate  and  Aldgate. 

'  Stand.  But  ten  times  more  cuckolds  than  ever.'— 

Viz.  Nothing  like  an  oath  in  the  city. 

Stand.  That's  a  miflake  ;  for  my  major  fwore  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  lafl  night  to  a  merchant's  wife  in  her 
bed-chamber. 

Wild.  Pfhaw,  this  is  trifling;  tell  me  news,  gentle- 
men. What  lord  has  lately  broke  his  fortune  at  the 
Groom-Porter's  r  Or  his  heart  at  New-Market,  for  the 
lofs  of  a  race  ?  What  wife  has  been  lately  fueing  in 
Dofiors-Commons  for  alimony  ?  Or,  what  daughter  rutt 
away  with  her  father's  valet  ?  what  beau  gave  the  no- 
bleft  ball  at  the  Bath,  or  had  the  finefl  coach  in  the 
ring?  I  want  news,  gentlemen. 

Stand.  Faith,  fir,  thefe  are  no  news  at  all, 

A  5  /7*». 
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Fix.  But  pray,  Sir  Harry,  tell  us  feme  news  of  your 
travels. 

Wild,  With  all  my  heart. — You  mufl  know  then,  I 
went  over  to  Amjlerdam  in  a  Dutch  Ihip  :  I  there  had  a 
Dutch  whore  for  five  ftivers.  I  went  from  thence  to 
Landen,  where  I  was  heartily  drub'd  in  the  battle  with 
the  but-end  of  a  S--wifs  mufket.  I  thence  went  to  Paris, 
where  I  had  half  a  dozen  intrigues,  bought  half  a 
dozen  new  fuits,  fought  a  couple  of  duels,  and  here  I 
am  again  inftatu  quo. 

Viz.  But  we  heard  that  you  defign'd  to  make  the  tour 
of  Italy  ;  what 'brought  you  back  fo  foon? 

Wild.  That  which  brought  you  into  the  world,  and 
may  perhaps  carry  you  out  of  it ;  a  woman. 

Stand.  What !  quit  the  pleafures  of  travel  for  a  wo- 
man ! 

Wild.  Ay,  colonel,  for  fuch  a  woman  !  I  had  rather 
fee  her  Ruelle  than  the  palace  of  Lewis  k  Grand:  there's 
more  glory  in  her  fmile,  than  in  the  Jubilee  at  Rome  j 
and  I  wou'd  rather  kifs  her  hand,  than  the  Pope's  toe. 

Fix.  You,  colonel,  have  been  very  laviih  in  the 
beauty  and  virtue  of  your  miftrefs ;  and  Sir  Harry 
here  has  been  nolefs  eloquent  in  the  praifecf  his.  Now 
will  I  lay  you  both  ten  guineas  a-piece,  that  neither  of 
them  is  fo  pretty,  fo  witty,  or  fo  virtuous,  as  mine. 

Stand.  'Tis  done. 

Wild.  I'll  double  the  flakes — But,  gentlemen,  now 
I  think  on't,  how  {hall  we  be  refolv'd  ?  For  I  know  not 
where  my  miftrefs  may  be  found  ;  fhe  left  Paris  about  a 
month  before  me,  and  I  had  an  account 

Stand.  How,  fir  !  left  Paris  about  a  month  before 
you  ? 

Wild.  Yes,  fir,  and  I  had  an  account  that  fhe  lodg'd 
fomewhere  in  St.  James's. 

77s:.   How !   fomewhere  in  St.  James's,  fay  you  ? 

Wild.  Ay,  fir,  but  I  know  not  where,  and  perhaps 
mayn't  find  her  this  fortnight. 

Stand.  Her  name,  pray,  Sir  Harry. 

Fiz.  Ay,  ay,  her  name  ;  perhaps  we  know  her. 

Wild.    Her   name  !    ay, fh&  has    the    fofteft, 

whitefl  hand  that  e'er  was  made  of  flefh  and  blood  ; 

hex  lips  fo  balmy  fweet - 

Stand. 
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Stand.   Bat  her  name,  fir. 

Wild.  Then   her  neck  and  breaft ; her  breafts  do 

fo  heave,  fo  heave.  [&»£'»£• 

'  Viz.  But  her  name,  Sir  ;  her  qualty. 

'   Wild.  Then  her  fliape,  colonel!' 

Stand.  But  her  name  I  want,  fir. 

Wild.  Then  her  eyes,   Vizard! 

Stand.  Pfhaw,   Sir  Harry,  her  name,  or  nothing. 

Wild.  Then  if"  you  mult  have  it,  (he's  ca'l'd  the. lady 

• But  then  her  foot,  gentlemen;   (he  dances  to  a 

miracle.      Vizard,  you  have  certainly  loft  your  wager. 

Viz.  Why,  you  have  certainly  loft  your  fenfes;  we 
(hall  never  cifcover  the  picture,  unlefs  you  fubfcribtf 
the  name. 

Wild.  Then  her  name  is  Lurnvell. 

Stand    'Sdeath,  my  miftrefs.  [4/Ue.. 

Viz.  My  miftrefs,  by  Jupiter.  \4l/Uf». 

Wild.  Do  you  know  her,  gentlemen  ? 

Stand.  I  have  feen  her,  fir. 

Wild.  Csm'ft  tell  where  fhe  lodges  ?  Tell  me,  dear 
colonel. 

Stand.  Your  humble  fervant,  fir.  [Exit  Stand. 

Wild.  Nay,  hold,  colonel ;  I'll  follow  you,  and 
will  know.  [Runs  cut. 

Viz.  The  lady  Lure-well,  his  miftrefs !  he  loves  her : 
but  me  loves  me. — But  he's  a  baronet,  and  I  plain  Vi- 
zard',  he  has  a  coach  and  fix,  and  I  walk  on  foot; 

I  was  bred  in  London,  and  he  in  Paris.* That  very 

circumftance  has  murder'd  me then  fome  ftratagem. 

muft  belaid  to  divert  his  pretenfions. 
Re-enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Prithee,  Dick,  what  makes  the  colonel  fo  oat 
of  humour  ? 

Viz.  Becaufe  he's  out  of  pay,  I  fuppofe. 

Wild.  'Slife,  that's  true  j  I  was  beginning  to  miftrufl 
fome  rivalfhip  in  the  cafe. 

Viz.  And  fuppofe  there  were,  you  know  the  colonel 
can  fight,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Fight !  pihaw  !  but  he  can't  dance,  ha  !  he 
contend  for  a  woman,  Vizard!  'flife,  man,  if  ladies 
were  to  be  gain'd  by  fword  and  piftol  only,  what  the 
devil  mould  all  we  beaux  do  ? 

A  6  #fr. 
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fix..  I'll  try  him  farther.  \AJide. ~\  But  wou'd  not  you, 
Sir  Harry ,  fight  for  this  woman  you  fo  much  admire  ? 

Wild.  Fight!  let  me  confider.     I  love  her that's 

true  ; — but  then  I  love  honed  Sir  Han-y  Wildair  better. 

The  lady  Lure-vcell  is  divinely  charming right 

but  then  a  thruft  i'th'  guts,  or  a  MidMefcx  jury,  is  ao 
ugly  as  the  devil. 

Viz.  Ay,  Sir  Harry,  'twere  a  dangerous  call  for  a 
beau  baronet  to  be  tried  by  a  parcel  of  greafy,  grum- 
bling, bartering  boobies,  who  wou'd  hang  you,  purelv 
becaufe  you're  a  gentleman. 

Wild.  Ay,  but,  on  t'other  hand,  I  have  money 
enough  to  bribe  the  rogues  with  :  fo  upon  mature  de- 
liberation, I  would  fight  for  her. Kut  no  more  of 

her.  Prithee,  Vizard,  can't  you  recommend  a  friend 
to  a  pretty  miflrefs  by  the  by,  till  I  can  find  my  own  : 
You  have  ftore  I'm  fure  ;  you  cunning  poaching  dogs 
make  furer  game,  than  we  that  hunt  open  and  fair. 
Prithee  now,  good  Vizard. 

Viz.  Let  me  confider  a  little. Now  love  and  re- 
venge infpire  my  politics.  [Afide. 
\Paufes  lubiljt  Sir  Harry  walks  finging . 

Wild.  Pfhaw !  thou'rt  as  long  ftudying  for  a  new 
miitrefs,  as  a  drawer  is  piercing  a  new  pipe. 

Viz.  I  defign  a  new  pipe  for  you,  and  wholefomc 
wine  ;  you'll  therefore  bear  a  little  expectation. 

Wild.  Ha  !  fay 'ft  thou,  dear  Vizard? 

Viz.  A  girl- of  Sixteen,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Now  fixteen  thoufand  bleffings  light  on  thee. 

Viz.  Pretty  and  witty. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay,  but  her  name,  Vizard. 

Viz.  Her  name  !  yes, fhe  has  the  fofteft  whiteft 

Hand  that  e'er  was  made  of  flefh  and  blood ;  her  lips 
fo  balmy  fweet 

Wild.  Well,  well,  but  where  mail  I  find  her,  man  ? 

Viz.  Find  her! but    then  her  foot,    Sir  Harry; 

fhe  dances  to  a  miracle. 

Wild.  Prithee  don't  diftraft  me. 

Viz.  Well  then,  you  muft  know,  that  this  lady  is 
the  greateft  beauty  in  town  ;  her  name's  Angelica  :  ihe 
that  pafles  for  her  mother  is  a  private  bawd,  and  call'd 

:hc 
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lhe  Lady  Darling ;  me  goes  for  a  Baronet's  Lady,  (no 
difparagement  to  your  honour,  Sir  Harry)  I  affure  you  . 

Wild.  Plhaw,  hang  my  honour;  but  what  ftreet, 
what  houfe  ? 

Viz.  Not  fo  faft,  Sir  Harry  ;  you  muft  have  my  pafs- 
port  for  your  admittance,  and  you'll  find  my  recom- 
mendation in  a  line  or  two  will  procure  you  very  civil 
entertainment;  I  fuppofe  20  or  30  pieces  handfomely 
plac'd,  will  gain  the  point :  I'll  enfure  her  found. 

Wild.  Thou  deareft  friend  to  a  man  in  neceflity, 

Here,  firrah,  order  my  coach  about  to  St.  Jftxes'f,  I'll 

\valk  acrofs  the  Park.  [To  his  Semjatit. 

Enter  Clincher  Sexier. 

Clinch.  Here,  firrah,  order  my  coach  about  to  St. 
James's,  I'll  walk  acrofs  the  Park  too 

Mr.  Vizard,  your  moft  devoted 

Sir  [to  Wilda':r\  I  admire  the  mode  of  your  moulder- 
knot; 

Methinks  it  hangs  very  emphatically  and  carries  an 
air  of  travel  in  it : 

Your  fword-knot  too  is  moft  ornamentally  modiih, 
and  bears  a  foreign  mien. 

Gentlemen,  my  brother  is  juft  arrived  in  town  ; 

So  that  being  upon  the  wing  to  kifs  his  hands, 

I  hope  you'll  pardon  this  abrupt  departure  of, 

Gentlemen,  your  moil  devoted,  and  moft  faithful 
humble  fervant.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Prithee  doft  know  him  ? 

Viz.  Know  him  !  \vhy  it  is  Clincher,  who  was  ap- 
prentice to  my  uncle  Smuggler,  the  merchant  in  the  city. 

Wild.  What  makes  him  fo  gay  ? 

Viz.  Why  he's  in  mourning. 

Wild.  In  mourning ! 

Viz.  Yes,  for  his  father.     The  kind  old  man  in  Hirt- 
fordjhire  t'other  day  broke  his  neck  a  fox-hunting ; 
The  fon  upon  the  news  has  broke  his  indentures ; 
Whip'd  from  behind  the  counter  into  the  fide-box, 
'  Forfwears  merchandize,  where  he  muft  live  by  cheating, 
*  And  ufurps  gentility,  where  he  muft  die  by  raking, 
'  He  keeps  his  coach  and  liveries,  brace  of  geldings, 
'  Learn  of  miftrefTcs,' 
And  now  talks  of  nothing  but  •vines, 
Intrigues,  plays,  falhions,  and  going  to  tbe  Jubiht. 
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Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  how  many  pounds  of  pulvil  rnuft 
the  fellow  ufe  in  fweetniug  himfelf  from  the  fmell  of 
hops  and  tobacco  ? 

Faugh— I'my  conference  methought, 
Like  Olivia's  lover,  he  flunk  of  'Thames-Street. 
But  now  for  Angelica,  that's  her  name  : 
We'll  to  the  Prince's  chocolate-houfe, 
Where  you  fhall  write  my  pafs-port.  4l!ons.       [Exeust. 

SCENE,    Lady  LurewellV  Lodgings. 

Lurewell  and  he?  Maid  Parly. 

Lure.  Parly,  ray  pocket-book — let  me  fee — Madrid, 
Fenice,  Paris,  London! — Ay,  London!  they  may  talk 
what  they  will  of  the  hot  countries,  but  J  find  love 
molt  fruitful  under  this  climate— in  a  month's  fpace 
have  I  gain'd — let  tne  fee,  Imprimis,  Colonel  Stancard. 

Par.  And  how  will  your  ladyfhip  manage  him  ? 

Lure.  As  all  foldiers  mould  be  manag'd;  he  IhalL 
ferve  me  till  I  gain  my  ends,  then  I'll  dilband  him. 

Par.  But  he  loves  you,  madam. 

Lure .  Therefore  I  fcorn  him  ; 

I  hate  all  that  don't  love  me,  and  flight  all  that  do: 
Would  his  whole  deluding  fex  admir'd  me, 
Thus  wou'd  I  flight  them  all. 
My  virgin  and  unwary  innocence 
Was  wrong'd  by  faithlefs  man  ; 
But  now  glance  eyes,  plot  brain,  diflemble  face, 
Lie  tongue,  and  be  a  fecond  Eve  to  tempt,  feduce,  and. 

Damn  the  treacherous  kind. 

Let  me  furvey  my  captives. 

The  colonel  leads  the  van  ;  next  Mr.  Vizard, 

He  courts  me  out  of  the  Pradice  of  Piety, 

Therefore  is  a  hypocrite ; 

Then  Clincher,  he  adores  me  with  orangeree, 

And  is  confequently  a  fool ; 

Then  my  old  merchant,  Alderman  Smuggler, 

He's  a  compound  of  both ; — out  of  which  medley  of 

lovers,    if  I  don't  make  good  diverfion what  d'ye 

think,  Parly? 

Par.  I  think,  madam,  I'm  like  to  be  very  virtuous 
in  your  fervice,  if  you  teach  me  all  thofe  tricks  that 
you  ufe  to  your  lovws, 

l"" 


THE    CONSTANT    COUPLE.          15 

Lure.  You're  a  fool,  child  !  obferve  this,  that  tho* 
a  woman  fwear,  forfsvear,  lie,  diffemble,  back-bite, 
be  proud,  vain,  malicious,  any  thing,  if  fhe  fecures 
the  main  chance,  fhe's  full  virtuous;  that's  a  maxim 

Par.  \  can't  be  perfuaded  tho',  madam,  but  that  you 
really  lov'd  Sir  Harry  Wildair  in  Paris. 

Lure.  Of  all  the  lovers  I  ever  had,  he  was  mygreateft 
plague,  for  I  cou'd  never  make  him  uneafy  :  I  left  him 
involv'd  in  a  duel  upon  my  account :  I  long  to  know 
whether  the  fop  be  kill'd  or  not. 

Enter  Standard. 

O  Lord !  no  fooner  talk  of  killing,  but  the  foldier  is 
ronjur'd  up.  You're  upon  hard  duty,  colonel,  to 
ferve  your  king,  your  country,  and  a  miitrefo  too. 

Stand.  The  latter,  I  mult  confefs,  is  the  hardeft ;  for 
in  war,  madam,  we  can  be  reliev'd  in  our  doty ; 
but  in  love,  who  wou'd  take  our  poft,  is  our  enemy  ; 
emulation  in  glory  is  tranfporting,  but  rivals  here  in- 
tolerable. 

Lure.  Thofe  that  bear  away  the  prize  in  the  field, 
ftiould  boaft  the  fame  fuccefs  in  the  bed-chamber ; 
and  I  think,  confidering  the  weaknefs  of  otrr  fex,  we 
fhou'd  make  thofe  our  companions  who  can  be  our 
champions. 

Stand.  I  on:e,  madam,  hop'd  the  honour  of  defend- 
ing you  from  all  injuries,  thro*  a  title  to  your  lovely 
perfon,  but  now  my  love  muft  attend  my  fortune.  My 
commiflion,  madam,  was  my  pafs-port  to  the  fair; 
adding  a  noblenefs  to  my  paffion,  it  ftampt  a  value  in 
my  love  ;  'twas  once  the  life  of  honour,  but  now  it* 
winding-meet,  and  with  it  muft  my  love  be  buried. 

Par.  What!  difbanded,  colonel? 

Stand.   Yes,  Mrs.  Parly. 

Par.  Faugh,  the  naufeous  fellow !  he  ftinks  of  po- 
verty already.  [AJide, 

Lure.  His  misfortune  troubles  me,  'caufc  it  may  pre- 
vent my  defigns.  \_Afede. 
Stand.  I'll  chufe,  madam,  rather  to  deftroy  my  paf- 
fion  by  abfence  abroad,  than  have  it  ftarv'd  at  home. 

Lure.  I'm  forry,  fir,  you  have  fo  mean  an  opinion 
of  my  affeftion,  as  to  imagine  it  founded  upon  your 
fortune.  And  to  convince  you  of  your  ruiftake,  here  I 
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vow  by  all  that's  facred,  I  own  the  fame  affeftion  now 
as  before.     Let  it  faffice,  my  fortune  is  confiderable. 

Stand.  No,  madam  no  ;  I'll  never  be  a  charge  to  her 
I  love  !  the  man  that  fells  himfclf  for  gold,  is  the  worft 
of  proftitutes. 

Lure.  Now  were  he  any  other  creature  but  a  man,  I 
cou'd  love  him.  \_AJide. 

Stand.  This  only  laft  reqneft  I  make,  that  no  title 
recommend  a  fool,  no  office  introduce  a  knave,  nor 
coat  a  coward,  to  my  place  in  your  affe&ions;  fa 
farewell  my  country,  and  adieu  my  love.  [JE!wV. 

Lure.  Now  the  devil  take  thee  for  being  fo  honour- 
able :   here,  Parly,  call  him  back,  I  mail  lofe  half  my  di- 
verfion  elfe.  Now  for  a  trial  of  fkill.     [Re-eniir  Colond. 
Sir,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  curiofity  : 
When  do  you  take  your  journey  ? 

Stand.  To-morrow  morning,  early,  madam. 

Lure.  So  fuddenly  !  which  way  arc  you  defign'd  to 
travel  ? 

Stand.  That  I  can't  yet  refolve  on. 

Lure.  Pray,  fir,  tell  me ;  pray,  fir ;  1  intreat  you  ; 
why  are  you  fo  obftinate  ! 

Stand.  Why  are  you  fo  curious,  madam  ? 

Lure.  Becaufe 

Stand.  What! 

Lure.  Becaufe,  I,  I, 

Stand.  Becaufe  !  what,  madam?— Pray  tell  me. 

Lure.  Becaufe  I  defign  to  follow  you.  [Crying. 

Stand.  Follow  me !  by  all  that's  great,  I  ne'er  was 
proud  before. 

*  But  fuch  love  from  fuch  a  creature 
«  Might  fwell  the  vanity  of  the  proudeft  prince.' 
Follow  me !  by  Heavens  thou  malt  not. 
What !  expofe  thee  to  the  hazards  of  a  camp — — 
Rather  I'll  ftay,  and  here 
Bear  the  conte -p.pt  of  tools,  '  and  worft  of  fortune.' 

Lure.  You  need  not,  mall  not ;  my  eftate  for  both  is 
fafRcient. 

Stand.  Thy  eftate !  no,  I'll  turn  a  knave,  and  pur- 
chafe  one  myfelf ;  I'll  cringe  to  the  proud  man  I  under- 
mine, and  fawn  on  him  that  I  wou'd  bite  to  death  ;  I'll 
tip  my  tongue  with  flattery,  and  fmooth  my  face  with 

fmilcs  j 
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fmijes ;  I'll  turn  pimp,  informer,  office-broker,  nay 
coward,  to  be  great;  and  facrifice  it  all  to  thee,  my 
generous  fair. 

J.ure.  And  I'll  diflemble,  lie,  fwear,  jilt,  any  thing, 
but  I'll  reward  thy  love,  and  recompenfe  thy  noble 
paflion. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  poor  Sir  Harry,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  rather  kifs  her  hand,  than  the  Pope's  toe,  ha> 
ha,  ha  ! 

Lurt.  What  Sir  Harry,  Colonel !  What  Sir  Harry  ! 

Stand.   Sir  Harry  Wildair,  madam. 

Lure.  What !  is  he  come  over  ? 

Stand.  Ay,  and  he  told  me — but  I  don't  believe  a- 
ft  liable  on't. 

Lure.  What  did  he  tell  you  ? 

Stand.  Only  called  you  his  miftrefs,  and  pretending 
to  be  extravagant  in  your  commendation,  would  vainly 
infmuate  the  praife  of  his  own  judgment  and  good  for- 
tune in  a  choice* 

Lure.  How  eafily  is  the  vanity  of  fops  tickled  by  our 
fex! 

Stand.  Why,  your  fex-  is  the  vanity  of  fops. 

Lure.  On  my  confcience,  I  believe  fo.  This  gentle- 
man, becaufe  he  danc'd  well,  I  pitch'd  on  for  a  partner 
at  a  ball  in  Paris,  and  ever  fmce  he  has  fo  perfecuted 
me  with  letters,  fongs,  dances,  ferenading,  flattery, 
foppery,  and  noife,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  fly  the  king- 
dom  and  I  warrant  you  he  made  you  jealous. 

Stand.  Faith,  madam,  I  was  a  little  uneafy. 

Lure.  You-  mall  have  a  plentiful  revenge ;  I'll  fend 
him  back  all  his  foolifh  letters,  fongs  and  verfes,  and 
you  yourfelf  fhall  carry  'em  ;.  'twill  afford  you  opportu- 
nity of  triumphing,  and  free  me  from  his  farther  imper- 
tinence ;  for  of  all  men  he's  my  averfion.  I'll  rim  and 
fetch  them  inftantly. 

Stand.'  Dear  madam,  a  rare  project !  How  {hall  I 
bait  him  like  Aflizon  with  his  own  dogs !  •—  Well,Mi». 
Parly,  it  is  ordered  by  aft  of  parliament,  that  you  receive 
no  more  pieces,  Mrs.  Parly. 

Par.  'Tis  provided  by  the  fame  aft,  that  you  fend 
no  more  mefTages  by  me,  good  Colonel ;  you  muft  not 
pretend  to  fend  any  more  letters,  unlefs  you  can  pay  the 
poitage.  S(ar:J. 
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Come,  come,  don't  be  mercenary;  take  ex- 
ample by  your  lady,  be  honourable. 

Par.  A-lack-a-day,  fir,  it  {hews  as  ridiculous  and 
haughty  for  us  to  imitate  our  betters  in  their  honour,  as 
hi  their  finery  ;  leave  honour  to  nobility  that  can  fup- 
port  it  :  We  poor  folks,  colonel,  have  no  pretence  to't  ; 
and  truly,  I  think,  fir,  that  your  honour  fhould  be 
cafhier'd  with  your  leading-ftafF. 

Stand.  'Tis  one  of  the  greateft  curfes  of  poverty,  to 
be  the  jefl  of  chambermaids  ! 

Enter  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Here's  the  packet,  colonel  ;  the  whole  maga- 
zine of  love's  artillery.  [Gives  '  im  tic  packet. 

Stand.  Which  fince  I  have  gain'd,  I  will  turn  upon 
the  enemy.  Madam,  I'll  bring  you  the  news  of  my 
victory  this  evening.  Poor  Sir  Mat  ty,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Exit. 

'  Lure.  To  the  right  about  as  you  were  j   march  colo- 

nel! ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Vain  man^  *who  boajls  of  fluty  d  parts  and  luilett 

ffftntre  ht  MS,  jftmr  detftft  Aft 

Stamping  deep  dinning  in  w 

2'itt  toil  for  art,  year  intcttt&s  you  trace  j 

Woman,  ivithsut  a  thought,  bean  policy  in  her  face? 
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ACT    II.      SCENE,    Clincher  Junior's  Lodgings.. 
Enter  Clincher  opening  a  Letter,  Servant  following. 

Dear  Brother, 

Clip. —  J  Will  fee  you  prefently  ;  7  have  fent  this  lad  to 
reads.   -*    in- a.  t  en  you,  he  can  inftruB  you  in  the  fajhicns 
cf  the  tenun  ;  I  am  your  affectionate  brother, 

Clincher. 

Very  well,  and  what's  your  name,  fir? 
Dick.  My  name  is  Dicky,  fir  ? 
Clin.  Dicky! 
Dick.  Ay,  Dicky,  fir. 

C/ia.  Very  well,  a  pretty  name !  And  what  can  you 
&>A  Mr.  Dicky? 

Dick, 
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Dick.  Why,  fir,  I  can  powder  a  wig,  and  pick  up  a 
whore. 

Clin.  O  Lord  t  O  Lord !  A  whore  !  Why  are  there 
many  whores  in  this  town  ? 

Dick.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  many  whores?  There's  a  queftion 
indeed;  why,  fir,  there  are  above  five  hundred  furgeons 
in  town. — Hark'e,  fir,  do  you  fee  that  woman  there  in 
the  velvet  fcarf,  and  red  knots? 

Clin.  Ay,  fir,  what  then  ? 

Dick.  Why  (he  mail  be  at  your  fervice  in  three  minutes, 
r.s  I'm  a  pimp. 

Clin.  O  Jupiter  Ammin  !  Why  (he's  a  gentlewoman. 

Dick.  A  gentlewoman !  fo  are  all  the  whores  in 
town,  f:r. 

Enter  Clinchery£///cr. 

Clin.  fen.  Brother,  you're  welcome  to  London! 

Clin,  jun.  I  thought,  brother,  you  osv'd  fo  much  to 
the  memory  of  my  father,  as  to  wear  mourning  for  his 
death. 

Clin.fe.n.  Why  fo  I  do,  fool ;  I  wear  this  becau-fe  \ 
have  thi  eftate,  and  ytfu  wear  that,  betau-fe  you  have 
not  the  cflatc.  You  have  caufe  to  mourn  indeed,  bro- 
ther. Well,  brother,  I'm  glad  to  fee  you,  fare  you 
\yell.  [Going, 

Clin.  jan.  Stay,  ftay,  brother;  where  are  you  going? 

Clin.  fen.  How  natural  'tis  for  a  country  booby  to  afk 
impertinent  queftions.  Hark'e,  fir,  is  not  my  father 
dead  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Ay,  ay,  to  my  forrow. 

Clin.  fen.  No  matter  for  that,  he's  dead;  and  am  not 
I  a  young  powder'd  extravagant  Englijb  heir  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Very  right,  fir. 

Clin.  Jen.  Why  then,  fir,  you  may  be  fure  that  I  am 
going  to  the  Jubilee,  fir. 

Clin.  Jan.  Jubilee!  What's  that? 

^  Clin.  fen.  Jubilee!    Why    the    Jubilee   is faith,   I 

don't  know  what  it  is. 

Dick.  Why,  the  Jubilee  is  the  fame  thing  with  cur 
Lord  Major's  day  in  the  city  ;  there  will  be  pagcanis, 
isAfyuks,  and  rareejbo-ivs,  and  all  that,  fir. 

Clin.  jun.  And  mull  you  go  fo  foon,  brother? 

Clin. 
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Clin.fen.  Yes,  fir,  for  I  muft  flay  a  month  in  Amfttr- 
dam,  to  ftudy  poetry. 

Clin.jun.  Then  I  fuppofe,  brother,  yen  travel  through 
Mufcovy  to  learn  fafhions,  uon't  you,  brother? 

Clin.Jcn.  Brother!  Prithee,  Rubin,  don't  call  me  bro- 
ther ;  fir  will  do  every  jot  as  well. 

Clin.jun.    O  Jupiter  Ammcn  !  why  fo? 

Clin.  Jen.  Becaufe  people  will  imagine  that  you  have 
a  fpite  at  me. But  have  you  feen  your  coufin  An- 
gelica yet,  and  her  mother  the  Lady  Darling  ? 

Clin.jun.  No,  my  dancing- mailer  has  not  been  with 
me  yet.  How  mall  I  lalute  them,  brother? 

Clin.fen.  Pfhaw,  that's  eafyj  'tis  only  f.vo  fcrape*,  a 
.kifs,  and  your  humble  fcrvant.  I'll  tell  you  more  when 
I  come  from  the  Jubilee.  Come  along.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE,     Lady  Darling's  Kou/e. 
' 

Enter  Wildair  with  a  Letter. 

Wild,    r  Ike  light  and  heat  incorporate  ive  fay, 

•*   '  We  blefid  the  night  and.  cun\d  the  coming  Say. 
Well,  if  this  paper-kite  flies  fure,  I'm  fecure  of  my 
game  -  humph  !  The  prettied  fardel  I  have  feen,  a  very 
ftately  genteel  one.  [Footmen  crofs  ihejlage. 

Hey  day  !  equipage  too !  Now  for  a  bawd   by  the  cur- 
-tefy,  and  a  whore  with  a  coat  of  arms. — -'Sdeath.  I'm 
afraid  I've  miftaken  the  houle. 

Enter  Lady  Darling. 

No,  this  muft  be  the  bawd  by  her  gravity, 

Darl.  Your  bufmels,  pray,  fir  ? 
Wild.  Pleafure,  madam. 

Darl.  Then,  fir,  you  have  no  bufmefs  here. 

Wild.  This  letter,  madam,  will  inform  you  farther; 
Mr.  Vizard  fent  it,  with  his  humble  fervice  to  your 
ladyfhip. 

Darl.  How  does  my  coufin,  fir  ? 

Wild.  Ay,  her  coufin  too;  that's  right  procurefs 
again. 

Madam, 
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Madam, 

Darl.    Tj  'jlrneft  inclination  to  ferve Sir  Hany 

reads.  *-*  Madam Court  ;ny  Coujtn Gentleman 

Fcrtune    •    • 

'  Your  Ladyfhip's  moft  humble  Servant, 

7  I  Z  A  R  D. 

Sir,  your  fortune  and  quality  are  fufficient  to  recom- 
mend you  any  where  ;  but  what  goes  farther  with  me, 
is  the  recommendation  of  fo  fober  and  pious  a  young 
gentleman  as  my  coufin  Vizard. 

Wild.  A  right  fanftify'd  bawd  o'my  word. 
Darl.   Sir  Harry,  your  converfation  with  Mr.  Vizard 
argues  you  a  gentleman,  free  from  the  Joofe  and  vicious 
carriage  of  the  town  ;  I'll  therefore  call  my  daughter. 

[Exit. 
Wild.  Now  go  thy  way  for  an  illuftrious  bawd  of 

Babylon She  dreffes  up  a  fin  fo  religioufly,  that  the 

devil  wou'd  hardly  know  it  of  his  making. 

Re-enter  Darling  <with  Angelica. 

*  Darl.  Pray,  daughter,  ufe  him  civilly;  fuch  matches, 

'  won't  offer  every  day.  [Exit.  Lady  Darl.' 

Wild.    O  all  ye  powers  of  love  !    An  angel !  'Sdeath, 

what  money  have  I  got  in  my  pocket !  I  can't  offer  her 

lefs  than  twenty  guineas and  by  Jupiter  fhe's 

worth  a  hundred. 

Angel.  'Tis  he !  The  very  fame !  And  his  perfon  as 

agreeable  as  his  character  of  good  humour pray 

heav'n  his  filence  proceed  from  refpeft. 

Wild.  How  innocent  (he  looks!  How  would  that 
modefty  adorn  virtue,  when  it  makes  even  vice  look  fb 

charming! By  heaven  there's  fuch  a  commanding 

innocence  in  her  looks,  that  I  dare  not  aflc  the  queflion. 
Angel.  Now  all  the  charms  of  real  love  and  feign'd 
indifference  affift  me   to  engage  his  heart,  for  mine  is 
loft  already. 

Wild.  Madam — I,  I zoons,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  her 

— but  fhe's  a  whore,  and  I  will madam,  in  fhort, 

T,  I O    hypocrify,  hypocrify,  what   a  charming 

fin  art  thou.' 

A.     '    He  is  caught ;  now  to  fecure  my  conqueii — 
,  you  had  bufmefs  to  communicate. 

WilJ. 
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Wild.  Bufinefs  to  communicate  !  How  nicely  me  word* 
it  !  Yes,  .madam,  I  have  a  little  bufinefs  to  communicate. 
Dcn't  you  love  fmging  birds,  madam  ? 

Angel.  That's  an  odd  queftion  for  a  lover  -  Yes,  fir. 

Wild.  Why  then,  madam,  here  is  a  neft  of  the  prettieft 
goldfinches  that  ever  chirp'd  in  a  cage;  twenty  young 
ones,  I  afTure  you,  madam. 

Angel.  Twenty  young  ones  !  What  then,  fir? 

Wild.  Why  then,  madam,  there  are  —  twenty  young 
ones  —  'Slife,  I  think  twenty  is  pretty  fair. 

Angel.  He's  mad,  fure  --  Sir  Harry,  whe-n  you  havr 
learn'd  more  wit  and  manners,  you  mall  be  welcome 
here  again. 

Wild.  Wit  and  manners  !  Egad,  now  I  conceive  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  wit  and  manners  in  twenty  guineas  — 
I'm  fure  'tis  all  the  wit  and  manners  I  have  about  me  at 
prefent.  What  (hall  I  do  ? 

Enter  Clincher  junior  and  Dicky. 

What  the  the  devil's  here  ?  Another  couiin,  I  warrant 
ye!  Hark'e,  fir,  can  you  lend  me  ten  or  a  dozen  guineas 
inftantly  ?  I'll  pay  you  fifteen  for  them  in  three  hours, 
upon  my  honour. 

Clin.jun.  Thefe  London  fparks  are  plaguy  impudent  ! 
This  fellow,  by  his  wig  and  aflurance,  can  be  no  lefs 
than  a  courtier. 

Dick.  He's  rather  a  courtier  by  his  borrowing. 

Clin.  jun.  Faith,  fir,  I  ha'n't  above  five  guinea^ 
about  me. 

Wild.  What  bufinefs  have  you  here  then,  fir  ?  For  to 
my  knowledge  twenty  won'f  be  fufficient. 

Clinch,  jun.  Sufficient!  For  what,  fir? 
Wild.  What,  fir  !  Why,  for  that,  fir  ;  what  the  devil 
fliould  it  be,  fir  ?  I  know  your  bufinefs,  notwithstanding 
all  your  gravity,  fir. 

Clinch.  jun.  My  bufinefs!  Why  my  coufin  lives  here. 
.  I  k 


Wild.  I  know  your  coufin  does  live  here,  and 
coufin,  and  every  body's  coufin  -  Hark'e,  fir,  I 
fhall  return  immediately;  and  if  you  offer  to  touch  her 
ti)l  I  come  back,  I  fhall  cut  your  throat,  rafcal.  [Exit. 

Clinch,  jun.  Why  the  man's  mad,  fure  ! 

Ditk.  Mad,  fir,  ay  i  why  he's  a  beau. 

Clinch. 
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Clinch,  jun.  A  beau !  What's  that?  Are  all  madmen 
beaux? 

Dick.  No,  fir;  but  mod  beaux  are  madmen.  But  now 
for  your  coufin  :  Remember  your  three  fcrapes,  a  kifs, 
and  your  humble  fervant.  [Exeunt,  as  into  the  baufe. 

S  C  E  N  E,  the  Street. 

Enter  Wildair,  Colonel  following. 

Stand.   Sir  Harry,  Sir  Harry ! 

Wild.  I'm  in  halte,  colonel ;  befides,  if  you're  in  no 
better  humour  than  when  I  parted  with  you  in  the  park 
this  morning,  your  company  won't  be  very  agreeable. 

Stand.  You're  a  happy  man,  Sir  Harry,  who  are  never 
•our.  of  humour:  can  nothing  move  your  gall,  Sir  Harry? 

Wild.  Nothing  but  impoffibilities,  which  are  the  fame 
as  nothing. 

Stand.  What  impoflibilities  ? 

Wild.  The  refurreftion  of  my  father  to  difmherit  me, 
or  an  aft  of  parliament  againft  wenching.  A  man  of 
eight  thoufand  pounds  per  annum  to  be  vext !  No,  no  j 
anger  and  fpleen  are  companions  for  younger  brothers. 

Stand.  Suppofe  one  call'd  you  fon  of  a  whore  behind 
your  back. 

Wild.  Why,  then  wou'd  I  call  him  rafcal  behind  his 
back;  fo  we're  even. 

Stand.  But  fuppofe  you  had  loft  a  miflrefs. 

Wild.  Why,  then  I  wou'd  get  another. 

Stand.  But  fuppofe  you  were  difcarded  by  the  woman 
you  love,  that  wou'd  furely  trouble  you. 

Wild.  You're  miftaken,  colonel ;  my  love  is  neither 
romantically  honourable,  nor  meanly  mercenary ;  'tis 
only  a  pitch  of  gratitude  ;  while  me  loves  me,  I  love  her; 
when  me  defifts,  the  obligation's  void. 

Stand.  But  to  be  miftaken  in  your  opinion,  fir;  if  the 
Lady  Lurewell  (only  fuppofe  it)  had  difcarded  you — 1  fay, 
only  fuppofe  it and  had  fent  your  difcharge  by  me. 

Wild.  Pfhaw !  that's  another  impoflibility, 

Stand.  Are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Wild.  Why,  'twere  a  fofecifm  in  nature.  Why  (he's  a 
rib  of  me,  fir.  She  dances  with  me,  fings  with  me,  plays 
with  me,  fwcars  with  me,  lies  wich  me. 

Stand. 
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'Stand.  How,  fir? 

Wild.  I  mean  in  an  honourable  way ;  that  is,  fhe  lies 
for  me.  In  fhort,  we  are  as  like  one  another  as  a  couple 
of  guineas. 

Stand.  Now  that  I  have  rais'd  you  to  the  higheft  pin- 
nacle of  vanity,  will  I  give  you  fo  mortifying  a  fall,  as 

fhall  dafli  your  hopes  to  pieces 1  pray  your  honour  to 

perufe  thefe  papers.  [Gives  him  the  packet,. 

Wild.  What  is't,  the  mufter-roll  of  your  regiment, 
Colonel } 

Stand.  No,  no,  'tis  a  lift  of  your  forces  in  your  laft 
love  campaign  ;  and,  for  your  comfort,  all  difbanded. 

Wild.  .Prithee,  good  metaphorical  colonel,  what  d'ye 
mean? 

Stand.  Read,  fir,  read;  thefe  are  the  Sibyls  leaves  that 
will  unfold  your  deftiny. 

Wild.  So  it  be  not  a  falfe  deed  to  cheat  me  of  my 

eftate,  what  care  I \ope ning  the  packet~\  humph  !  my 

hand  !  To  the  Lady  Lurewe/I—To  the  Lady  Lumvell — 

To  the  Lady  Lure<well What  the  devil  haft  thou  been 

tampering  with,  to  conjure  up  thefe  fpirits  ? 

Stand.  A  certain  familiar  of  your  acquaintance,  fir. 
Read,  read. 

Wild.  [Reading] — Madam,  my  paflion — fo  natural — 
your  beauty  contending— force  of  charms — mankind — 
eternal  admirer  Wildair !  I  ne'er  was  alham'd  of  my 
name  before. 

Stand.  What,  Sir  Harry  Wildair  out  of  humour!  ha,  ha, 
ha !  Poor  Sir  Harry  ;  more  glory  in  her  fmile  than  in  the 
Jubilee  at  Romt,  ha,  ha,  ha !  But  then  her  foot,  Sir  Harry, 
fhe  dances  to  a  miracle !  ha,  ha,  ha !  Fie,  Sir  Hairy,  a 
man  of  your  parts  write  letters  not  worth  keeping !  What 
fay'ft  thou,  my  dear  knight  errant  ?  ha,  ha,  ha !  you  may 
feek  adventures  now  indeed. 

Wild,  \fings]  No,  no,  let  her  wander,  &c. 

Stand.  You  are  jilted  to  fome  tune,  fir  j  blown  up  with 
falfe  mufic,  that's  all. 

Wild.  Now,  why  mould  I  be  angry  that  a  woman  is  a 
woman  ?  Since  inconftancy  and  falihood  are  grounded  in 
their  natures,  how  can  they  help  it  ? 

Stand.  Then  they  mult  be  grounded  in  your  nature  ; 
for  fhe's  a  rib  of  you,  Sir  Harry, 

Will, 
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Wild  Here's  a  copy  of  vcrfes  too  ;  I  muft  turn 
the  devil's  name  —  llay  —  'fdeath,  what's  here  ?  This  is 
her  hand  —  Oh  the  charming  characters  !  My  dear  Witdair. 
\Reading\  That's  I  egad  !  this  hujf  bluff  Colonel  —  that's 
he—  is  the  rare/}  fool  in  nature  —  the  devil  ho  is  !  —  and  as 
fucb  have  I  us\i  him  —  with  all  my  heart,  f^ith  -  /  had 
no  better  way  cf  letting  you  know  that  I  lodge  in  St.  James'* 
near  the  Holy  Lamb.  Lure-\uell.  Colonel,  I  am  your 
raoft  humble  fervant. 

Stand.  Hold,  fir,  you  flia'n't  go  yet  ;  I  ha'n't  deli- 
ver'd  half  my  meffage. 

Wild.  Upon  my  faith  but  you  have,  colonel. 

Stand  Well,  well,  own  your  fpleen  ;  out  with  it,  I 
know  you're  like  to  burlt. 

Wild.  I  am  fo,  egad  !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Laugh  and  point  at  one  anoiL^i  , 

Stand.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  ha,  ha  ! 
Well,  well,  that's  forc'd,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  I  was  never  better  pleas'd  in  all  my  life,  by 
Jupiter. 

Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  'tis  prudence  to  hide  your 
concern,  when  there's  no  help  for't  :  —  But  to  be  ferious 
now.  The  lady  has  fent  you  back  all  your  papers  there. 
I  was  fo  jutl  as  not  to  look  upon  'em. 

Wild.  I'm  glad  on't,  fir  ;  for  there  were  fome  things 
that  I  would  not  have  you  fee. 

Stand.  All  this  (he  has  done  for  my  fake,  and  I  defire 
you  would  decline  any  farther  pretenfions  for  your  own 
fake.  So,  honeit,  good  natur'd  Sir  Harry,  I'm  your 
humble  fervant.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  colonel  !  O  the  delight  of 
an  ingenious  miltrefs  !  what  a  life  and  brifknefs  it  adds 
to  an  amour,  '  like  the  loves  of  mighty  yo*ve,  ftill  fuing 
'  in  different  fhapes.'  A  legerdemain  miftrefs  t  who,  prte- 
fto  !  paj's  !  and  fhe's  vanim'd  ;  then  Hey  !  in  an  inftant 
in  your  arms  again* 


Enter  Vizard. 

fiK.  Well  met,  Sir  Harry  j  what  news  from  the  If- 
Jand  of  Love  ? 

I 
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Wild.  Faith,  we  made  but  a  broken  voyage  by  your 
chart  ;  but  now  I  am  bound  for  another  port :  I  told  you 
the  colonel  was  my  rival. 

Viz.  The  colonel !  curs'd  misfortune  !  another  ! 


Wild.  But  the  civileft  in  the  world;  he  brought  me 
word  where  my  miilrefs  lodges  :  The  flory's  too  long  to 
tell  you  now,  for  I  muft  fly. 

Yix.  What  !  have  you  given  over  all  thoughts  of  An- 
gelica ? 

Wild.  No,  no,  I'll  think  of  her  fome  other  time.  But 
now  for  the  Lady  Lure-well  :  Wit  and  beauty  calls. 


mtjlrefs  ne'er  can  pall  her  lover's  joys, 
Wbofe  'wit  can  whet,  whene'er  her  beauty  cloys. 
Her  little  amorous  frauds  all  truths  excel, 
And  make  us  happy,  being  deceived  fa  well.  [Exit. 

r'rz.  folus.  —  -The  colonel  my  rival  too  !  how  (hall  I 
manage?  There  is  but  one  way—  -him  and  the  knight 
will  I  let  a  tilting,  where  one  cats  t'other's  throat,  and 
the  furvivor's  hang'd  :  So  there  will  be  two  rivals  pretty 
decently  difpos'd  of.  Since  honour  may  oblige  them  to 
play  the  fool,  why  (hould  not  neceffity  engage  me  to  play 
the  knave.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  Lurewell  V  Lodgings. 

Lurewell  and  Parly. 

Lure.  Has  my  fervant  brought  me  the  money  from  my 
merchant  ? 

Par.  No,  madam  ;  he  met  alderman  Smuggler  at  Cha- 
ring-Crofs,  who  has  promis'd  to  wait  on  you  himfelf  im- 
mediately. 

Lure.  'Tis  odd  that  this  old  rogue  (hou'd  pretend  to 
love  me,  and  at  the  fame  time  cheat  me  of  my  money. 

Par.  'Tis  well,  madam,  if  he  don't  cheat  you  of  your 
eftate  ;  for  you  fay  the  writings  are  in  his  hands. 

Lure.  But  what  fatisfa&ion  can  I  get  of  him  ?  Oh  ! 
here  he  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Smuggler. 

Mr.  Alderman,  your  fervant ;  have  you  brought  me 
any  money,  fir? 

Smug.  Faith,  madam,  trading  is  very  dead  ;  what  with 
paying  the  taxes,  raifiug  the  cuftoms,  lofTes  at  fea  abroad, 
and  maintaining  our  wives  at  home,  the  Bank  is  reduc'd 
very  low. 

Lure.  Come,   come,  fir,  thefe  evafions  won't  ferve 

your  turn  ;  I  mud  have  money,  fir 1  hope  you  don't 

defign  to  cheat  me. 

Smug.  Cheat  you,  madam  !  have  a  care  what  you  fay  : 
I'm  an  alderman,  madam!  Cheat  you,  madam!  I  have 
been  an  honeft  citizen  thefe  five  and  thirty  years ! 
Lure.  An  honeft  citizen  !  bear  witnefs,  Par ly  !  I  fha!I 

trap  him  in  more  lies  prefently. Come,  fir,  tho'  I 

am  a  woman,  I  can  take  a  courfe. 

Smug.  What  courfe,  madam?  You'll  go  to  law,  will 
ye  ?  1  can  maintain  a  fuic  of  law,  be  it  right  or  wrong, 
thefe  forty  years,  I  am  fure  of  that,  thanks  to  the  honeit 
practice  of  the  courts. 

Lure.  Sir,  I'll  bl aft  your  reputation,  and  fo  ruin  your 
credit. 

Smug.  Blaft  my  reputation  !  he,  he,  he  !  Why,  I'm 
a  religious  man,  madam  ;  I  have  been  very  inftrumental 
in  the  reformation  of  manners.  Ruin  my  credit !  ah, 
poor  woman.  There  is  but  one  way,  madam, — you 
have  a  fweet  leering  eye. 

Lure.  You inltrumental  in  the  reformation  !  How? 
Smug.  I  <wkipt  all  the  whores,  cut  and  long-tail^  cut  of. 

the  parijh  : — Ah  !   that  leering  eye  ! Then  I  voted  far 

pulling  down  the  playhoufe :-~  Ah  !   that  Ogle,  that  ogle : — 

Then  my  wait  pious  example: Ah  !   that  lip,  that  lip  ! 

Lure.   Here's  a  religious  rogue  for  you  now  ! As  I 

hope  to  be  fav'd,  I  have  a  good  mind  to  beat  the  old 
monfter. 

Smug.  Madam,  I  have  brought  you  about  a  hundred 
and  fifty  guineas,  (a  great  deal  of  money  as  times  go) 
and — 

Lure.  Come,  give  'em  me. 
B  z 
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Smug.  Ah!  that  hand,  that  hnnd,  that  pretty  fofr, 
\vhite — I  have  brought  it,  you  fee  j  but  the  condition  of 
the  obligation  is  fuch,  that  whereas  that  leering  eye, 
that  pouting  lip,  that  pretty  foft  hand,  that — yea  IHI- 
derfland  me  ;  you  underftand,  I'm  fure  you  do,  you  lit- 
tle rogue 

Lure.  Here's  a  villain  now,  fo  covetous,  '  that  he 
'  won't  wench  upon  his  own  coft,'  he  would  bribe  lira 

with  my  own  money.     I'll  be  reveng'd Upon   my 

word,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  make  me  blulh ;  what  d'ye 
mean,  pray  ? 

Smug.  See  here,  madam. 

[Puts  apiece  of  money  in  his  mouth. 
Bufs  and  guinea,  bufc  and  guinea,  bufs  and  guinea, 

Lure.  Well,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  have  fuch  pretty 
winning  ways,  that  I  will,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Smug.  Will  you  indeed,  he,  he,  he!  my  little  cocket; 
and.  when  ?  and  where  ?  and  how  ? 

Lure.  'Twill  be  a  difficult  point,  fir,  to  fecure  both  our 
honours;  you  muft  therefore  be  difguis'd,  Mr.  Alder- 
man. 

Smug.  Pfliaw  !  no  matter,  I  am  an  old  fornicator. 
I'm  not  half  fo  religious  as  I  feem  to  be.  You  little 
rogue  ;  why,  I'm  difguis'd  as  I  am ;  our  fandlity  is  all 
outfide,  all  hypocrify. 

Lure.  No  man  is  feen  to  come  into  this  houfe  after 
night-fall;  you  muft  therefore  fneak  in,  when  'tis  dark, 
in  woman's  cloaths. 

Smug.  With  all  my  heart. — I  have  a  fuit  on  purpofe, 
my  little  cocket :  I  love  to  be  difguis'd,  I  cod.  I  make 
a  very  handfome  woman,  I  cod  I  do. 

Enter  Servant,  whifpers  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Oh !  Mr.  Alderman,  /hall  I  beg  you  to  walk 
into  the  next  room?  here  are  fomeftrangers  coming  up. 
Smug.  Bufs  and  guinea.firft;  ah,  my  little  cocket ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  My  life,  my  foul,  my  all  1 1: at  heaven  can  give, 
.Lure.  Dtath's  life  with  tbtet  'without  thte  death  to  live. 

Welcome, 
;  os£  a   8. 
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Welcome,  my  dear  Sir  Harry  ;  I  fee  you  got  my  direc- 
tions. 

Wild,  Directions  !  in  the  moil  charming  manner, 
thou  dear  Mnchia-vel  of  intrigue. 

Lv.i-£.   Still  brifk  and  airy,  I  find,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  The  fight  of  you,  madam,  exalts  my  air,  ami 
makes  joy  lighten  in  my  face. 

Lure.  I  have  a  thoufand  queilions  to  afk  you,  Sir  Harrj* 
How  d'ye  like  France  ? 

Wild.   Ah!  ejt  le  plus  beau  pai  s  du  msnde. 

Lure.  Then  what  made  you  leave  it  fo  foon  ? 

Wild.  Madam,  encusevoytz  f«s.J£  vc/ta/ui  par -tent. 

Lure.  O  moniicur,jevous/uis  fart  obligee — But,where"'s 
the  court  now  ? 

Wild.  AtMarli,  madam. 

Lure.  And  where  my  Count  La  Valier? 

Wild.  His  body's  in  the  church  of  Notrt  Dame  j  I  don't 
know  where  his  foul  is. 

Lure.  What  difeafe  did  he  die  of? 

Wild.  A  duel,  madam  ;  I  was  his  doftor. 

Lure.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Wild.  As  moft  doaors  do,  I  kill'd  him. 

Lure.  En  cavalier,  my  dear  knight  errant;  well,  and 
how,  and  how  ;  what  intrigues,  what  gallantries  are  car- 
rying on  in  the  Beau  Monde? 

Wild.  I  fhou'd  afk  you  that  queftion,  madam,  fince 
your  lady/hip  makes  the  Beau  Monde  wherever  you  come. 

Lure.  Ah  !  Sir  Harry,  I've  been  almoft  ruin'd,  pef- 
ter'd  to  death  here,  by  the  incefTant  attacks  of  a  mighty 
colonel ;  he  has  befieg'd  me  '  as  clofe  as  our  army  did 
'  Namur: 

Wild.  I  hope  your  ladymip  did  not  furrender  tho'. 

Lure.  No,  no,  but  was  forced  to  capitulate  ;  but  fince 
you  are  come  to  raife  the  fiege,  we'll  dance,  and  fing, 
and  laugh. 

Wild.  And  love  and  kifs — Montrex,  moi  <votre  chambre. 
Lure.  Attende,  attende,  unpeu — I  remember,  Sirffarry, 
you  promis'd  me  in  Paris,  never  to  afk  that  impertinent 
queftion  again. 

Wild.  Pfhaw,  madam,  that  was  above  two  months 
B  3  ago; 
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ago ;  befides,  madam,  treaties  made  in  France  are  never 
Kept. 

Lure.  Wou'd  you  marry  me,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Wild.   Oh  !  Le  marriage  cjl  un  grand  mal. But  I 

will  marry  you. 

Lure.  Your  word,  fir,  is  not  to  be  rely'd  on ;  if  a 
gentleman  will  forfeit  his  honour  in  dealings  of  bunnefs,, 
we  may  reafonably  lufpect  his  fidelity  in  an  amour. 

Wild,  My  honour  in  dealings  of  bufmefs !  why,  ma- 
clam,  I  never  had  any  bufmefs  all  my  life. 

Lure.  Yes,  Sir  Harry,  I  have  heard  a  very  odd  ftory, 
and  am  forry  that  a  gentleman  of  your  figure  mou'd  un- 
uergo  the  fcandal. 

Wild.  Out  with  it,  madam. 

Lure.  Why,  the  merchant,  f;r,  that  tranfmittcd  your 
bills  of  exchange  to  you  in  Fratue,  complains  of  feme  in- 
tiireft  and  diihoiiour^ble  dealings. 
•      Wild.  Who,  old  Smuggler  ! 

Lure.   Ay,  ay,  you  kiu.sv  him,  I  find. 
Wild.  I  have  fome  reafon,  I  think;  why,  the  rogue 
ins  cheated  me  of  above  five  hundred  pounds  within  thefe 
three  years. 

Lure.  ''1  is  your  bufinefs  then  to  acquit  yourfelf  pub- 
licly ;  for  he  fpreads  the  fcandal  every  where. 

Wild.  Acquit  myfelf  publicly  ! Here,  firrah,  my 

coach  ;  I'll  drive  iuftaiuly  into  the  city,  and  cane  the 
old  villain  round  the  Royal-Exchange ;  '  he  mall  run  the 
"  gauntlet  through  a  thoufand  bruiht  beavers  and  formal 
'  cravats.' 

Lure.  Why,  he  is  in  the  houfe  now,  fir. 
Wild.  What,  in  this  houfe  ? 
Lure.  Ay,  in  the  next  room. 
Wild.  Then,  firrah,  lend  me  your  cudgel. 
Lure.  Sir  Harry.,  you  won't  raife  a  diiturbance  in  my 
ioufe  ? 

Wild.  Diilurbance,  madam,  no,  no ;  I'll  beat  him 
with  the  temper  of  a  philofopher.  Here,  Mrs.  Parly, 
fliew  roe  the  gentleman.  [E.xit  tuitb  Parly. 

Lure.  Now  (hall  I  get  the  old  monftcr  well  beaten,  and 
Sir  Harry  pefter'd  next  term  with  bloodfheds,  batteries, 
<ofts  and  damage,,  folicitors  and  attorneys ;  and  if  they 

doivt. 
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don't  teize  him  out  of  hi^  good  humour,  I'll  never  plot 
again.  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Room  in  the  fame  Houfe. 
Enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  Oh,  this  damn'd  tide-waiter!  A  fhip  and  cargo 
worth  tive  thoufand  pounds!  why,  'tis  richly  wo;  th  five 
hundred  perjuries. 

Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  Dear  Mr.  AIderm<m,  I'm  your  moft  devcted 
and  humble  fervant 

Smug.  My  bed  friend,  Sir  Harry  ,  you're  welcome  to 


Wild.  I'll  r:  flu  re  you,  fir,  there's  not  a  man  in  tlie 
king's  dominions  I  am  gladder  to  meet,  dear,  dear  Mr. 
Alderman. 

[Bowing  <very  lew. 

Smug.  O  lord,  fir,  you  travellers  have  the  moft  oblig- 
ing ways  with  you. 

Wild.  There  is  abafinefs,  Mr.  Alderman,  fall'n  out, 
which  you  may  oblige  me  infinitely  by  -  1  am  very 
forry  that  I  am  forc'd  to  be  troublefome  j  but  neceffity, 
IVJr.  Alderman. 

Smug.  Ay,  fir,  aj  you  fay,  neceffity  —  But  upon  rny 
word,  fir,  I  am  very  mort  of  money  at  prefent,  bv:t  — 

Wild.  That's  not  the  matter,  fir;  I'm  above  an  obli- 
gation that  way  ;  but  the  bufinefs  is,  I'm  recmc'd  to  an 
indifpeniible  neceffity  of  being  oblig'd  to  you  for  a  beat- 
ing —  Here  take  this  cudgel. 

Smug.  A  beating,  fir  Harry  !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  beat  a 
knight  baronet  !  an  alderman  turn  cudgel-player  !  ha, 
ha,  ha! 

Wild.  Upon  my  word,  fir,  you  muft  beat  me,  or  I 
cudgel  you  ;  take  your  choice. 

Smug.   Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  you  jeft. 

Wild.  Nay,  'tis  fure  as  fate:  fo,  Alderman,  I  hope 
you'll  pardon  my  curiofity.  [Strikes  him. 

Smug.  Curiofity  !  Deuce  take  your  curiofity,  fir;  what 
d've  mean  ? 

B  4 
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Wild.  Nothing  at  all ;  I'm  but  in  jell,  fir. 

Smug.  O,  I  can  take  any  thing  in  jeft  ?  but  a  man 
might  imagine  by  the  fmartnefs  of  the  itroke,  that  you 
were  in  downright  earneft. 

Wild.  Not  in  the  leaft,  fir;  [S/rii-es  him.'}  not  in  the 
lead  indeed,  fir. 

Smng.  Pray,  good  fir,  no  more  of  your  jefts,  for  they 
nre  the  blunted  jefts  that  ever  1  knew. 

Wild.  [Strikes. ~\  I  heartily  beg  your  pardon,  with  all 
my  heart,  fir. 

Smug.  Pardon,  fir !  well,  fir,  that  is  fatisfaclion 
enough  from  a  gentleman  :  But  ferioufly  now,  if  you 
pafs  any  more  of  your  jefts  upon  me,  I  {hall  grow  angry. 

Wild.  I  humbly  beg  your  permilfion  to  break  one  or 
two  more.  [Strides  kiin. 

Smug.  O  lord,  fir,  you'll  break  my  bones:  Are  you 
mad,  fir?  murder,  felony,  manflaughter ! 

[Wild,  knocks  kim  dtyi^n. 

Wild.  Sir,  I  beg  you  ten  thoufand  pardons ;  but  I  am 
abfolutely  compell'd  to't,  upon  my  honour,  fir  :  r.o- 
thing  can  be  more  averfe  to  my  inclinations,  than  to  jell 
with  my  honeft,  dear,  loving,  obliging  friend,  the  Al- 
dtrman. 

[Striking  him  all  this  nubile,  Smuggler  tumbles  over 
and  over,  and  Jhakes  out  his  pocket-book  on  the 
floor  ;  Lurewell  enters,  takes  it  up\ 

Lure.  The  old  rogue's  pocket-book  ;  this  may  be  of 
«fe.  \_Afide. ~\  O  lord,  Sir  /terry's  murdering  the  poor 
old  man.' 

Smug.  O  dear  madam,  I  was  beaten  in  jeft,  'till  I  am 
murder'd  in  good  earnelh 

Lure.  Well,  well,  I'll  bring  you  off,  /e/gneur—fraf- 
pezt  frappex. ! 

Smug.  O  !  for  charity's  fake,  madam,  refcue  a  poor 
citizen. 

Lure.  O  you  barbarous  man  !  hqld  I  hold  !  Jrappex, 
f/us  rudetnent ! 

frapptz  !  I  wonder  you  are  not  afham'd,  [Holding  Wild.  ] 
A  poor  reverend  honeft  elder — [helps  Smug,  up.]  It  makes 
me  weep  to  fee  him  in  this  condition,  poor  man  ! 

Now 
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Now  the  devil  take  you,  Sir  Flarry—for  not  beating 
him  harder.  Well,  my  dear,  you  fhall  come  at  night, 
and  I'll  make  you  amends.  [  Here  Sir  Harry  lakes  faff. 

Smug.  Madam,  I  will  have  amends  before  I  leave  the 
place. 

Sir  how  durft  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Wild.  Sir? 

Smug.  Sir,  I  fay  that  I  will  ha\'e  fatisfa&ion. 

Wild.   With  all  my  heart.     [Throws  /miff" into  his  eyes. 

Smug.  O!  murder,  blindnefs,  fire!  O  madam,  ma- 
cbm,  get  me  fome  water  !  water,  fire,  fire,  water ! 

[Exit  with  Lure  well. 

Wild.  How  pleafanl  is  refenting  an  injury  without 
paflion  !  'Tis  the  beauty  of  revenge. 


5.1   i 
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Let  ft  at 'efmen  plat ,  and  under  bufenefs  groan , 
And  jettLng  public  quiet,  lofe  their  c-iun  ; 
Let  foldiers  drudge  and  fight  for  pay ,  or  fame  t. 
for  IL'/JHK  they 're  Jhot ,  I  think  'tis  much  the  fame  ; 
Let  fcholan  <vex  their  trains  with  mood  and  tenfe, 
And  mad  ivithf.rength  of  reafon,  fools  commence, 
lofing  their  iuits  in  fearching  after  fenfe. 
T'lar  Summum  Bonum  they  muft  toil  to  gain 
And  faking  pkafure ,  Jpend  their  Ufe  in  pain  : 
/  make  the  mofl  of  life,  no  hour  mifpend, 
Pleafure's  the  mean,  and pleafure  is  my  end. 
/*'o  fpleen,   no  trouble  Jhall  my  time  dejlroy^ 
Life's  but  afpan,  /'//  every  inch  enjoy. 

[f.v/V. 
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A       P    'T         TIT 

rnus/aiUi.".          ACT       111. 

SCENE,    T^  S/r«/. 
.£»/«•  Standard  «*</  Vizard. - 

Stand.   T  Bring  him  word  where  (he  lodg'd  !  I  the  civil- 
J[  eft  rival  in  the  world !  'Tis  impoffible. 

Viz.  I  {hall  urge  it  no  farther,  fir. 
T  only  thought,  fir,    that  my  character  in   the  world 
inight  add  authority  to  my  words  without  fo  many  re- 
petitions. 

Stand.  Pardon  me,  dear  Vizarct. 

Our  belief  ftruggles  hard  before  it  can  be  brought  to, 
>ield  to  the  difadvantage  of  what  we  love ; 
'  'Tis  fo  great  an  abufe  to  our  judgment,  that  it  makes 
'  the  faults  of  our  choice  our  own  failing.' 
But  what  faid  Sir  Harry  ? 

Viz.  He  pitied  the  poor  credulous  colonel,  laugh'd 
heartily. 

Flew  away  with  all  the  raptures  of  a  bridegroom,  re- 
peating thefe  line's, 

A  mijtrefs  ne'er  can  pall  her  lover's  joys, 
Whofe  ivit  can  tohet,  whene'er  her  beauty  cloys. 

Stand.  A  miftrefs  »e'tr  can  pall 7  By  all  ray  wrongs  he 
whores  her!  And  I'm  made  their  property.  Ven- 
geance !  Vizard,  you  muft  carry  a  note  for  me  to  Sir 
Harry. 

Viz.  What !  a  challenge !  I  hope  you  don't  defign  to 
fight? 

Stand.  What !  wear  the  livery  of  my  king,  and' 
pocket  an  affront !  'twere  an  abufe  to  his  facred  ma- 
jefty;  a  foldier's  fword,  Vizard,  fhould  ftart  of  itfelf 
to  redrefs  it's  mailer's  wrong. 

Viz.  However,  fir,  I  think  it  not  proper  for  me  to» 
•carry  any  fuch  mefHlge  between  friends. 

Stand.  I  have  ne'er  a  fcrvant  here  ;  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

Vis. 
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Viz.  There's  Tom  Errand,  the  porter,  that  plies  at 
the  Blue  Pojis,  one  who  knows  Sir  Harry  and  his  haunt* 
very  well ;  you  may  fend  a  note  by  him. 

Stand.  Here,  you,  friend. 

Viz.  I  have  now  fome  bufinefs,  and  muft  take  my 
leave ;  I  would  advife  you  neverthelefs  againft  this 
affair. 

Stand.  No  whifpering  now,  nor  telling  of  friends  to 
prevent  us.  He  that  difappoints  a  man  of  an  honoura- 
ble revenge,  may  love  him  foolifhly  like  a  wife,  but  ne- 
ver value  him  as  a  friend. 

Viz.  Nay,  the  devil  take  him  that  parts  you,  fay  T. 

[Exit 
Enter  Porter  running. 

Err.  Did  your  honour  call  porter  ? 

Stand.   Is  your  name  Tom  Errand  ? 

Err.  People  call  me  fo,  an't  like  your  worfliip— — 

Stand.  D'ye  know  Sir  Harry  Wild  air  ? 

Err.  Ay,  very  well,  Sir ;  he's  one  of  my  beft  maf- 
ter's ;  many  a  round  half-crown  have  I  had  of  his  \vor- 
ihip  ;  he's  newly  come  home  from  France,  fir. 

Stand.  Go  to  the  next  coffee-houfe,  and  wait  for  me. 

[Exit  Errand. 

O  woman,  woman,  how  bleft  is  man,  when  favout'd 
by  your  fmiles,  and  how  accurs'd  when  all  thofe  fmiles 
ure  found  but  wanton  baits  to  footh  us  to  deftruftion  ? 

*  Thus  our  chief  joys  with  baje  allays  are  curft, 

*  And  our  beji  things  %  ivbenatice  corrupted,  <wor/l.'     [Exit. 

Enter  Wildair  and  Clincher  fenior  following. 

Clinch,  fen.  Sir,  fir,  fir,  having  fome  bufinefs  of  impor- 
tance to  communicate  to  you,  I  wou'd  beg  your  atten- 
tion to  a  trifling  affair  that  I  wou'd  impart  to  your  un- 
derftanding. 

Wild.  What  is  your  trifling  bufinefs  of  importance, 
pray,  fweet  fir  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  Pray,  fir,  are  the  roads  deep  between 
this  and  Paris. 

Wild.  Why  that  queftion,  fir  ? 
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Clinch,  fen.  Becaufe  I  defign  to  go  to  the  Jubilee,  fir  ; 
I  underfta..d  that  your  are  a  traveller,  fir ;  there  is  an 
air  of  travel  in  the  tie  of  your  cravat;  fir — there  is  in- 
deed,  fir— I  fuppofe,  fir,  you  bought  this  lace  in  Flan* 
tiers. 

Wild.  No,  fir,  this  lace  was  made  in  Norway. 

Clinch. fen.  Ncrnvay,   fir! 

Wild.  Yes,  fir,  of  the  fhavings  of  deal-boards. 

Clinch,  fen.  That's  very  ftrange  now,  faith— lace 
jnade  of  the  fhavings  of  deal-boards  !  Egad,  fir,  you 
travellers  fee  very  ftrange  things  abroad,  very  incredi- 
ble things  abroad,  indeed.  Well,  I'll  have  a  cravat  of 
the  very  fame  lace  before  I  come  home. 

Wild.  But,  fir,  what  preparations  have  you  made  for 
your  journey  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  A  cafe  of  pocket-piftols  for  the  bravo' s— 
and  a  fwimming  girdle. 

Wild.  Why  thefe,  fir  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  O  Lord  !  Sir,  I'll  tell  you— fuppofe  us  in 
Rome  now;  away  goes  I  to  fome  ball— for  I'll  be  a 
mighty  bt-au.  Then,  as  I  faid,  I  go  to  fome  ball,  or 
fome  bear-baiting,  'tis  all  one  you  know — then  comes 
a  fine  Italian  Bona  Rcba,  and  plucks  me  by  the  fleeve, 
Sigxicr  Angle,  Signior  Angle — fhe's  a  very  fine  lady,  ob- 
ferve  that — Signior  Angle,  fays  fhe  —Signora,  fays  I,  and 
trips  after  her  to  the  corner  of  a  ftreet,  fnppofe  it  RufiJ- 
Street  here,  or  any  other  ftreet ;  then  you  know,  I  nuift 
invite  her  to  the  tavern,  I  can  do  no  lefs. — There  up 
comes  her  bravo ;  the  Italian  grows  faufy,  and  I  give 
him  an  Englijh  doufe  of  the  face.  I  can  box,  fir,  box 
tightly  ;  I  was  a  'prentice,  fir, — but  then,  fir,  he  whipi 
out  his  Jiillelto,  and  I  whips  out  my  bull-dog— flaps 
him  through,  trips  down  ftairs,  turns  the  corner  of 
RuJfcl-Streft  again,  and  whips  me  into  the  ambaffador's 
train,  and  there  I'm  fafe  as  a  beau  behind  the  fcenes. 

Wild.  Is  your  piftol  charg'd,  fir? 

Clinch,  fen.  Only  a  brace  of  bullets,  that's  all,  fir. 

Wild.  'Tis  a  very  fine  piftol,  truly ;  pray  let  me  fee 
it. 

Clinch.  rin.  With  all  my  heart,  fir. 
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Wild.  Hark'e,  Mr.  Jubilee,  can  you  digeft  a  brace  of 
bullets  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  O  by  no  means  in  the  world,  fir  ! 

Wild.  I'll  try  the  ftrength  of  your  ftomach,  however. 
Sir,  you're  a  dead  man.  [Pre/euting  the  ptftol  to  his  breafr. 

Clinch,  fen.  Confider,  dear  fir  !  I  am  going  to  the 
Jubilee,  when  I  come  home  again,  I  am  a  dead  man  at 
your  fervice. 

Wild.  O  very  well,  fir  !  but  take  heed  you  are  not  fo 
choleric  for  the  future. 

Clinch,  fen.  Choleric,  fir!  Oons !  I  defign  to  fhoot 
feven  Italians  a  week,  fir. 

Wild.  Sir,  you  won't  have  provocation. 

Clinch. fen.  Provocation,  fir!  Zauns,  fir,  I'll  kill  any 
man  for  treading  upon  my  corns,  and  there  will  be  a 
•  devilifh  throng  of  people  there;  they  fay  that  all  the 
princes  in  Italy  will  be  there. 

Wild.  And  all  the  fops  and  fiddlers  in  Europe — But  the 
ufe  of  your  fwimming  girdle,  pray,  fir  ? 

Clinch,  fin.  O  Lord,  fir!  That's  eafy.  Suppofe  the 
fliip  call  away;  now,  whilft  other  foolifh  people  are 
bufy  at  their  prayers,  I  whip  on  my  fwimming  girdle, 
clap  a  month's  provifion  into  my  pocket,  and  fails  me 
away  like  an  egg  in  a  duck's  belly. — And  hark'e,  fir, 
I  have  a  new  project:  in  my  head.  Where  d'ye  think  my 
fwimming  girdle  mall  carry  me  upon  this  occafioq  ? 
'Tis  a  new  project. 

Wild.  Where,  fir  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  To  Civita  Vecchia,  faith  and  troth,  and 
fo  fave  the  charges  of  my  pafiage.  Well,  fir,  you  muft 
pardon  me  now,  I'm  going  to  fee  my  miftrefs.  [Exit. 

Wild.  This  fellow's  an  accomplifh'd  afs  before  he 
goes  abroad.  Well  !  this  Angelica  has  got  into  my 
heart,  and  I  can't  get  her  oat  of  my  head.  I  muft  pay 
her  t'other  vifit.  [Exit \ 

SCENE,   Lady  Darling'/  Houfe. 

Enter  Angelica. 

'  Angel.  Unhappy  ftate  of  woman  !  whofe  chief  vir- 
*  tuc  is  but  ceremony,  and  our  much  boafted  modefty 
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«  but  a  fiavifh  reflraint.     The  ftrift  confinement  on  our 

'  words,    makes  our  thoughts  ramble  more  ;    and  what 

*  preferves  our  outward  fame,  deltroys  our  inward  quiet. 
•'  — 'Tis  hard  that  love  fhou'd  be  deny'd  the  privilege  of 
'  hatred  ;  that  fcandal  and  detracuon  (hou'd  be  fo  much 

*  indulg'd,  yet  facrcd  love  and  truth  debar'd  our  con- 

*  verfation.' 

Enter  Darling,  Clincher  jun.  and  Dicky. 

Darl.  This  is  my  daughter,  coufm. 

Dick.  Now,  fir,  remember  your  three  fcrapes. 

Clinch,  jun.  faluting  Angelica.] One,  two,  three. 

Your  humble  iervant.     Was  not  that  right,  Dicky? 

Dick.  Ay,  faith,  fir;  but  why  don't  you  fpeak  to 
her? 

Clinch,  jun.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Dicky,  I  know  my 
diftance.  Wou'd  you  have  me  fpeak  to  a  lady  at  the 
firft  fight  ? 

Dick.  Ay,  fir,  by  all  means ;  the  firrt  aim  is  the 
fureft. 

Clinch.  jitH.  Now  for  a  good  jeft,   to  make  her  laugh 

heartily. -By  Jupiter  Ammon  I'll  go  give  her  a  kifs. 

[Goes  towards  her. 
Enter  Wildair,  interpofeng. 

Wild.  'Tis  all  to  no  purpofe,  I  told  you  fo  before ; 
your  pitiful  five  guineas  will  never  do — you  may  go, 
I'll  outbid  you. 

Clinch,  jun.  What  the  devil !  the  madman's  here 
again. 

Darl.  Blefs  me,  coufin  !  what  d'ye  mean  ?  Affront  a 
gentleman  of  his  quality  in  my  houfe  ! 

Clinch,  jun.  Quality— — Why,  madam,  I  don't  know 
what  you  mean  by  your  madmen,  and  your  beaux,  and 
your  quality — they're  all  alike,  I  believe. 

Darl.  Pray,  fir,  walk  with  me  into  the  next  room. 

[Exit  Darl.  leading  Clin.  Dicky  follows. 

Angel.  Sir,  if  your  converfation'  be  no  more  agreeable 
than  'twas  the  laft  time,  I  wou'd  advife  you  to  make 
your  vifit  as  fhort  as  you  can. 

flfett 
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Wild.  The  offences  of  my  laft  vifit,  madam,  bore 
their  punimment  in  the  commiffion  ;  and  have  made  me 
as  uneafy  till  I  receive  pardon,  as  your  ladylhip  can  be 
till  1  fue  for  it. 

Angel.  Sir  Harry,  I  did  not  well  under/land  the  of-- 
fence,  and  mull  therefore  proportion  it  to  the  greatnefs 
of  your  apology  ;  if  you  wou'd  therefore  have  me  think 
it  light,  take  no  great  pains  in  an  excufe. 

Wild.  How  fweet  muft  the  lips  be  that  guard  that 
tongue !    then,    madam,    no    more  of  paft    offences 
let  us  prepare  for  joys  to  come ;  let  this  feal  my  par- 
don.  \KiJJes  her  hand.\    And  this  [Again]  initiate  me 
to  farther  happinefs. 

AngeL   Hold,   fir, one  queflion,    Sir  Harry ,  and 

pray  anf\vcr  plainly — d'ye  love  me  ? 

Wild.  Love  you !  Does  fire  afcend  ?  Do  hypocrites 
diflemble  ?  Ufurers  love  gold,  or  great  men  flattery  ? 
Doubt  thefe,  then  queftion  that  I  love. 

AngeL  This  mews  your  gallantry,  fir,  but  not  your 
love. 

Wild.  View  your  own  charms,  madam,  then  judge 
my  paffion  ;  your  beauty  ravifhes  my  eye,  your  voice 
my  ear,  and  your  touch  has  thrill'd  my  melting  foul. 

Angel.  If  your  words  be  real,  'tis  in  your  pow'r  to 
raife  an  equal  flame  in  me.—— 

Wild.  Nay,  then 1  feize 

Angel.  Hold,  fir,  'tis  alfo  poflible  to  make  me  deteft 
and  fcorn  you  worfe  thaa  the  molt  profligate  of  your 
deceiving  fex. 

Wild.  Ha  !  A  very  odd  turn  this.  I  hope,  madam, 
you  only  affeft  anger,  becaufe  you  know  your  frowns 
are  becoming. 

Angtl.  Sir  Harry,  you  being  the  beft  judge  of  your 
own  defigns,  can  beft  underftand  whether  my  anger 
fhou'd  be  real  or  diflembled  ;  think  what  ftrid  modelty 
fhou'd  bear,  then  judge  of  my  refentments. 

Wild.  Stria  modefty  fhou'd  bear !  Why  faith,  madam, 
I  believe,  the  itri&eJly  modeft  may  bear  fifty  guineas' 
and  I  don't  believe  'twill  bear  one  farthing  more. 

Angel.  What  d'ye  mean,  fir  ? 

Wild* 
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Wild,  Nay,  madam,  what  do  you  mean  ?  If  you  ge 
to  that.  I  think  now  fifty  guineas  is  a  fine  offer  for  your 
ftridl  modefty,  as  you  call  it. 

Angel.  'Tis  more  charitable,  Sir  Hany,  to  charge 
the  impertinence  of  a  man  of  your  figure  on  his  defedl  in 
underftanding,  than  on  his  want  of  manners. — I'm 
afraid  you*re  mad,  fir. 

Wild.  Why,  madam,  you're  enough  to  make  any 
man  mad.  'Sdeath,  are  you  not  a 

Angel.  What,  fir  ? 

Wild.  Why,  a  lady  of— ftrift  modefty,  if  you  will 
have  it  fo. 

Angel.  I  mall  never  hereafter  truft  common  report, 
which  reprefented  you,  fir,  a  man  of  honour,  wit,  and 
breeding;  for  I  find  you  very  deficient  in  them  all 
three.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Now  I  find  that  the  drift,  pretences  which 
the  ladies  of  pleafure  make  to  ftricl  modefty,  is  the  rea-? 
fon  why  thofe  of  quality  are  afham'd  to  wear  it. 

Enter  Vizard. 

Viz.  Ah  !  Sir  Harry,  have  I  caught  you  ?  Well,  and 
what  fuccefs  ? 

Wild.  Succefs !  'tis  a  Ihame  for  you  young  fellows  in 
town  here,  to  let  the  wenches  grow  fo  faucy  :  I  offer'd 
her  fifty  guineas,  and  fhe  was  in  her  airs  prefently,  and 
flew  away  in  a  huff.  I  cou'd  have  had  a  brace  of  coun- 
tefles  in  Paris  for  half  the  money,  and  je  vous  remercit 
into  the  bargain. 

Viz.  Gone  in  her  airs,  fay  you  !  and  did  not  you  fol- 
low her  ? 

Wild.  Whither  fhou'd  I  follow  her  ? 

Viz.  Into  her  bed-chamber,  man  ;  me  went  on  pur- 
pofe.  You  a  man  of  gallantry,  and  not  underftand  that 
a  lady's  beft  pleas'd  when  fhe  puts  on  her  airs,  as  you 
call  it  ? 

Wild.  She  talk'd  to  me  of  ftrift  modefty,  and  ftufF. 

Viz.  Certainly.  Moft  women  magnify  their  mo- 
defty, for  the  fame  reafon  that  cowards  boaft  their  cou- 
rage, becaufe  they  have  lead  on't.  Come,  come,  Sir 

Harry, 
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Harry,  when  you  make  your  next  aflault,  encourage  your 
fpirits  with  briflc  Burgundy ;  if  you  fucceed,  'tis  well ; 
if  not,  you  have  a  fair  excufe  for  your  rudenefs.  i'll 
go  in,  and  make  your  peace  for  what's  paft.  Oh  ! 

1  had  almoft  forgot Col.  Standard  wants  to  fpeak 

with  you  about  fome  bufmefs. 

W,ld.  I'll  wait  upon  him  prefently ;  d'ye  kn*w 
where  he  may  be  found  ? 

Viz.  In  the  Piazza  of  Cogent-Garden,  about  an  hour 
hence,  I  promis'd  to  fee  him  ;  and  there  you  may  meet 
him,  to  have  your  throat  cut.  \_Afide. "\  I'll  go  in  and  in- 
tercede for  you. 

Wild.  But  no  foul  play  with  the  lady,  Vizard.   [Exit. 

Viz.  No  fair  play,  I  can  allure  you.  \Exit. 

SCENE,     The  Street    before    Lurewell'/    Lodgings ; 
Clincher  fen.  and Lurewell  coquetting  in  the  Balcony. 

Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  How  weak  is  reafon  in  difputes  of  love  ?  That 
daring  reafon  which  fo  oft  pretends  to  queftion  works  of 
high  omnipotence,  yet  poorly  truckles  to  our  weakdt 
paffions,  and  yields  implicit  faith  to  foolifh  love,  pay- 
ing blind  zeal  to  faithlefs  women's  eyes.  I've  heard 
her  falmood  with  fuch  preffing  proofs,  that  I  no  longer 
fhould  diftruft  it.  Yet  ftill  my  love  wou'd  baffle  demon- 
ftration,  and  make  impoflibilities  feem  probable.  [Loc&s 
up,}  Ha!  that  fool  too  !  what,  ftoop  ft>  low  as  that  ani- 
mal ! — 'tis  true,  women  once  fall'n,  like  cowards  in  de- 
fpair,  will  flick  at  nothing ;  there's  no  medium  in  their 
actions.  They  mult  be  bright  as  angels,  or  black  as 
fiends.  But  now  for  my  revenge,  I'll  kick  her  cully 
before  her  face,  call  her  whore,  curfe  the  whole  fex,  and 
leave  her.  [Goes  in. 

Lurewell  comes  down  ivith  Clincher.     The  Scene  changes 
to  a  Dining-Rocm. 

Lure.  O  Lord,  fir,  it  is  my  hufoand !  what  will  be- 
come of  you  ? 

Climh* 
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Clinch. fen.  Ah  !  your  hufhand  !  oh,  I  fhall  be  murdered  : 
What  fhall  I  do  !  where  (hell  J  run  !  I'M  creep  into  EP. 
even  ;  I'll  climb  u;  cite  ciiimne-  ;  I'.'i  fly  ;  I'll  fwim ; — 
I  wifh  to  the  Lore  1  \vsr<.-  at  the  "jubilee  now.—— 

Lure.  Can't  you  think  of  any  tiling,  fir  ? 

Clinch.  Jen.  Think  !  not  1 ;  1  never  cou'd  think  to  any 
purpofe  in  my  life. 

Enter  Tom  Errand. 

Lure.  What  do  you  want,   fir  ? 

Err.  Madam,  I  am  looking  for  Sir  Harry  Wihiw ; 
I  faw  him  come  in  here  this  morning  ;  and  did  imagine 
he  might  be  here  ftill,  if  he  is  not  gone. 

Lure.  A  lucky  hit !  here,  friend,  change  cloaths  with 
this  gentleman,  qu'tkly,  itrip. 

Clinch,  fen.  Ay,  ay,  quickly  flrip  :  I'll  give  you  half  a 
crown  to  boot.  Lome  here  ;  fo.  [Thy  change  deaths 

Litre.  Now  flip  you  [To  Clinch. ]  down  flairs,  and 
wait  at  the  dcor  till  my  hufband  be  gone  ;  and  get  you 
in  there  [To  the  ptrtcr]  till  I  call  you.  [Puts  Errand  in 
the  next  roort, 

Extcr  Standard. 

Oh,  fir  !  rue  you  come  ?  I  wonder,  fir,  how  you  have 
the  confidence  M  approach  me  after  fo  bafe  a  trick  ! 

Stau^.  ,  all  your  artifices  won't  avail. 

Lure.  Nay,  fir,  your  artifices  won't  avail.  I  thought, 
fir,  that  I  gave  you  caution  enough  againft  troubling  me 
with  Sir  Harry  Wildair's  company  when  I  fent  his  letters 
back  by  you ;  yet  you,  forfooth,  muft  tell  him  where  I 
lodg'd,  and  expofe  me  again  to  his  impertinent  court- 
fhip! 

Stand.  I  expofe  you  to  his  courtfhip  ! 

Lwe.  I'll  lay  my  life  you'll  deny  it  now.  Come, 
come,  fir  ;  a  pitiful  lie  is  as  fcandalous  to  a  red  coat  as 
an  oath  to  a  black.  *  Did  not  Sir  Harry  himfelf  tell 
1  me,  that  he  found  out  by  you  where  I  lodg'd  :' 

Stand.  You're  all  lies :  firft,  your  heart  is  falfe  ;  your 
Wes  are  double  i  one  look  belies  another ;  and  then 

your 
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your  tongues  does  contradict  them  all — madam,  I  fee  a 
little  devil  juft  now  hammering  out  a  lie  in  youx./V*v- 
cranium. 

Lure.  As  I  hope  for  mercy,  he's  in  the  right  on't. 
[4/tde.]  '  Hold,  Sir,  you  have  got  the  play-houfe  cant 
'  upon  your  tongue  ;  and  think,  that  wit  may  privilege 
'  your  railing :  but  I  muft  tell  you,  fir,  that  what  is 
'  fatire  upon  the  ftage,  is  ill  manners  here.' 

Stand.  '  What  is  feign'd  upon  the  ftage,  is  here  in 
'  reality  real  falfhood.  Yes,  yes,  madam,' — I  expos'd 
you  to  the  court  of  your  fool  Clincher,  too ;  I  hope 
your  female  wiles  will  impofe  that  upon  me — a!fo  — 

Lure.  Clincher!  Nay,  now  you're  ftark  mad.  I  know 
no  fuch  perfon. 

Stand.  O  woman  in  perfection  !  not  know  him  ? 
'Slife,  madam,  can  my  eyes,  my  piercing  jealous  eyes, 
bo  fo  deluded  ?  Nay,  madam,  my  nofe  could  not  mi  Hake 
him  ;  for  I  fmelt  the  fop  by  his  Pukvilio  from  the  bal- 
cony down  to  the  ftreet. 

Lure.  The  balcony  !  ha,  ha,  ha !  the  balcony ;  I'll  be 
hang'd  but  he  has  miftaken  Sir  Harty  Wildair^  footman 
with  a  new  French  livery,  for  a  beau. 

Stand.  'Sdeath,  madam,  what  is  there  in  me  that 
looks  like  a  cully  !  did  not  I  fee  him  ? 

Lure.  No,  no,  you  cou'd  not  fee  him  ;  you're  dream- 
ing, colonel.  Will  you  believe  you  eyes,  now  that  I 
have  rubb'd  them  open  ?—  Here,  you  friend. 

Enter  Errand  in  Clincher'*  cloatbs. 

Stand.  This  is  illufion  all ;  my  eyes  confpire  againft 
themfelves.  'Tis  legerdemain. 

Lure.  Legerdemain  \  is  that  all  your  acknowledge- 
ment for  your  rude  behaviour  ? — Oh,  what  a  curfe  is  it 
to  love  as  I  do! — '  but  don't  prefume  too  far,  fir,  on 
*  my  affection  :  for  fuch  ungenerous  ufage  will  foon  re- 
'  turn  my  tir'd  heart.' — Begone,  fir,  [*To  the  porter\  to 
your  impertinent  mafter,  and  tell  him  I  mall  never  be  at 
leifure  to  receive  any  of  his  troublefome  vifits. — Send  to 
me  to  know  when  I  fhou'd  be  at  home !-— r  be  gone, 

'  fir?' 
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'  fir  ?'  [Exit  Errana~\ — I  am  fore  he  has  made  me  an  un- 
fortunate woman.  \Weept 

Stand.  Nay  then  there  is  no  certainty  in  nature  ;  and 
truth  is  only  falfhood  well  difguis'd. 

Lure.  Sir,  had  not  I  own'd  my  fond  foolifh  paflion,  I 
fhou'd  not  have  been  fubjeft.  to  fuch  unjuft  fufpicions : 
but  it  is  an  ungrateful  return.  [fPttpjng. 

Stand.  '  Now,  where  are  all  my  firm  refolves  ?  1  will 
'  believe  her  juft.  My  paffion  rais'd  my  jealoufy  ;  then 
*  why  mayn't  love  be  as  blind  in  finding  faults,  as  in 
'  excufing  them  ?' — I  hope,  madam,  you'll  pardon  me, 
fince  jealoufy,  that  magnify 'd  my  fufpicicn,  is  as  much 
the  eifec~t  of  love,  as  my  eafinefs  in  being  fatisfy'd. 

Lure.  Eafinefs  in  being  fatisfy'd  !  '  you  men  ha*'e 
«  got  an  infolent  way  of  extorting  pardon,  by  perfifting 
'  in  your  faults.'  No,  no,  fir ;  cherifh  your  fuibicions, 
and  feed  upon  your  jealoufy  :  'tis  fit  meat  for  your 
fcjueamifh  ftomach. 

With  me  all  <womin  flou'd  this  rule  purfuc  : 
Who  think  usfalje,  Jlou'd  never  find  us  true. 

[Exit  in  a  rage. 

Enter  Clincher  fenior,  in  ihe  Porter's  Clcaths. 

Clinch,  fen.  Well,  intrigueingistheprettieft,pleafanteft 
thing,  for  a  man  of  my  parts : — How  fhall  we  laugh  at 
the  hufband,  when  he  is  gone  ? — How  fillily  he  looks ! 
he's  in  labour  of  horns  already. — To  make  a  colonel  a 
cuckold  !  'twill  be  rare  news  for  the  alderman. 

Stand.  All  this  Sir  Harry  has  occafion'd  ;  but  he's 
brave,  and  will  afford  me  a  juft  revenge  : — O  !  this  is 

the  porter  I  fent  the  challenge  by Well,  fir,  have 

you  found  him  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  What  the  devil  does  he  mean  now  ? 

Stand.  Have  you  given  Sir  Harry  the  note,  fellow  } 

Clinch,  fen.  The  note  !    what  note  ? 

Stand.  The  letter,  blockhead,  which  I  fcnt  by  you  to 
Sir  Harry  Wildair ;  have  you  feen  him  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  O  lord,  what  fliall  I  fay  now  ?  Seen  him  ? 
Yes,  fir — no,  fir. — I  have,  fir— I  have  not,  fir. 

Stand. 
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Stand.  The  fellow's  mad.  Anfwer  me  direftly  firrah, 
or  I'll  break  your  head. 

Clinch,  fen.  I  know  Sir  Harry  very  well,  fir ;  but  as  to  the 
note,  fir,  I  can't  remember  a  word  on.' t :  truth  is  I  have 
a  very  bad  memory. 

Stand.  O  fir,  I'll  quicken  your  memory.  [Strikes  him. 

Clinch,  fen.  Zauns,  fir,  hold  !  —  I  did  give  him  the  note. 

Stand.  And  what  anfwer? 

Clinch,  fen.  I  mean,  I  did  not  give  him  the  note. 

Stand.   What  d'ye  banter,  rafcal  ?   [Strikes  him  again* 

Clinch,  fen.  Hold,  fir,  hold  !  He  did  fend  an  anfwer. 

Stand.  Whatwas't,  villain? 

Clinch,  fen.  Why,  trulyilr,  I  have  forgot  it :  I  told  you 
that  I  had  a  very  treacherous  memory. 

Stand.  I'll  engage  you  (hall  remember  me  this  month, 
rafcal. 

[Beats  him  off,  and  e,xit. 

Enter  Lurewell  and  Parly. 

Lure.  Fortbocn,  fortboon,  fortboon!  This  is  better  than 
I  expefted ;  but  fortune  flill  helps  the  induftrious. 

Enter  Clincher  fenior. 

Clinch,  fen.  Ah  !  The  devil  take  all  intriguing,  fay  I,  and 
him  who  firft  invented  canes— That  curs'd  colonel  has 
•got  fuch  a  knack  of  beating  his  men,  that  he  has  left 
the  mark  of  a  collar  of  bandileers  about  my  moulders. 

Lure.  O,  my  poor  gentleman  !  And  was  it  beaten  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  Yes,  I  have  been  beaten.  But  where's  my 
cloaths  ?  my  cloaths  ? 

Lure.  What,  you  won't  leave  me  fo  foon,  my  dear, 
will  ye  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  Will  ye  !  If  ever  I  peep  into  a  colonel's  tent 
again,  may  I  be  forc'd  to  run  the  gauntlet. — But  my 
cloaths,  madam. 

Lure.  I  fent  the  porter  down  flairs  with  them  :  Did  not 
you  meet  him  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  Meet  him  !  No,  not  I. 

Par.  No  !  He  went  out  of  the  back-door,  and  is  run 
clear  away,  I'm  afraid. 
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Clinch,  fen.  Gone,  fay  you  !  and  with  my  cloaths !  my 
fine  Jubilee  cloaths! — O,  the  rogue,  the  thief ! — PH 
have  him  hang'd  for  murder. — But  howfhalll  get  home 
in  this  pickle  ? 

Par.  I'm  afraid,  fir,  the  colonel  will  be  back  pre- 
fently,  for  he  dines  at  home. 

Clinch.  Jen.  Oh,  then  I  muft  fneak  off! 
Was  ever  fuch  an  unfortunate  beau, 
To  have  his  coat  well  thralh'd,  and  lofe  his  coat  alfo  ? 

[Exit. 

Lure.  Thus  the  noble  Poet  fpoke  truth  : 

Nothing  fuits  nuorfe  nuith  vice  than  want  of  fen  ft  : 
Fools  are  Jiill  wicked  at  their  cnun  expence. 

Par.  Methinks,  madam,  the  injuries  you  have  fuffer'd' 
by  men  muit  be  very  great,  to  raife  fuch  heavy  refent- 
ments  againft  the  whole  fex. 

Lure.  The  greateft  injury  that  woman  cou'd  fuftain  ; 
they  robb'd  me  of  that  jewel,  which  preferv'd,  exalts 
our  fex  almoft  to  angels ;  but  deftroy'd,  debafes  us  be- 
low the  worft  of  brutes,  mankind. 

Par.  But  I  think,  madam,  your  anger  fliou'd  be  only 
confin'd  to  the  author  of  your  wrongs. 

Lure.  The  author !  alas,  I  know  him  not,  *  which 
«  makes  my  wrongs  the  greater.' 

Par.  Not  know  him  !  'Tis  odd,  madam,  that  a  man 
fhould  rob  you  of  that  fame  jewel  you  mentioned,  and 
you  not  know  him. 

Lure.  Leave  trifling;— 'tis  a  fubjeft  that  always  fours 
my  temper:  But  fmce,  by  thy  faithful  fervicc,  I  have 
fome  reafon  to  confide  in  your  fecrecy,  hear  the  itrange 
relation.— —Some  twelve  years  ago,  I  liv'd  at  my  fa- 
ther's houfe  in  Oxford/hire,  bleft  with  innocence,  the 
ornamental,  but  weak  guard  of  blooming  beauty :  I  was 
then  juft  fifteen,  '  an  age  fatal  to  the  female  lex:'  our 
youth  is  tempting,  our  innocence  credulous,  romances 
moving,  love  powerful,  and  men  are — villains.  Then 
it  happened,  that  three  young  gentlemen  from  the  uni- 
verfity  coming  into  the  country,  and  being  benighted, 
and  flrangers,  call'd  at  my  father's :  He  was  very  glad 
of  their  company,  and  offer'd  them  the  entertainment  of 
his  houfe. 

-    Par. 
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Par.  Which  they  accepted,  no  doubt:  Oh!  thcfe 
ftrolling  collegians  are  never  abroad,  but  upon  fome  mif- 
chief. 

Lure.  They  had  fome  private  frolic  or  defign  in  their 
heads,  as  appear'd  by  their  not  naming  one  another, 
which  my  father  perceiving,  out  of  civility,  made  no 
enquiry  into  their  affairs  ;  two  of  them  had  a  heavy,  pe- 
dantic, univerfity  air,  a  fort  of  a  difagreeable  fcholallic 
boorilhnefs  in  their  behaviour  ;  but  the  third  ! 

Par.  Ah !  the  third,  madam  ; — the  third  of  all  things, 
they  fay,  is  very  critical. 

Lure.  He  was — but  in  fliort,  nature  cut  him  out  for 
my  undoing  ;  he  feem'd  to  be  about  eighteen. 

Par.   A  fit  match  for  your  fifteen  as  cou'd  be. 

Lure.  He  had  a  genteel  fweetnefs  in  his  fate,  a  grace- 
ful comelinefs  in  his  perfon,  and  his  tongue  was  fit  to 
footh  foft  innocence  to  ruin.  '  His  very  looks  were 

*  witty,  and  his  expreffive  eyes  fpoke  fofter,    prettier 
•*  things,  than  words  cou'd  frame. 

•  Par.  There  will  be  mifchief  by  and  by ;  I  never  heard 

*  a  woman  talk  fo  much  of  eyes,  but   there  were  tears 

*  prefently  after.' 

Lure.  His  difcourfe  was  directed  to  my  father,  but  his 
looks  to  me.  After  fupper  I  went  to  my  chamber,  and 
read  CaJJandra,  then  went  to  bed,  and  dreamt  of  him 
all  night,  *  rofe  in  the  morning,  and  made  verfes,'  fo 
fell  defperately  in  love. — My  father  was  fo  well  pleas'd 
with  his  converfation,  that  he  begg'd  their  company 
next  day  ;  they  confented,  and  next  night,  Parly 

Par.  Ah,  next  night,  madam, — next  night  (f'm 
afraid)  was  a  night  indeed, 

Lure.  He  brib'd  my  maid,  with  his  gold,  out  of  her 
honefty  ;  and  me,  with  his  rhetoric,  out  of  my  honour. 
— She  admitted  him  to  my  chamber,  and  there  he  vow'd, 
and  fwore,  and  wept,  and  figh'd — and  conquer'd. 


[!"*" 


Par.  A  lack-a-day,  poor  fifteen  !  \Weeps 

Lure.  He  fwore  that  he  wou'd  come  down  from  OxforX 
in  a  fortnight,  and  marry  me. 

Par, 
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far.  The  old  bait !  the  old  bait  ?— I  was  cheated  juft 
fo  myfelf.  [Ajide.}  But  had  not  you  the  wit  to  know 
his  name  all  this  while  ? 

Lure.  Alas  !  what  wit  had  innocence"  like  mine  ?  He 
told  me,  that  he  was  under  an  obligation  to  his  compa- 
nions of  concealing  himfelf  then,  but  that  he  would  write 
to  me  in  two  days,  and  let  me  know  his  name  and  qua- 
lity. After  all  the  binding  oaths  of  conftancy,  '  joining 
'  hands,  exchanging  hearts,'  I  gave  him  a  ring  with  this 
motto,  Jove  and  honour ;  then  we  parted,  but  I  never 
faw  the  dear  deceiver  more. 

far.  No,  nor  never  will,  I  warrant  yon. 

Lure.  I  need  not  tell  my  griefs,  which  my  father's 
death  made  a  fair  pretence  for ;  he  left  me  fole  heirefs 
and  executrix  to  three  thoufand  pounds  a  year  :  At  laft, 
my  love  for  this  fingle  diflembler  turn'd  to  a  hatred  of 
the  whole  fex  ;  and  refolving  to  divert  my  melancholy, 
and  make  rny  large  fortune  fubfervient  to  my  pleafure  and 
revenge,  I  went  to  travel,  where,  in  moft  courts  of  Eu- 
rope, I  have  done  fome  execution.  Here  I  will  play  my 
laft  fcene ;  then  retire  to  my  country  houfe,  live  foli- 
tary,  and  die  a  penitent. 

Par.  But  don't  you  ftill  love  this  dear  diflembler  ? 

Lure.  Moft  certainly  :  'Tis  love  of  him  that  keeps  my 
anger  warm,  «  reprefenting  the  bafenefs  of  mankind  full 
«  in  view  ;  and  makes  my  refentments  work — We  (hall 
'  have  that  old  impotent  lecher,  Smuggler,  here  to  night ; 
'  I  have  a  plot  to  fwinge  him,  and  his  precife  nephew, 
'  Vizard. 

'  Par.  I  think,  madam,  you  manage  every  body  that 
«  comes  in  your  way. 

'  Lure.  No,  Parly ;  thofe  men,  whofe  pretenfions  I 
«  found  juft  and  honourable,  I  fairly  difmifs'd,  by  letting 

•  them  know  my  firm  refolutions  never  to  marry.     But 
'  thofe  villains  that  wou'd  attempt  my  honour,  I've  fcl- 
'  dom  fail'd  to  manage. 

*  far.  What  d'ye  think  of  the  colonel,  madam  ?  I  tip- 
'  pofe  his  defigns  are  honourable. 

'  Lure.  That  man's^a  riddle ;  there's  fomething  of  ho- 

•  nour  in  his  temper  that  pleafes ;  I'm  fure  he  loves  me 
«  too,  becaufehe's  foon  jealous,  andfoon  fatisfy'd.    But 

'  he's 
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he's  a  man  flill. — When  I  once  tried  his  pulfe  about 

marriage,  his  blood  ran  as  low  as  a  coward's.    He  fwore 

indeed,  that  he  lov'dme,  but  cou'd  not  marry  me,  for- 

Tooth,  becaufe  he  was  engag'd  elfewhere.     So  poor  a 

pretence  made  me  difdain  his  paflion,  which  otherwife 

might   have  been   uneafy  to  me. — But  hang  him,  I 

have  teiz'd  him  enough. — Befides,  Parly,  I  begin  to 

be  tirM  of  my  revenge  :' — But  this  bufs  and  guinea  I 

mull  maul  once  more.     I'll  hanfel  his  woman's  cloaths 

for  him.    .Go  get  me  pen  and  ink  ;  I  mult  write  to  Vi~ 

zar.i  too. 

Fortune,  this  once  ajjijt  me  as  befcrz ; 

Tovo  jucb  machines  can  never  ivork  in  vain, 

As  thy  propitious  wheel,  and  my  -proje fling  brain. 

[    lent. 


ACT      IV. 
SCENE,    Cogent -Garden. 
Wildair  and  Standard  meeting. 

Stand."!  Thought,  Sir  Harry,  to  have  met  you  ere  th;s 
J.   in  a    more  convenient  place;  but    fince    my 
wrongs  were  without   ceremony,  my  revenge  (hall   be 
io  too.     Draw,  fir  ! 

Wild.  Draw,  fir  !   What  mail  I  draw  ? 

Stand.  Come,  come,  fir,  I  like  your  facetious  hu- 
mour well  enough ;  it  fhews  courage  and  unconcern.  1 
know  you're  brave;  and  therefore  ufe  you  thus.  Draw 
your  fwcrd. 

iVild.  Nay,  to  oblige  you,  I  will  draw ;  but  the  devil 
take  me  if  I  fight. — Perhaps,  colonel,  this  is  the  prettieft 
blade  you  have  feen. 

Stand.  I  doubt  not  but  the  arm  is  good ;  and  there- 
fore think  both  worth  my  refentment.  Come,  fir. 

'  C  mid. 
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Wild.  But,  prithee  colonel,  doft  think  that  I  am  fuch 
a  madman,  as  to  fend  my  foul  to  the  devil,  and  body  to 
the  worms  upon  every  fool 's  errand?  [Jljsde, 

Stand.  I  hope  you're  no  coward,  fir. 
Wild.  Coward,  fir  !  I  have  eight  thoufand  pounds  a 
year,  fir. 

Stand.  You  fought  in  Flandtrs,  to  my  knowledge. 
Wild.  Ay,  for  the  fame  reafon  that  I  wore  a  red  coat ; 
becaufe  'twas  fafhionable. 

Stand.  Sir,  you  fought  a  French  Count  in  Paris. 
Wild.  True,  fir;  but  there  was  no  danger  of  lands, 
nor  tenements:  Befides,  he  was  a  beau,  like  myfelf. 
Now  you're  a  foldier,  colonel,  and  fighting's  your  trade, 
and  I  think  it  downright  madriefs  to  contend  with  any 
man  in  his  profeffion. 

Stand.  Come,  fir,  no  more  dallying  :  I  {hall  take  very 
unfeemly  methods,  if  you  don't  Ihew  yourfelf  a  gentle- 
man. 

Wild.  A  gentleman  !  Why  there  again  now.  A  gen- 
tleman !  I  tell  you  once  more,  colonel,  that  lam  a  ba- 
Tonet,  and  have  eight  thoufand  pounds  a  year.  I  can 
dance,  fing,  ride,  fence,  underftand  the  languages. 
Now,  I  can't  conceive  Jiow  running  you  through  the 
body  fhou'd  contribute  one  jot  more  to  my  gentility.  But 
pray,  colonel,  I  had  forgot  to  aflc  you,  what's  the  quar- 
•  rel? 

Stand,  A  woman,  fir. 

Wild.  Then  I  put  up  my  fword.     Take  her. 
Stand.  Sir,  my  honour's  concerned. 
Wild.  Nay,  if  your  honour  be  concern'd  with  a  wo- 
man, get  it  out  of  her  hands  as  foon  as  you  can.     An 
honourable  lover  is  the  greateft  flare  in  nature  ;  fome  will 
fay,  the  greatelt   fool.     Come,  come,  colonel,  this  is 
fomething  about  the  Izdy.LurnveH,  I  warrant  j  I  can 
give  you  fatisfaftion  in  that  affair. 
Stand.  Do  fo  then  immediately. 

.Wild.  Put  up  your  fword  firft  ;  you  know  I  dare  fight : 
But  I  had  much  rather  make  you  a  fiiend  than  an  enemy. 
I  can  aflure  you,  this  lady  will  prove  too  hard  for  one  of 
your  temper.  You  have  too  much  honour,  too  much  in 
coafcience,  Jo  be  a  favourite  with  the  ladies. 

'  Stand. 
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Stand.  I'm  afTur'd,  fir,  fhe  never  gax'e  you  any  encou- 
ragement.  

WiU.  A  man  can  never  hear  reafon  with  a  ("word  in 
his  hand.  Sheath  your  weapon  ;  and  then  if  I  don't  la- 
tisfy  you,  fheath  it  in  my  body. 

Stand.  Give  me  bat  demonftration  of  her  granting 
you  any  favour,  and  it  is  enough. 

Wild.  Will  you  take  my  word  ? 

Stand,  Pardon  me,  fir,  I  cannot. 

Wild.  Will  you  believe  your  own  eyes  ? 

Siaud.  'Tis  ten  to  one  whether  I  mall  or  no,  they 
nave  deceiv'd  me  already. 

Wild.  That's  hard — But  fome  means  I  (hall  devife  for 
your  fatisfaftion — We  muft  fly  this  place,  elle  that  cluf- 
ter  of  mob  will  overwhelm  us.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mob,  Tom  Errand'.'  Wife  hurrying  in  Clincher  fe- 
nior  in  Errand'*  cloaths. 

Wife.  Oh,  the  villain,  the  rogue,  he  has  mnrder'd 
my  hufband  :  Ah  !  my  poor  Timothy  !  {Crying. 

Clin.  fen.  Dem  your  Timothy  ! — your  hufband  has 
murder'd  me,  woman  ;  for  he  has  carry'd  away  my  fine 
Jubilee  cloaths. 

Wife.  Ay,  you  cut-throat,  have  you  not  got  his 
cloaths  upon  your  back  there  ?— Neighbours,  don't  you 
know  poor  Timcthfs  coat  and  apron  ? 

Mob.  Ay,  ay,  it  is  the  fame. 

Firfl  Mob.  What  mail  we  do  with  him,  neighbours? 

Second  "Mob,   We'll  pull  him  in  pieces. 

Fir/}  Mob.  No,  no ;  then  we  may  be  hang'd  for  mur- 
•ler :  But  we'll  drown  him. 

Clin.  fen.  Ah,  good  people,  pray  don't  drown  me; 
for  I  never  learnt  to  fwim  in  all  my  life.  Ah,  this  pla- 
guy intriguing ! 

Mob.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  the  Thames. 

Clin.  fen.    Oh,  if  I  had  but  myfiMimminggirtile  now. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Cenff.  Hold,  neighbours,  I  command  the  peace. 

0  2  Wift. 
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U'ife.  O    Mr.  Conftable,    here's  a  rogue  that  ha 
murder'd  my  huiband,  and  robb'd  him  of  his  cloaths. 

Conft.  Murder  and  robbery !  then  he  muft  be  a  gen- 
tleman.    Hands  off  there ;  he  muft  not  be  abus'd.— 
Give  an  account  of  yourfelf.     Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 
sC//«.  fen.  No,  fir,  I  am  a  beau. 

Conft.  A  beau !  Then  you  have  kill'd  nobody,  I'm 
perfuaded.  How  came  you  by  thefe  cloaths,  fir  ? 

Clin.fen.  You  muft  know,  fir,  that  walking  along,  fir. 
I  don't  know  how,  fir;  I  can't  tell  where,  fir;  and  fo 
the  porter  and  I  chang'd  cloaths,  fir. 

Conft.  Very  well !  the  man  fpeaks  reafon,  and  like  a 
gentleman. 

Wife.  But  pray,  Mr.  Conftable,  aik  him  how  he 
chaqg'd  cloaths  with 'him. 

Conft.  Silence,  woman  !  and  don't  difturb  the  court. 
—Well,  fir,  how  did  you  change  cloaths  ? 

Cliu.  fen.  Why,  fir,  he  pull'd  off  my  coat,  and  I  drew 
off  his :  So  I  put  on  his  coat,  and  he  put  on  mine. 

Conft.  Why,  neighbour,  I  don't  find  that  he's  guilt*  : 

Search  him  ;  and  if  he  carries  no  arms  about  him,  we'll 

:*l«t  him  go.   \Tbeyfearch  his  pockets,  and  pull  out  his  piftols. 

Clin.  fen.   O  Gemini!  My  'Jubilee  piitols  ! 

Confi.  What,  a  cafe  of  piftols  !  Then  the  caie  is  plain. 
Speak,  what  are  you,  fir  ?  Whence  came  you,  and  whi- 
ther go  you  ? 

Clin.fen.  Sir,  I  came  from  RuJfcl-Street,  and  am  going 
\o\hejubilee. 

•Wife.  You  (hall  go  to  the  gallows,  you  rogue. 

Conft.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  Newgate, 
fcraight. 

Clin.fen.  I  (half  go  to  the  Jubilee  now,  indeed.  \Exennt. 
Re-enter  Wildair  and  Standard. 

Wild.  In  fhort,  colonel,  'tis  all  nonfenfe  :  Fight  for 
a  woman  !  Hard  by  is  the  lady's  houfe,  if  you  pleafe 
we'll  wait  on  her  together  :  You  mall  draw  your  fvvord  ; 
I'll  draw  my  fnuff-box  :  You  mall  produce  your  wounds 
receiv'd  in  war ;  I'll  relate  mine  by  Cupid's  dart :  •  You 
•  (hall  look  big  ;  I'll  ogle  :'  You  (hall  (wear ;  I'll  figh  : 
You  (hall  fa,  fa,  and  I'll  coupfe;  and  if  (he  flies  not  to 
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my  arms  like  a  hawk  to  its  perch,  my  dancing-mailer  de- 
lerves  to  be  damn'd. 

Stand,  With  the  generality  of  women,  I  grant  you 
theie  arts  may  prevail. 

Wild.  Generality  of" women  1  Why  there  again,  you*re 
out.  They're  all  alike,  fir  ;  I  never  heard  of  any  one 
that  was  particular,  but  one. 

Stand.  Who  was  (he,  pray  ? 

Wild.  Penelope,  I  think  (he's  calPd,  and  that's  a  poe- 
tical ftory  too.  When  will  you  find  a  poet  in  our  age 
make  a  woman  fo  chafte  ? 

Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  your  facetious  humour  can 
difgpife  falfhood,  and  make  calumny  pafs  for  fatire ; 
but  you  have  promis'd  me  ocular  demonilration  that  (he 
favours  you  :  Make  that  good,  and  I  (hall  then  maintain 
faith  and  female  to  be  as  inconfillent  as  truth  and  fall- 
hood. 

Wild.  *  Nay,  by  what  you  told  me,  I  am  fati'sfied 

*  that  (he  impofes  on  us  all :  And  Vizard  too  feems  what 
4  I  (till  fufpected  him  :   But  his  honefty  once  miftrufted, 

*  fpoils  his  knavery:'— But  will  you  beconvinc'd,  if  our 
plot  fucceeds  ? 

Stand.  I  rely  on  your  word  and  honour,  Sir  Harry  j 
'  which  if  I  doubted,  my  diftruft  wou'd  cancel  the  -ob'li- 
'  gation  of  their  fecurity.' 

Wild.  Then  meet  me  half  an  hour  hence  at  the  £«.•>»- 
met:  You  muft  oblige  me  by  taking  a  hearty  glafs  with 
me  toward  the  fitting  me  out  for  a  certain  project,  which 
this  night  I  undertake. 

Stand.  I  guefs  by  the  preparation,  that  woman's  the 
defign. 

Wild.  Yes,  faith, — I  am  taken  dangerous  ill  with  two 
foolifti  maladies,  modefty  and  love ;  the  firft  I'll  cure 
with  Burgundy,  and  my  love  by  a  night's  lodging  with 
the  damfel.  A  fure  remedy.  Probatum  eft. 

Stand.  I'll  certainly  meet  you,  fir. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally. 


C  3  Enitr 
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Enter  Clincher  junior  and  Dicky. 

Clin.  jun.  Ah  !  Dicky,  this  London  is  a  fad  place,  a  fad 
vicious  place  :  I  \vifh  that  I  were  in  the  country  a- 
gain.  And  this  brother  of  mine  !  I'm  forry  he's  fo 
great  a  rake  :  I  had  rather  fee  him  dead  than  fee  him 
thus. 

Dick.  Ay,  fir,  he'll  fpend  his  whole  eftate  at  this 
fame  Jubilee.  Who  d'ye  think  lives  at  this  fame  Jubi- 
lee ? 

Clin.  jun.  Who,  pray  ? 

Dick.  The  Pope. 

Clin.  jun.  The  devil  he  does  !  My  brother  go  to  the 
place  where  the  Pope  dwells  !  He's  bewitch'd  fure  ! 

Enter  Tom  Errand  in  Clincher  fenior's  cloattu. 

Dick.  Indeed,  I  believe  he  is,  for  he's  ftrangely  al- 
ter'd. 

CJin.jvn.  Ahcr'd  !  Why  he  looks  like  a  jefuit  already. 

Err.  This  lace  will  fell.  What  a  blockhead  was  the 
fellcw  to  truft  me  with  his  coat  !  If  I  can  get  crofs  th/j 
garden,  down  to  the  water-fide,  I  am  pretty  fecure. 


Ctirt,  ju».  Brother  !  —  Alaw  !  O  Gemini  !  Are  you  my 
brother  ? 

Ditk.  Ifeize  you  in  the  king's  name,  fir. 

En-.  O  lord  !  Shcu'd  this  prove  fome  parliament  man 
now  ! 

Clin.  jun.  Speak,  you  rogue,  what  are  you  ? 

F.rr.   A  poor  porter,  fir,  and  going  of  an  errand. 

Dick.  What  errand  ?  Speak,  you  rogue. 

Err.  A  fool's  errand,  I'm  afraid. 

Clin.  jun.   Who  fent  you  ? 

Err.  A  beau,  fir. 

Dick.  No,  no  ;  the  rogue  has  murder'd  your  brother, 
and  llript  him  of  his  cloaths. 

Clin.  jttft.  Murder'd  my  brother!  O  crimini.1  O  my 
poor  Jubilee  brother  !  —  Stay,  by  Jufiter  dmmon,  I'm 
heir  tho'  :  fpeak,  firrnh,  have  you  kill'd  him  ?  Confefs 
that  you  have  kill'd  him,  <and  I'll  give  youlmlfacrown. 

Err. 
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Err.  Who,  I,  fir  ?  Alack-a-day,  fir,  I  never  kill'd 
any  man,  but  a  carrier's  horfe  once. 

die.  jun.  Then  you  (hall  certainly  be  hang'd  ;  but 
confefs  that  you  kill'd  him,  and  we'll  let  you  go. 

Err.  Telling  the  truth  hangs  a  man,  but  confefling 
a  lie  can  do  no  harm  ;  befides,  if  the  word  come  to  the 
worft,  I  can  but  deny  it  again — Well,  fir,  fince  I  mult 
tell  you,  I  did  kill  him. 

C!in.  jun.  Here's  your  money,  fir.-rBut  are  you  fore 
you  kilFd  him  dead?. 

Err.   Sir,  I'll  fwear  it  before  any  judge  in  England. 
Dick.   But  are  you  fure  that  he's  dead  in.  ta<w  ? 
Err.  Dead  in  law  ?  I  can't  tell  whether  he  be  dead  in 
.'•ii'.     Bat  he's  as  dead  as  a  door-nail;  for  I  gave  him 
teven  knocks  on  the  head  with  a  hammer. 

Dick.  Then  you  have  the  eftate  by  ftatute,  Any 
insn  that  IB  knock'd  o'th*  her.d  is  dead  inlitiu, 

L'is.i,  jun.  But  are  you  fure  he  WHS  compos  mcntit  WJICR 
he  wa»  kill'd  ? 

Err.  \  fuppofc  he  waa,  fir  ;  for  he  told  me  nothing  to 
the  contrary  afterwards. 

Clin.  jun.  Hey  !   Then  I  go  to  the  Jutilee- Strip, 
fir,  Jtrip.     By  Jupiter  Jmmon,  ftrip. 
Dick.  Ah  !  don't  fwear,  fir. 

[Putt  en  bis  brotbir's  cleat  v:. 

Clin.  jun.  Swear,  fir!   Zoons,  han't  I  got  the  eftate, 
f:r '   Cume,  fir,  now  Pm  in  mourning  for  my  brothar. 
Err.  I  hope  you'll  let  me  go  now,  fir. 
Clin.  jun.    Yes,  yes,   fir ;    but  you  muft  do  me  the 
favour  to  fwear  pofitively  before  a  magiilrate,  that  you 
kill'd  him  dead,  that  I  may  enter  upon  the  eilate  without 
any  trouble.      By    Jupiter  Ammon,     all   my  religion's 
gone,  fince  I  put  on  thefe  fine  cloaths — Hey,  call'  me  a 
coach  fomebody. 

Err.  Ay,  matter,  let  me  go,  and  I'll  call  one  imme- 
diately. 

Clin.  jun.  No,  no ;  Dicky ,  carry  this  fpark  before  a 
juiitcc,  and  when  he  has  made  oath,  you  may  dif- 
charge  him.  And  I'll  go  fee  Angelica. 

[Exeunt  Dick  And  ErrAnd.] 

Now  that  I'm  au  elfor  brother,  I'll  court,  and  fwear, 
C  4  aud 
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.and  rant,  auJ  rake,  and  go  to -the  J*&/«.whh  the  beft 
of  them.  [£*,/. 

SCENE,   Lurewell'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Lurewell  and  Parly. 

Lttre.  Are  you  fure  that  Vizard  had  my  letter  ? 

/W.  Yes,  yes,  madam;  one  of  your  ladymip's  foot 
men  gave  it  to  him  in  the  Park,  and  he  told  the  bearer, 
with  all  transports  of  joy,  that  he  wou'd  be  punctual  to 
a  minute. 

Lure-.  Thus  moft  villains  fome  time  or  other  are  punc- 
tual to  their  ruin;  and  hypecrify,  by  impofing  on  the 
world,  at  laft  deceives  itfelf.  Are  all  things  prepar'd 
for  his  reception  ? 

Par.  Exa&ly  to  your  ladyfhip's  order ;  the  Alderman 
too  is  juft  come,  drefs'd  and  cook'd  up  for  iniquity. 

Lute.  Then  he  has  got  woman's  cloaths  on  ? 

Par.  Yes,  madam,  and  has  pafs'd  upon  the  family  for 
yournurfe.. 

Lure.  Convey  him  into  that  clofet,  and  put  out  tht 
candles,  and  tell  him,  I'll  wait  on  him  prefently. 

[sh  Parly  goes  to  put  out  the  candles,  fomelody  knocks, 

'  Lu-e.  This  muft  be  fome  clown  without  manners,  or 
'  gentleman  above  ceremony.  Who's  there  ? 

• -Witt/air  fings. 

'  T.biu  Damon  knocked  at  Celia'j  Jeer,  "tft*.," 

••  Hejigb'ei,  andbegg'd,  andivept,  andf<wire, 
'  ^Thejign  ivasfc, 

*  [knocks.] 
*   She  anfrwer' d,  no. 
'   [knocks  tlirice.] 
'   No,  no,  no. 

•  Again  hejigh^d,  again  he  pray* d, 
'  No,  Damon,   no,  I  am  afraid : 

*  Ccn/ider,  Damon,./'//;  a  maid. 
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Vix.  Propitious  darknefs  guides  the  lover's  fteps,  and 

night  that  fhadows  outward  fenfe,  lights  up  our  inward 

joy.  'Night!  The  great  awful  ruler  of  mankind, 
which,  like  the  Perjian  monarch,  hides  its  royalty  to 
raife  the  veneration  of  the  world.  Under  thy  eafy 
reign  diffemblers  may  fpeak  truth ;  all  flavifh  forms 
and  ceremonies  laid  afide,  and  generous  villainy  may 
aft  without  constraint.' 
Smug.  [Peeping  cut  of  the  clofet.}  Blefs  me  !  What 

voice  is  this  ? 

Viz.  '  Our  hungry  appetites,  like  the  wild  beafls  of 

*  prey,  now  fcour  about,  to  gorge  their  craving  maws;' 

the  pleafure  ofhypocrify,  like  a  chain'd  lion,  once  broke 

loofe,  wildly  indulges  its  new  freedom,  ranging  through  - 

ajl  unbounded  joys. 

Smug.  My  nephew's  voice,  and  certainly  poflefs'd  with 

an  evil  Ipirit ;  he  talks  as  prophanely  as  an  aclor  po/Te&'d 

with  a  poet. 

Viz.  Ha!  I  hear  a  voice:  madam,— —my  life,  my 

happinefs,  where  are  you,  madam  ? 

Smug.  Madam  !  He  takes  me  for  a  woman  too  :  I'll 

try  him.     Where  have  you  left  your  fandity,  Mr.  /7- 

sarJ. 

Viz.  Talk  no  more  of  that  ungrateful  fubjeft— I  left 

it  where  it  has  only  bufinefs,  with  day-light ;  'tis  need- 

lefs  to  wear  a  maflc  in  the  dark. 

'  Smug.  O  the  rogue,  the  rogue! — The  world  lakes 

'  you  for  a  very  fober,  virtuous  gentleman. 

'  Viz.  Ay,  madam,  that  adds  fecurity  to  all  my  plea- 
fure. — With  me  a  cully-'fquire  may  fquander  his  ef- 

tate,  and  ne'er  be  thought  a  fpendthrift With  me 

a  holy  elder  may  zealoufly  be  drunk,  and  toafi  his 
tuneful  noife  in  fack,  to  make  it  hold  forth  clearer, — 
But  what  is  moft  mypraife,  the  formal  rigid  fhe,  that 
rails  at  vice  and  men,  with  mefecures  herloofeft  plea- 

fures,and  her  ftrifteft  honour —  fhewhowithfcorn- 

ful  mien,  and  virtuous  pride,  difdains  the  name  of  whore, 
with  me  can  wanton,  and  laugh  at  the  deluded  world- 
'  Smug.  How  have  I  been  deceived  !  then  you  are  very  , 
great  among  the  ladies. 

C  4  *  f'Jfs.. 
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*  Viz.  Yes,  madam,  they  know  that  like  a  mole  in  the 

*  earth,  I  dig  deep,  but  invifible  ;  not  like  thofe  flutter- 
'  ing  noify  finners,  whofe  pleafure  is  the  proclamation  of 
'  their  faults  ;  thofe  empty  flames,  who  no  fooner  kin- 

.'  die,  but  they  muft  blaze  to  alarm  the  world.     But 
'  come,  madam,  you  delay  our  pleafures. 

1  Smug.  He  furely  takes  me  for  the  lady  Lvrrvccll — 
'  (he  has  made  him  an  appointment  too-  hut  I'll  be  re- 
'  veng'd  of  both Well,  fir,  what  are  thofe  you  are  fo 

*  intimate  with  ? 

"•"••Fix.  -Come,  come,  madam,  you  know  very  well — 
'  thofe  who  (land  fo  high,  that  the_  vulgar  envy  even 
'  their  crimes,  whofe  figure  adds  privilege  to  their  fin, 
'  and  makes  it  pafs  ariqueftion'd  :  fair,  high,  pamper'd 
'  females,  whofe  fpeaking  eyes,  and  piercing  voice, 
'  would  arm  the  ftatue  of  a  Stoic,  and  animate  his  cold 
'  marble  with  the  foul  of  an  Epicure,  all  ravifhing,  love- 
'  Jy,  and  foft,  and  kind,  like  yon.' 

Smug.  '  f'm  very  lovely  and  foft  indead  !  you  (hall 
'  find  me  much  harder  than  you  imagine,  friend' — Well^ 
fir,  but  I  fuppofe  you've  fome  other  motive  befides  plea- 
fare? 

Viz.  Yes,  madam,  the  honefteft  motive  in  the  world, 
intereit — You  muft  know,  madam,  that  I  have  an  old 
uncle,  Alderman  Smuggler,  you  have  feen  him,  I  fup- 
pole. 

Smug .  Yes,  yes,  I  have  fome  fmall  acquaintance  with 
him. 

Viz.  'Tis  ths  mod  knavifh,  precife,  covetous  old 
rogue,  that  ever  died  of  the  gout. 

Smug.  Ah!  The  young  fon  of  a  whore!  [dfu/e.} 
Well,  fir,  and  what  of  him? 

Viz.  Hell  hungers  not  more  for  wretched  fouls,  than 

he  for  ill-got  pelf and.  yet  (what's  wonderful)  he 

that  would  Hick  at  no  profitable  villainy  himfelf,  loves 
holinefs  in  another — '  he  prays  all  Sundays  for  the  fins 
'  of  the  week  pad— —-he  fpends  all  dinner-time  in  two 
1  tedicus  graces ;  and  what  he-  defigns  a  bleffing  to  the 

*  -meat,  proves  a  curfe  to  his  family —he's  the  moft — * 

Smug .  Well,  well,  fir,  I  know  him  ver.y  well, 
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<  Confer, 
'   AJ, 

'  I'm  a  maid, 
'  No,  &c. 

*  At  laft  bis  Jigbs  and  tears  made  ivay, 
'   She  rofe,  and  foftly  turnd  the  key  : 
'  Come  in,  faid  Jbe,  but  do  notftay. 

'  I  may  conclude 

'  You  will  be  rude, 

'  But  if  you  are,  you  may.' 

<f  Lure.  This  muft  be  Sir  Harry,  tell  him  I'm  not  fa 
"  befpekeiuitb. 

'*   Par.   Sir,  my  lady's  net  to  be  f poke  'with. 

"  Wild.   /  m;tft  have  that  from  her  tnvn  mouth,    Mrs. 

"  Par.  Play,  gentlemen"  [The  mufic  plays. 

Enter  Sir  Harry. 

Lure.  'Tis  too  early  for  ferenading,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Wherefoever  love  is,  there  mufic  is  proper; 
there's  an  harmonious  confent  in  their  natures,  and  when  •• 
rightly  join'd,  they  make  up  the  chorus  of  earthly  hap- 
pinefs. 

Lure.  But,  Sir  Harry,  what  tempeft  drives  you  here 
at  this  hour? 

Wild.  No  tempeft,  madam,  but  '  as  fair  weather  as 
'  ever  entic'd  a  citizen's  wife  to  cuckold  her  hufband  in 
'  frefh  air.'  Love,  madam.  [Wild,  taking  her  by  the  hands 

Lure.   As  pure  and  <whiie  as  angels  foft  deferes., 

Wild.  Fierce,  as  ivhen  ripe  confent  ing  beauty  jires. . 
la't  not  fo? 

Lure.  O  villain  !  What  privilege  has  men  to  our  de- 
ftruclion,  that  thus  they  hunt  our  ruin  ?  [AJlde."\  If  this 
be  a  love  token,         [Wild,  drops  a  ring,  Jhe  takes  it  up.~\  " 
your  miftrefles  favours  hang  very  loofe  about  you,  fir. 

Wild.  I  can't,  juftly,  madam,  pay  your  trouble  of. 
taking  it  up  by  any  thing,  but  defiring  you  to  wear  it. 

Lure.  You  gentlemen  have  the  cunningeft  ways  of. 
playing  the  fool,  and  are  fo  induftrious  in  your  profufc- 
nefs.     Speak  ferioufly,  am  1  beholden  to  chance  or  de- 
r  this  ring  ? 

C  S  Wild, 
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'    Wild.  To  defign,  upon  my  honour.— And  I  hope  my 
defign  will  fuccceed.  [Afide. 

Lure.  And <woat  Jhall  I  giiteycuforfuch  afne  thing  ? 
Wild.   YetS II  gi<ve  me  another,  you'll  give  me  another  fate 
thing.  '  [Bothftng. 

Lure.  Shall  I  be  free  with  you,  Sir  Harry? 

Wild.  With  all  my  heart,  madam,  fo  1  may  be  free 
with  you. 

Lure.  Then  plainly,  fir,  I  fhall  beg  the  favour  to  fee 
you  fome  other  time ;  for  at  this  very  minute  I  have  two 
lovers  in  the  houfe. 

.  Wild.  Then  to  be  as  plain,  I  muft  be  gone  this  mi- 
nute:, for  I  muft  fee  another  miftrefs  within  thefe  two 
hours. 

Lure.  Frank  and  free. 

Wild.  As  you  with  me — Madam,  your  moft  humble 
fervant.  \Exit. 

Lure.  Nothing  can  difturb  his  humour.  Now  for  my 
merchant  and  ViKard.  [Exit  anil  takes  the  candlesiuitb  her. 

Enter  Parly,  leading  in  Smuggler,  drefid  in  woman's 
cloaths. 

Par.  This  way,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Smug.  Well,  Mrs.  Parly, — I'm  oblig'd  to  you  for  this 
trouble,  here  are  a  couple  of  millings  for  you.  Times 
are  hard,  very  hard,  indeed ;  but  next  time  I'll  fteal  a 
pair  of  filk  ftockings  from  my  wife,  and  bring  them  to 
you. — '  What  are  you  fumbling  about  my  pockets  for  ?' 

Par.  '  Only  fetting  the  plaits  of  your  gown  ;'  here, 
fir,  get  into  this  clofet,  and  my  lady  will  wait  on  you 
prefently.  [Puts  him  into  the  clofet,  runs  cut,  and  returns 
ivitb  Vizard. 

Vrz.  Where  would'ft  thou  lead  me,  my  dear  aufpi- 
cious  little  pilot  ? 

Par.  You're  almoft  in  port,  fir;  my  lady's  in  the  clo- 
fet, and  will  come  out  to  you  immediately. 

fiz.  Let  me  thank  thee  as  I  ought.  [K'Jfes  her. 

far.  Pfhaw,  who  has  hir'd  me  beft ;  a  couple  of 
flullings,  or  a  couple  of  kilTcs  ?  [Evit. 
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.  *  Lure.  Confider,  Sir,  that  you're  a  compound  of 
'  covetoufhefs,  hypocrify,  and  knavery,  and  mutt  be 

'  punifh'd  accordingly You  muft  be  in  petticoats, 

«  gouty  monfter,  inuft  ye!  you  muft  bufs  and  guinea 
'  too;  you  muft  tempt  a  lady's  honour,  old  fatyr;  away 
'  with  him. 

•  \7bey  hurry  him  «/l 
*  S  fill  may  our /ex  the  frauds  of  men  oppofe, 
elude 


Still  may  our  arts  delude  thefe  tempting  foes, 
'  May  honour  rule,  and  never  fall  betray1  J, 
'  But  Vice  be  caught  in  nets  J or  virtue  laid. 


[Exit.3 
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SCENE,    Laify  Darling's  Houfe. 
Darling  and  Angelica. 

DarL  T~"\  A  tighter,  fince  you  have  to  deal  with  a  man  of 
J.^/  fo  peculiar  a  temper,  you  muft  not  think  the 
general  arts  of  love  can  fecure  him  ;  you  may  therefore 
allow  fuch  a  courtier  fome  encouragement  extraordinary, 
without  reproach  to  yourmodefty. 

Ang.  I  am  fenfible,  madam,  that  a  formal  nicety 
makes  our  modefty  fit  aukward,  and  appears  rather  a 
chain  to  enflave,  than  bracelet  to  adorn  us  j — it  fhould 
ihew,  when  unmolefted,  eafy  and  innocent  as  a  dove,  but 
ftrong  and  vigorous  as  a  falcon  when  aflaulted. 

DarL  I'm  afraid,  daughter,  you  miftake  Sir  Harry's 
gaiety  for  difhonour. 

Ang.  Tho'  modefty,  madam,  may  wink,  it  muft  not 
fleep,  when  powerful  enemies  are  abroad — I  muft  con- 
fefs,  that  of  all  men's,  I  wou'd  not  fee  Sir  Harry  Wil- 
Jair's  faults ;  nay,  I  cou'd  wreil  his  moft  fufpicious 
•words  a  thoufand  ways,  to  make  them  look  like  honour 

-Bw, 


£$>         TH-E    CONSTANT    COUPLE. 

— But,  madam,  in  fpite  of  love,  Jmuft  hate  him,  and 
curfe  thofe  practices  which  taint  our  nobility,  and  rob" 
ill  virtuous  women  of  the  braveft  men. 

DarL  You  muft  certainly  be  miftaken,  Angelica',  for 
I'm  fatisfy'd  Sir  Harry1  s  defigns  are  only  to  court,  and" 
marry  you. 

Ang.  His  pretence,  perhaps,  was  fuch  ;  '  but  women' 
'  now,  like  enemies,  are  attack'd,  whether  by  treache- 
'  ry,  or  fairly  conquer'd,  .the  glory  of  the  triumph  is 

*  the  famci'-— —  Pray  madam,  by  what  means  were  you 
made  acquainted  with  his  defigns  ? 

DarL  Means,  child !  why,  my  coiifin  Vizard,  who, 
I'm  fure,  in  your  fmcere  friend,  fenthim.  He  brought 

me  this  letter  from  my  coufin. 

\Gi<ves  her  the  letter,  which  foe  opens, 

Ang.  Ha!    Vizard!    then  I'm  abus'd in  earneft. 

Wou'd  Sir  Harry,  by  his  inftigation,  fix  a  bafe  affront 
upon  me  ?  no,  I  can't  fufpedt  him  of  fo  ungenteel  a 

crime. This  letter  mail  trace  the  truth [AJiJe.]. 

My  fufpicions,  madam,  are  much  clear'd ;  and  I  hope 
to  fatisfy  your  ladyfliip  in  my  management,'  when  next 
I  fee  Sir  Harry. 

Enter  Servant. 

Scrv..  Madam,  here's  a  gentleman. below  calls  him-; 
felf  Wildair. 

DarL  Condudl  him  up.  Daughter,  I  won't  doubt 
your  difcretion.  [Exit  Darling. 

Enter  Wildair. 

*  Wild.  Oh,  the  delights  of  love  and  Burgundy  /— — 
Madam,  I  have  toafted  your  lady/hip  fifteen  bumpen 
fuccelfively,  and  fwallow'd  Cupids  like  Locket  to  every 
glafs. 

'  Ang.  And  what  then,  fir? 

Wild.  Why  then,  madam,  the  wine  has  got  into  ray 
head,  and  the  Cupids  into  my  heart;  and  unlefs  by 
quenching  quick  my  flame,  you  kindly  eafe  the  fmarr, 
rm  a  loft  man,  madam. 

Ang..  Drunkennefs,  Sir  Harry,  is  the  worft  pretence  . 
a  gentleman  can  make  for.rudenefs;  for  the  excufe  is  a* 
fcandalous  as  the  fault,— — — Thetefore,  pray  confider 

who. 
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Viz:  Then,  madam,  he  has  a  Twinging  eftate,  which 
I  defign  to  purchafe  as  a  faint,  and  fpend  like  a  gentle- 
man. He  got  it  by  cheating,  and  mould  lofe  it  by  de- 
ceit. By  the  pretence  of  my  zeal  and  fobriety,  I'll 
cozen  the  old  imfer  one  of  thefe  dr.ys  out  of  a  fettlement 
and  deed  of  conveyance 

Smug,  Itihail  be  a  deed  to  convey  you  to  the  gallows, 
then,  ye  young  dog.  \Afiett » 

Viz..  And  no  fooner  he's  dead,  but  I'll  rattle  over  nis 
grave  with  a  coach  and  fix,  to  inform  his  covetous  ghoft 
how  genteelly  I  fpend  his  money. 

Smug.  I'll  prevent  you,  boy,  for  I'll  have  my  money 
bury'd  with  me.  [AJtde. 

fix.  Blefs  me,  madam!  here's  alight  coming  this 
way.  I  muft  fly  immediately;  when  mall  I  fee  you, 
madam. 

Smug.  Sooner  than  you  expeft,  my  dear. 

Viz;  Pardon  me,  dear  madam,  I  would  not  be  teen  for 
the  world.  I  would  fooner  forfeit  my  life,  nay  my 
pleafure,  than  my  reputation.  [Exit. 

Smug.  Reputation!  Reputation!  That  poor  word  fuf- 
fers  a  grsat  ded. — Well !  thou  art  the  molt  accomplifli'd 
hypocrite  that  ever  made  a  grave  plodding  face  over  a 
rfifrl  of  coffee  and  a  pipe  of  tobacco !  he  owes  me  for 
feven  years  maintenance,  and  fhall  pay  me  by  feven 
years  imprifonment ;  and  when  I  die,  I'll  leave  him  the 
fee-fimple  of  a  rope  and  a  milling.  [Exit.]  '  Who  are 
'  thefe  ?  I  begin  to  be  afraid  of  fome  mifchief — I  wi'fh 
'  that  I  were  Tare  within  the  city  liberties. I'll  hide 

•  myfelf.  [Stands  clofe. 

'  Enter  Butler,  *witb  otter  Servants  and  Lights. 
'  Rut.  I  fay  there  are   two  fpoons  wanting,    and  I'll 
4  fearch  the  whole  houfe — '  I  wo  fpoons  will  be  no  fmall 

•  gap  in  my  quarter's  wages, 

'  Ser<v.   When  did  yon  mifs  'em,  James} 
'  But.  Mifs  them!    why  I  mifs  them  now!    in  fhort 
'  they  mult  be  among  you,  and  if  you  don't  return  them, 
'  I'll  go  to  the  cunning-man   to-morrow  morning;  my 
'  fpoons  I  want,  and  my  fpoons  I  will  have. 

'  Strv, 
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*  $erv.  Come,  come,  fearch  about 

'   [Search  and  dif cover 3  Smuggler. 

*  But.  Hark'e,  good  woman,  what  makes  you  hide 
«  yourfelf ?  What  are  you  afham'd  of? 

«  &««*.  Afham'd  of?  OLord,  Sir,  I'm  an  honeftold 

*  woman  that  never  was  afham'd  of  any  thing. 

'  But.  What  are  you,   a  midwife  then  ?    fpeak,   did 
'  not  you  fee  a  couple  of  ftray  fpoons  in  your  travels ! 
'Smug.  Stray  fpoons! 
«  But.  Ay,  ay,  ftray  fpoons;  in  fhort  you  ftolethem, 

*  and  I'll  (hake  your  old  limbs  to  pieces,  if  you  don't  de- 
'  liver  them  prefently. 

'  Smug.  Blefs  me;  a  reverend  elder  of  feventy  years 

*  old  accus'd  for  Petty  Larctny  ! — Why  fearch  me,  good 
«  people,  fearch  me  ;   and  if  you  find  any  fpoons  about 
'  me,  you  fhall  burn  me  for  a  witch. 

«  But.  Ay,  we  will  fearch  you,   miftrefs. 

'   [They/earth  and  pull  the  Spoons  out  of  bis  poctet. 
*  Smug.  O  the  .devil,  the  devil ! 
'  But.   Where,  where  is  he?  Lord  blefs  us!  fhe  is  a 

*  witch  in  good  earneft,  may  be. 

'  Smug.  Oh,  it  was  fome  devil,  fome  Covent-Garden 
'  pr  St.  JaxieSs  devil,  that  put  them  in  my  pocket. 
'  But.  Ay,  ay,  you  fhall  be  hang'd  for  a  thief,  burnt 

*  for  a  witch,  and  then  carted  for  a  bawd.    Speak  what 
'  are  you  ? 

'  Enter  Lure  well. 

*  Snug.  I'm  the  Lady  Lure-iveH's  rmrfe. 
'  Lure.  What  noife  is  this? 

'  But.  Here  is  an  old  Succubus,  madam,  that  has  ftole 
'  two  filver  fpoons,  and  fays  flic's  your  nurfe. 

*  Lure .  My  nurfe !  O  the  impudent  old  jade,  I  never 

*  faw  the  wither'd  creature  before. 

*  Smug.  Then  I'm  finely  caught.    O  madam,  madam, 

*  don't  you  know  me?  don't  you  remember  bufs  and 
«  guinea  ? 

'  Lure.  Was  ever  fuch  impudence  ?  I  know  thee !  why 

*  thou'rt  as  brazen  as  a  bawd  in  the  fide-box.— Take  her 
f  before  a  juftice,  and  then  to  Newgate,  away. 

•  O!  cbnfider,  madam,  that  I'm  an  alderman. 
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*ho  you  arc  fo  free  with,  fir  ;  a  woman  of  condition, 
that  can  call  half  a  dozen  footmen  upon  occafion. 

Wild.  Nay,  madain,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  tofs  me 
in  a  blanket,  half  a  dozen  chamber-maids  would  do 

better  fervice. Come,  co-.ne,  madam,  tho' the  wine 

makes  me  lifp,  yet  it  has  taught  me  to  ipeak  plainer. 
By  all  the  dull  of  my  ancient  progenitors,  I  muft  this 
night  reil  in  your  arms. 

Ang.  Nay  then,  who  waits  there?  \Enter  Footmen. 
Take  hold  of  that  madman,  and  bind  him. 

Wild.  Nay,  then  Burgundy's  the  word,  {laughter  will 
enfue.  Hold, — do  you  know,  fcoundrels,  that  I  have 
been  drinking  victorious  Burgunay  ?>  [Draws. 

Servants.  We  know  you're  drunk,  fir, 

Wild.  Then  how  have  you  the  impudence,  rafcals,  to 
aflault  a  gentleman  with  a  couple  of  flafks  of  courage  in 
hi>  head  ? 

Servants.  We  muft  do  as  our  young  rniftrefs  commands 
us. 

Wild.  Nay,   then  have  among  ye,  dogs. 
[Throws  money  amongft  them  ;  they  fcr amble  and  take  it 

up.    He  pelting  them  out,  Jhuts  the  door  and  returns. 
Rafcals,  Poltroons, — I  have  charm'd  the  dragon,  and 
now  the  fruit's  my  own. 

Aug.  O,  the  mercenary  wretches !  this  was  a  plot  to 
betray  me. 

Wild.  I  have  put  the  whole  army  to  flight :  and  now 
I'll  take  the  general  prifoner.  [Laying  hold  on  her. 

Ang.  I  conjure  you,  fir,  by  the  facred  name  of  ho- 
nour, by  your  dead  father's  name,  and  the  fair  reputa- 
tion of  your  mother's  chaftity,  that  you  ofFer  not  the 
leaft  offence — already  you  have  wrong'd  me  paft  redrefs. 

Wild.  Thou  art  the  moft  unaccountable  creature. 

Ang .  What  madnefs,  Sir  Harry  !  what  wild  dream 
of  loofe  delire  cou'd  prompt  you  to  attempt  this  bafe- 

nefs?  View  me  well. The  brightnefs  of  my  mind, 

methinks,  ihould  Ifghten  outwards,  and  let  you  fee  your 
miftake  in  my  behaviour.  I  think  it  mines  with  fo- 
much  innocence  in  my  face,  that  it  mould  dazzle  all 
your  vicious  thoughts :  think  not  I  am  defencelefs  'caufe 

alone. 
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aJone.  Your  very  felf  is  guard  againil  yourfelf:  I'm 
fure,  there's  fomething  generous  in  your  foul;  ray 
words  (hall  fnatch  it  out,  and  eyes  fhall  fire  it  for  my 
own  defence. 

Wild.  [Mimicking.]  Tal  tidum,  ti  dum,  tal  ti  did?, 
didum.  A  million  to  one  now,  but  the  girl  is  juft 
come  fiuflifrom  reading  the  Rival  Queens — 'I  gad,  I'll 
at  her  in  her  own  cant. 

O  my  Statira,  O  my  angry  dear,  turn  thy  eyes  on  aw,  be- 
hold thy  beau  in  bufkini. 

Aug.  Behold  me,  fir  ;  view  me  with  a  fober  thought, 
free  from  thofe  fumes  of  wine  that  throw  a  milt  before 
your  fight,  and  you  mall  find  that  every  gL-nce  from 
aiy  reproaching  eyes  is  arm'd  with  fharp  refentment, 
and  with  a  virtuous  pride  that  looks  difhonour  dead. 

»77/«/.  This  is  the  firft  whore  in  Heroic*  that  1  have 
met  with,  [AJtde.]  Look  ye,  madam,  KB  toth;.t  : 
particular  of  ycur  virtue,  we  wun'c  quirrel  about  it ; 
you  may  be  as  virtuous  «s  any  woman  in  England>  if 
you  pleafe :  you  may  fay  your  prayers  all  the  time  :-r— 
but  pray,  madam,  be  pleas'd  to'cpr.fiiier  what  is  this 
&m«  virtu*  that  you  m;.kc  fuch  a  mighty  noife  about: 
c.an  your  virtue  bcfpeak  you  a  front  row  in  the  hwfes  i 
No,  for  the  players  can't  live  upon  virtue,  Can  your 
virtue  keep  you  a  coach  and  fix  ?  No,  no ;  your  virtuous 

woman  walk  on  foot.- Can  your  virtue  hire  you  a 

pew  in  the  church  ?  why,  the  very  fexton  wiH  tell  you, 
No.  Can  your  virtue  ftake  for  you  at  picquet?  No, 

Then,  what  bufiuefs  has  a  woman  with  virtue?-: : — 

Come,  come,  m^dam,  I  oflcr'd  you  fifty  guineas, 

there's  a  hundred. — The  devil !  virtuous  itill !  why,  it 
js  a  hundred,  five  fcore,  a  hundred  guineas. 

dng.  O  indignation  !  were  I  a  man  you  durft  not  ufe 
jne  thus  ;  but  the  mean,  poor  abufc  you  throw  on  me, 
re-flccls  upon  yourfelf;  our  fex  ftill  flukes  an  awe  upon 
the  brave,  and  only  cowards  dare  affront  a  woman. 

ll'ild.  Affront!  S'death,  madam,  a  hundred  guineas 
will  fet  up  a  bank  at  BafTct,  a  hundred  guineas  will 
furnifh  out  your  lodgings  with  china ;  a  hundred 
guineas  will  give  you  an  air  of  quality ;  a  hundred  gui- 
neas \ylll  buy  you  a  rich  Sfcrutoir  for  your  billet  doux,  or 
a  fine  Common-Prayer  Book  for  your  virtue.  A  hundred 

guineas 
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guineas  will  buy  a  hundred  fine  things,  and  fine  things 
are  for  fine  ladies ;  and  fine  ladies  are  for  fine  gentle- 
men ;  and  fine  gentlemen  are 'Egad,  this  Burgundy 

makes  a  man  {peak  like  an  angel Come,  come, 

madam,  take  it,  and  put  it  to  what  ufe  you  pleafe. 

Aw?.  I'll  ufe  it  as  I  would  ufe  the  bafe  unworthy 
giver!  thus!  [  ^Throws  dciun  the  purfe  and  ft  amps  upon  it . 

If; Li.  I  have  no  mind  to  meddle  in  ftate  affairs ;  but 
thefe  women  will  make  me  a  Parliament  man  fpite  of 
my  teeth,  on  purpofe  to  bring  in  a  bill  againft  their 
extortion.  She  tramples  under  foot  that  deity  which  all 

i he  world  adores. O  the  blooming  pride  of  beautiful 

eighteen  !  pfhaw,  I'll  talk  to  her  no  longer  ;  I'll  make 
my  market  with  the  old  gentlewoman,  lUe  knows  bufi- 

nefs  better. [Goes  to  the  doer  ]  Here,  you,  friend, 

pray  defire  the  old  lady  to  walk  in.— —-Heark'e,  egad, 
madam,  I'll  tell  your  mother. 

Enter  Lady  Darling. 

Darl.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  and  how  d'ye  Hke  my  daugh- 
ter, pray? 

Wild.  Like  her,  madam! — Heark'e,  will  you  take 

it  ?  why  faith  madam  ! take  the  money,  I  fay,  or 

egad,  all's  out. 

Ang .  All  fhall  out ;  fir,  you're  a  fcandal  to  the  name 
of  gentleman. 

Wild.  With  all  my  heart,  madam  : — In  fliort,  ma- 
dam, your  daughter  has  us'd  me  fomewhat  too  familiar- 
ly, tho'  I  have  treated  her  like  a  woman  of  quality. 

Darl.   How,   fir? 

Wild.  Why,  madam,  I  have  offer'd  he*  a  hundred 
guineas. 

Darl.  A  hundred  guineas !  upon  what  fcore? 

Wild.  Upon  what  fcore!  Lord,  Lord,  how  thefcold 
women  love  to  hear  bawdy.  Why,  faith,  madam,  I 
have  never  a  double  entendre  ready  at  prefent,  but  I'll 
fmg  you  afong. 
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Behold  the  goldfinches,  tall  al  dt  rail, 
And  a  man  of  my  inches t  tall  al  de  rail, 
You  jh all  take  urn,  believe  me,  tall  al  de  rail, 
If  you  will  give  me  your— tall  al  de  ral. 

A  modifh  minuet,  madam,  'that's  all. 

Darl.  Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Wild.  Ay,  me  will  have  it  in  plain  terms ;  then, 
madam,  in  downright  Englijh,  I  offer'd  your  daughter 
a  hundred  guineas  to • 

Ang.  Hold,  fir ;  flop  your  abufive  tongue,  too  loofe 
for  modeft  ears  to  hear. —Madam,  I  did  before  fufpett 
that  his  defigns  were  bafe,  now  they're  too  plain  ;  this 
knight,  this  mighty  man  of  wit  and  humour,  is  made 
a  tool  to  a  knave ;.  Vizard  has  fent  him  on  a  bully's 
errand  to  affront  a  woman ;  but  I  fcorn  the  abufe,_  and 
him  that  offer'd  it, 

Darl.  How,  fir,  come  to  affront  us !  d'ye  kno\v  who 
we  are,  fir  ? 

Wild.  Know  who  you  are  !  why,  your  daughter 
there,  is  Mr.  Fizard's — coufin,  I  fuppofe  :— —  ami  for 
you,  madam — now  to  call  her  procurefs  A-la-mode.de 
France,  \_AJlde, ,]  J'tjlime  <u.otre  occupation  •  • 

Darl.  Pray, „ fir,  fpeak  Englijh. 

Wild.  Then  to  define  her  office,  A-la-mode  faLondrti ! 
\AJide.'\  I  fuppofe  your  ladyfhip  to  be  one  of  thofe  civil, 
obliging,  difcreet,  old  gentlewomen,  who  keep  their 
vifiting  days  for  the  entertainment  of  their  prefenting 
friends, .  whom  they  treat  with  imperial  tea,  a  private 
room,  and  a  pack  of  cards.  Novv  I  fuppofe  you  do 
underfland  me. 

Darl.  This  is  beyond  fufferance  !  but  fay,  thou  abu- 
five man,  what  injury  have  you  ever  receiv'd  from  me, 
or  mine,  thus  to  engage  you  in  this  fcandalous  afperfion  ? 

Ang.  Yes,  fir,  what  caufe,  what  motives  could  in- 
duce you  thus  to  debafe  yourfelf  below  your  rank  ? 

Wild.  Hey  day  !  now  dear  Roxana,  and  you  my  fair 
Statira,  be  not  fo  very  heroic  in  your  ililes ;  Vixftrft 
letter  may  refolve  you,  and  anfwer  all  die  impertinent 
questions  you  have  made  me. 

'  Beth  rf'omtn.  We  appeal  to  that. 

Wild. 
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•  Wild.  And  I'll  ftand  to't;  he  read  it  to  me,  and  the 
contents  were  pretty  plain,  I  thought. 

Ang.  Here,  fir,  perufe  it,  and  fee  how  much  we  are 
irrjar'd,  and  you  deceiv'd. 

Wild.  [Opening  the  letter."]  But  hold,  madam,  [To 
l\zrling.~\  before  I  read  I'll  make  fome  condition  : — Mr. 
Vizard  fays  here,  that  I  won't  fcruple  30  or  40  pieces. 
Now,  madam,  if  you  have  clapt  in  another  cypher  to 
the  account,  and  make  it  3  or  4  hundred,  egad  I  will 
not  ftand  to't. 

Ang.  Now  I  can't  tell  whether  difdain  or  anger  be 
the  moil  juft  refentment  for  this  injury. 

Darl.  The  letter,  fir,  mall  anfv/er  you. 

Wild.  Well  then  [Reads.} 

Out  of  my  earneft  inclination  to  fer-~je  four  laJyJhip,   an3 
my  coujin  Angelica,  Ay,  ay,  the  very  words  I  can 

fay  it  by  heart I  have  fent  Sir  Harry  Wildair — 

to — What  the  devil's  this  ?  fent  Sir  Harry  Wildair 
•to  court  my  coujin  ! He  read  to  me  quite  a  differ- 
ent thing. -H^'s  a  gentleman  of  great  parts  and 

fortune He's  a  fon  of  a  whore  and  a  rafcal- — — • 

And  --wou1  d  make  your  daughter  very  happy  (Whiftlti) 
in  a  hujband.  (Looks  foolijh,  and  hums  a  Jong.)  Oh, 
poor  Sir  Harry,  what  have  the  angry  flars  defign'd  ? 

Ang.  Now,  fir,  I  hope  you  need  no  infligation  to 
redrefs  our  wrongs,  fince  even  the  injury  points  the 
way. 

Darl.  Think,  fir,  that  our  blood  for  many  genera* 
tions,  has  run  in  the  pureft  channel'of  unfully'd  honour. 

Wild.  Ay,  madam.  [Bo--ws  to  her. 

Ang.  Confider  what  a  tender  flower  is  woman's  repu- 
tation, which  the  leaft  air  of  foul  detraction  blafts. 

Wild.  Yes  madam.  [Bows  to  t'other. 

Darl.  Call  then  to  mind  your  rude  and  fcandalous 
behaviour. 

Wild.  Right,  madam.  [Sinus  again. 

Ang.  Remember  the  bafe  price  you  offer'd  me.   [Exit. 

Wild.  Very  true,  madam  i  was  ever  man  focatechiz'd? 

Garl, 
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Darl.  Then  think  that  Viza-d,  villain  f7«*rvf,  causVl 
all  this,  yet  lives :  that's  all ;  farewell. 

•Wild.  Stay,  madam,  [To  Darling]  one  word;  ic 
there  no  other  way  to  redrefs  your  wrongs,  but  by 
fighting  ? 

Darl.  Only  one,  fir,  which  if  you  can  think  of,  you 
may  do  ;  you  know  the  bufmefs  I  entertain'd  you  for. 

Wild.  lunderftand  you,  madam.  [Exit  Darling.] 
Here  am  I  brought  to  a  very  pretty  dilemma,  I  mult 
commit  murder,  or  commit  matrimony;  which  . is  beft 
now  ?  a  licenfe  from  Doctors  Commons,  or  a  fentence 
from  the  Old  Baihy  ?  If  I  kill  my  man,  the  law  hangs 

me  :    if  I  marry   my  woman,  I  mall  hang  myfelf. 

But,  damn  it.— Cowards  dare  fight;  I'll  marry,  that's 
the  moft  daring  action  of  the  two :  fo  my  dear  coufin  * 
Angelica,  have  at  you.  [Exif. 

SCENE  Newgate.     Clincher  fenior,  felus. 

Clin.fefi.  How  fevere  and  melancholy  are  Ken-gate  re- 
flections I  Laft  week  my  father  died  ;  yefterday  I  turn'd 
beau;  to-day  I  am  laid  by  the  heels,  and  to-morrow 
fliall  be  hung  by  the  neck— —I  was  agreeing  with  a 
bookfeller  about  printing  an  account  of  my  journey 
through  France  and  Italy ;  but  now  the  hiftory  of  my 
travels  muft  be  thro'  Holborn  to  Tyburn — The  lajl  and 
dying  fpeech  of  Beau  Clincher,  that  was  going  to  the  Ju- 
bilee  Come  a  half -penny  a-piece.  A  fad  found,  a  fad 

found,  faith  !  'tis  one  way  to  have  a  man's  death  make 
a  great  noife  in  the  world. 

Enter  Smuggler  and  Gaoler. 

Smug.  Well,  friend,  I  have  told  you  who  I  am  :  fb 
fend  thefe  letters  into  Thames  Street,  as  directed  ;  thfcy 
are  to  gentlemen  that  will  bail  me.  [Exit  Gaoler.}  Eh! 
this  Newgate  is  a  very  populous  place:  here's  robbery 

and  repentance  in  every  corner. Well,  friend,  what 

are  you  ?  a  cut-throat  or  a  bum-bailiff? 

Clin.  fen.  What  are  you,  miftrefs  ?  a  bawd  or  a  witch  ? 
heark'e,  if  you  are  a  witch,  d'ye  fee,  I'll  give  you  a 
hundred  pounds  to  mount  me  en  a  -broom-ilaff,  and 
whip  me  away  to  the  Jubilee. 

Smug. 
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Smug.  The  Jubilee  !    O,  «you  young  rake- hell,  what 
brought  you  here  ? 

din.  f&n.  Ah,  you  old  rogue,  what  -brought  you  here, 
if  you  go  to  that  ? 

Smug-  1  knew,  fir,  what  your  powdering,  your  prink- 
ing,  your  dancing,  ami  your  frifkir.g,  would  come  to. 

Clin.  Jen.  And  I  knew  what  your  cozening,  your  ex- 
tortion, and  your  fmuggling  wou'd  come  to. 

Smug.  Ay,  fir,  you  mult  break  your  indentures,  and 
ruvx  to  the  devil  in  a  full  bottom  wig,  muft  you  ? 

Clin.  fin.  Ay,  fir,  you  mult  put  off  your  gravity, 
and  run  to  the  devil  in  petticoats : — you  defign  to  fwing 
in  mafquerade,  matter,  d'ye  ? 

Smug,  Ay,  you  muft  go  to  the  plays  too,  firrah:  Lord, 
Lord  I  what  bufmefs  has  a  'prenticfe  at  a  Play-houfe, 
unlefs  it  be  to  hear  his  matter  made  a  cuckold,  and  his 
mi  Irefs  a  whore  ?  It  is  ten  to  one  now,  but  fome  ma- 
licious poet  has  my  character  upon  the  ftage  within  this 
month:  'tis  a  hard  matter  now,  that  an  honeft  fober 
man  can't  fin  in  private  for  this  plaguy  ftage,  I  gave  an 
honeft  gentleman  five  guineas  myfelf  towards  writing  a 
book  againft  it :  and  it  has  done  no  good,  we  fee. 

Clin.  fen.  Well,  well,  mafter,  take  courage  !  our  com- 
fort is,  we  have  liv'd  together,  and  mall  die  together, 
only  with  this  difference,  that  I  have  liv'd  like  a  fool, 
and  fhall  die  like  a  knave ;  and  you  have  liv'd  like  a 
knave,  and  fhall  die  like  a  fool. 

Smug.  No,  firrah  !  I  have  fent  a  mefTenger  for  my 
cloaths,  and  fhall  get  out  immediately,  and  fhall  be 
upon  your  jury  by  and  by. — Go  to  prayers,  you  rogue, 
to  prayers.  [Exit. 

Clin.  ftn.  Prayers !  it  is  a  hard  taking  when  a  man  muft 
fay  grace  to  the  gaHows. — Ah,  this  curfed  intriguing  ! 
had  I  fwung  handfomely  in  a  filken  garter  now,  I  had 
died  in  my  duty ;  but  to  hang  in  hemp,  like  the  vul- 
.  gar,  it  is  very  ungenteel. 

Enter  Tom  Errand. 

A  reprieve !  a  reprieve  !  thou  dear,  dear damn'd 

rogue.     Where  have  you  been  ?  thou  art  the  moft  wel- 
come—Soa  of     whore;   where's  my  cloaths  ? 

Err. 
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Err.  Sir,  I  fee  where  mine  are  :  come,  fir,  flrip,  fir, 
ftrip. 

Clin.  fen.  What,  fir,  will  you  ahufe  a  gentleman  ? 

Err.  A  gentleman  !  ha,  ha,  ha!  d'ye  know  where 
you  are,  lir?  we're  all  gentlemen  here.  -  1  fland  up 
for  liberty  and  property.  —  Newgate's  a  common  wealth. 
No  courtier  has  bufinefs  among  us  ;  come,  fir. 

Clin.  fen.  Well,  but  flay,  flay,  till  I  fend  for  my  own 
cloaths.  :  1  fhall  get  out  prefently. 

Err.  No,  no,  fir  !  .I'll  ha'  you  into  the  dungeon,  and 
uncafe  you. 

Clin.  fen.  Sir,  you  can't  raafter  me  ;  for  I'm  twenty 
thoufand  flrong.  [Exeu 


S  C  EN  K,     Changes  to  Lady  Darling's  Houfe. 

Enter  Wildair  iuitb  letters  t  Servants  following. 
Wild.  Here,  fly  all  around,  and  bear  thefe  as  direc- 
ted ;  you  to  Weftminjler,  —  you  to  St.  'James's,  and  you 
into  the  city.  —  Tell  all  my  friends,  a  bridegroom's  joy 
invites  their  prefence.  Look  all  of  ye  like  bridegrooms 
alfo  :  all  appear  with  hofpitabk  looks,  and  bear  a  wel- 
come in  yaur  faces.  —  Tell  'em  I'm  marry'd.  If  any 
aik  to  whom,  make  no  reply;  but  tell  'em  that  I'm 
marry'd,  that  joy  fhall  crown  the  day,  and  love  the 
night.  Be  gone,  fly. 

later  Standard. 

A  thoufand  welcomes,  friend  ;  my  pleafure's  now 
complete,  fince  I  can  fhare  it  with  my  friend  :  briik  joy 
fliall  bound  from  me  to  you  ;  then  back  again  ;  and, 
like  the  fun,  grows  warmer  by  reflection. 

Stand.  You're  always  pleafant,  Sir  Barry  j  but  this 
tranfcends  yourfelf  :  whence  proceeds  it  ? 

Wild.  Canflthou  notguefs,  my  friend  ?  whence  flows 
all  earthly  joy?  what  is  the  life  of  man,  and  foul  of 
pleafure  I—  Woman  -  What  fir«  the  heart  with  tran- 
fport,  and  the  foul  with  raptures  ?  Lovely  woman 
What  is  the  mafler-ftroke  and  fmile  of  the  creation,  but 
f  harming  virtuous  woman  ?  —  When  nature  in  the  gmr 
ral    competition,    firft  brought    woman  forth,   like  :•. 

finlh'-l 
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flufh'd  poet,  ravifh'd  with  his  fancy,  with  ecftacjr  it 
tfleft  the  fair  production ! — methinks,  my  friend,  you 
relilh  not  ray  joy.  What  is  the  caufe  ? 

Stand.  Canil  thou  net  guefs. — What  is  the  bane  of 
man,  and  fcourge  of  life,  but  woman  ?— What  is  the 
heathenifh  idol  man  fets  up,  and  is  damn'd  for  worfhip- 
ing  ?  Treacherous  'woman. — What  are  thofe,  whole  eyes, 
like  bafililks,  mine  beautiful  for  fure  deftrudtion,  whofe 
fmiles  are  dangerous  as  the  grin  of  fiends,  but  falfe  de~ 
ludihg  --woman  ? — Woman !  whofe  eompofition  inverts  hu- 
manity j  their  bodies  heavenly ;  but  their  fouls  sre  clay. 

Wild.  Come,  come,  colonel,  this  is  too  much ;  I 
know  your  wrongs  receiv'd  from  Lure^vell  may  exctife 
your  refentments  againft  her.  But  it  is  unpardonable  tor 
charge  the  failings  of  a  fingle  woman  upon  the  whole 
fex. 1  have  found  one,  whofe  virtues 

Stand.  So  have  I,  Sir  Harry  ;  I  have  found  one  whofe 
pride's  above  yielding  to  a  prince.  And  if  lying,  dif-1 
fembling,  perjury  and  falmood,  be  no  breaches  in  a 
woman's  honour,  {he's  as  innocent  as  infancy. 

Wild.  Well,  colonel,  I  find  your  opinion  grou-s 
ftronger  by  oppofition ;  I  fhall  now  therefore  wave  the 
argument,  and  only  beg  you  for  this  day  to  make  a 
fhew  of  complaifance  at  leall —  Here  comes  my  charm- 
ing bride. 

Enttf  Darling  and  Angelica. 

Stand.  [Saluting  Angelica.]  I  wifh.  you,  madam,  all 
the, joys  of  love  and  fortune. 

Enttr  Clincher  junior. 

Cln.  jun.  Gentlemen  and  ladies,  I'm  juft  upon  the 
fpur,  and  have  only  a  minute  to  take  my  leave. 

Wild'  Whither  are  you  bound,  fir  ? 

Glin.  juru  Bound,  fir  1  I'm  going  to  the  Jubilee,  fir. 

Darl.  Blefs  me,  coufin !  how  came  you  by  thefe  . 
deaths? 

Clin*jj4n.  Cloaths  !  ha,  ha,  ha!  the  rareft  jeft !  ha,, . 
ha>  ha  !  Iftiall  burft,  by  Jupiter  Ammtn>  I  fliall  burftt 

DatL  What's  the  matter,  coufin  ? 

Ctiii.jun.  The  matter  f  ha,  ha,  ha!  why,  an  honeft 
porter,  ha,  ha,  hai  Kasltnock'd  out  my  brothers  brain-,. 
ha>  ha>  ha! 
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Wild.  A  very  good  jeft,  I'faith,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Clin.jun.  Ay,  fir,  but  the  jeft  of  all  is,  heknock'dout 
his  brains  with  a  hammer,  and  fo  he  is  as  dead  as  a 
door-nail,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Darl.  And  do  you  laugh,  wretch  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Laugh !  ha,  ha,  ha !  let  me  fee  e'er  a  youn- 
ger brother  in  England  that  won't  laugh  at  fuch  a  jeft. 
:   Ang.  You  appeared  a  very  fober  pious  gentleman  fome 
hours  ago. 

Clin.jun.  Plhaw,  I  was  a  fool  then :  but  now,  madam, 
I'm  a  wit ;  I  can  rake  now. — As  for  your  part,  madam, 
you  might  have  had  me  once  ! — But  now,  madam,  if  you 
Ihould  fall  to  eating  chalk,  or  gnawing  the  meets,  it  is 
none  of  my  fault,— Now,  madam— I  have  got  an  eftate, 
and  I  muft  go  to  the  Jubilee. 

Enter  Clincher  fenior  in  a  blanket. 

•  Clin.  fen.  Muft  you  fo,  rogue,  muft  ye  I  You  will  go 
to  the  Jubilee,  will  you  ? 

Clin.  > jun.  A  ghoft,  a  ghoft ! — Send  for  the  dean  and 
chapter  prefently. 

Clin.  fen.  A  ghoft !  No,  no,  firrah,  I'm  an  elder  bro- 
ther, rogue. 

.  Clin.  jun.  I  don't  care  a  farthing  for  that ;  I'm  fure 
you're  dead  in  law. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  fo,   firrah  ;   why  fo  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Becaufe,  fir,  1  can  get  a  fellow  to  fwear  he 
knock'd  out  your  brains. 

-  Wild.   An  odd  way  of  fwearing  a  man  out  of  his  life  ? 
Clin.jun.  Smellhim,  gentlemen,  he  has  adeadlyfcent 

about  him. 

Clin.  fen.  Truly  the  apprehenfions  of  death  may  have 
made  me  favour  a  little — O  Lord, — the  colonel !  the 
apprehenfions  of  him  may  make  the  favour  worfe,  I'm 
afraid . 

Clin.  jun.  In  fhort,  fir,  were  you  a  ghoft,  or  brother 
cr  devil,  I  will  go  to  the  Jubilee,  by  Jupiter  Amman. 

Stand.  Go  to  the  Jubilee,  go  the  Bear-Garden, — the 
travel  of  fuch  fools  as  you  doubly  injures  our  country  ; 
you  expofe  our  native  follies,  which  ridicule  us  among 
ftrangers,  and  return  fraught  only  with  their  vices, 
whicH  you  vend  here  for  fafhionable  gallantry  ;  -a  travel- 

ling 
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ling  fool  is  as  dangerous  as  a  home-bred  villain — Get 
you  to  your  native  plough  and  cart,  converfe  with  ani- 
mals like  yourfelves,  fheep  and  oxen ;  men  are  crex- 
tures  you  don't  underftand. 

Wild.  Let  'em  alone,  colonel,  their  folly  will  be  now 
diverting.  Come,  gentlemen,  we'll  difpute  this  point 
fome  other  time  ;  I  hear  fome  fiddles  tuning,  let's  hear 
how  they  can  entertain  us. 

A  Servant  enters  and  niubifpers  Wildair. 

Madam,  ihall  I  beg  you  to  entertain  the  company 
in  the  next  room  for  a  moment :  [To  Darling. 

Darl.  With  all  my  heart — Come,  gentlemen. 

{Exeunt  omnes  but  Wildair. 

Wild.  A  lady  to  enquire  for  me  !  who  can  this  be  ? 
Enter  Lurewell. 

O !  madam,  this  favour  is  beyond  my  expectation, 
to  come  uninvited  to  dance  at  my  wedding— What  d'ye 
gaze  at,  madam  ? 

Lure.  A  monfter — if  thou'rt  marry'd,  thou'rt  the  moft 
perjur'd  wretch  that  e'er  avouch'd  deceit. 

Wild.  Hey  dey  1  why,  madam,  I'm  fure  I  never  fwore 
to  marry  you :  I  made  indeed  a  flight  promife,  upon, 
condition  of  your  granting  me  a  fmall  favour,  but  you 
would  not  confent  you  know. 

Lure.  How  he  upbraids  me  with  my  fhame. — Can  you 
deny  your  binding  vows  when  this  appears  a  witnefs 
'gainft  your  falfhood.  \Skeiui  a  ring.]  Methinks  the, 
motto  of  this  facred  pledge  fliou'd  flam  confufion  in  your 
guilty  face — Read,  read  here  the  binding  words  of  love 
and  honour,  words  not  unknown  to  your  perfidious 
tongue, — tho'  utter  Grangers  to  your  treacherous  heart. 

Wild.  The  woman's  ftark  flaring  mad,  that's  certain. 

Lure.  Was  it  malicioufly  deiign'd  to  let  me  find  my 
mifery  when  paft  redrefs ;  to  let  me  know  you,  only  to 
know  you  falfe  ? — Had  not  curfcd  chance  (hew'd  me  the 
furprizing  motto,  I  had  been  happy — The  firft  know- 
ledge I  had  of  you  was  fatal  to  me,  and  this  fecond  worle. 

Wild.  What  the  devil  is  all  this  '.—madam,  I'm  not  ?.t 
leifure  for  raillery  at  prefent,  I  have  weighty  affcirs 
upon  my  hands ;  the  bufinefs  of  pleafure,  madam. ;  any 

other  time. — — •  [^  "•'•',£ 

D  I  Lure* 


.76        T»E  CONSTANT   COUPLE. 

Lure.  Stay,  I  conjure  you  ftay. 

Wild',  Faith  I  can't,  my  bride  expe£b  m&;  butharkV, 

when  the  honey-moon  is  over,   about  a  month  or  two 

hence,  I  may  do  you  a  fmall  favour.  [Exit. 

Lure.  Grant  me  fome  wild  expreffions,  Heavens,  or 

£  fliall  burlt — Woman's  weaknefs,  man's  falfhood,  my 

4»wn  fhame,   and  love's  difdain,    at  once  fwell  up  my 

breaft Words,  words,  or  I  fhall  burft.      [Going. 

Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  Stay,  madam,  you  need  not  fhnn  my  fight;  for 
if  you  are  a  perfect  woman,  you  have  confidence  to  out- 
face a  crime,  and  bear  the  charge  of  guilt  without  a 
blufli. 

'  Lure.  The  charge  of  guilt !  What  ?  making  a  fool  of 
you  ?  I've  don't,  and  glory  in  the  aft  ;  '  the  height  of 
f  female  juftice  were  to  make  you  all  hang  or  drown  ;' 
difFembling  to  the  prejudice  of  men  is  virtue  ;  and  every 
.look,  or  fign,  or  fmile,  or  tear  that  can  deceive,  is  me- 
jritorious. 

Stand.  Very  pretty  principles  truly — if  there  be  truth 
in  woman,  'tis  now  in  thee — Come,  madam,  you  know 
that  you're  difcovered,  and  being  ienfible  you  can't  ef- 
^ape,  you  wou'd  now  turn  to  bay. 

That  Ring,   madam,    proclaims  you  guilty.. 
Lure,  O  moniter,  villain   perfidious  villain  !   has  he 
Hold  you  ? 

Stand.  I'll  tell  it  you,  and  loudly  too. 
Lure.  O  name  it  not — yet,  fpeak  it  out,  'tis  fo  juft  a 
puniihment  for  putting  faith  in  man,  that  I  will  bear  it 
all;  «  and  let  credulous  maids,  that  truft  their  honour 

•  to  the  tongues  of  men,   that  hear   their  fhame  pro- 

*  dainx'd.' — Speak  now,  what  his   bufy  fcandal,   and 
y^ur  improving  malice  both  dare  utter. 

Stand.  Your  falfhood  can't  be  reach'd  by  malice  nor 
by  fatire  ;  your  aftions  are  the  jufteit  libel  on  your  fame 
— your  words,  your  looks,  your  tears,  I  did  believe  in 
fpite  of  common  fame.     Nay,  'gainft  mine  own  eyes,  . 
I  ftill  maintain'd  your    truth.       I  imagin'd    Wildair's 
boaftmg  of  your  favours  to  be  the  pure  reiult  of  his  own 
vanity  ;  at  lafthe  urg'd  your  taking  preients  of  him,  a*, 
a  convincing  proof  of  which  you  yelterday  from  hira  r%>*jCi. 
v  \    •  ceiv'd 
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ceiv'd  that  ring,  which  ring,  that  I  mi^ui  ue  fure  he 
gave  it,  I  lent  it  him  for  that  purpofe ! 

Lure.  Ha !    You;  lent  it  him  for  that  purpofe ! 
Stand.  Yes,  yes,  madam,  I  lent  it  him  tor  that  pur- 
pofe1—no  denying  it — I  know  it  well',  for  I  have  worn  it 
long,  and  defire  you  now,   madam,,  to  reftore  it  to  the 
juil  owner. 

Lure.  The  j uft  owner  !  think,  fir,  think  but  of  what 
importance  'tis  to  own  it ;  if  you  have  love  and  honour 
in  your  foul,  'tis  then  moft  juftly  yours ;  if  not,  you 
are  a  robber,  and  have  ftol'n  it  bafely. 

Stand.  Ha! — your  words,  like  meeting  flints,  have 
(truck  a  light  to  fhew  me  fomething  ftrange— but  tell  me 
inftantly,  is  not  your  real  name  Manly  ? 

Lure.  Anfwer  me  firft;   did  not  you  receive  this  ring 
about  twelve  years  ago  ? 
Stand.  I  did. 

Lure.  And  were  not  you  about  that  time  entertain'd 
two  nights  at  the  houfe  of  Sir  Oliver  Manly  in  Oxfordjbire  ? 
Stand.  I  was,  I  was  :  [Runs  to  her  and  embraces  her.~\ 
The  bleft  remembrance  fires  my  foul  with  tranfport — 
I  know  the  reft— you  are  the  charming  me,  and  I  the 
happy  man, 

Lure.  How  has  blind  fbrtune  {tumbled  on  the  tight ! 
bat  where  have  you  wandered  fmce  ? — 'twas  cruel  to  for- 
fake  me. 

Stand.  The  particulars  of  my  fbrtune  are  too  tedious 
now ;  but  to  difcharge  myfelf  from  the  ftain  of  diftio- 
nour,  I  muft  tell  you,  that  immediately  upon  my  return 
ro  the  univerfity,  my  elder  brother  and  I  quarrelPd :  my 
father,  to  prevent  further  mifchief,  poirs  me  away  to 
travel :  I  writ  to  you  from  Londcn-,  but  fear  the  letter 
came  not  to  your  hands. 

Lure.  I  never  had  the  leaft  account  of  you  by  letter 
or  otherwife. 

Stand.  Three  years  I  liv'd  abroad,  and  at  my  return, 
found  you  were  gone  out  of  the  kingdom,  tho'  none 
could  tell  me  whither :  milling  you  thus,  I  went  to 
Flanders,  ferv'd  my  king  till  the  peace  commenc'd  ;  then, 
fortunately  going  on  board  at  Amjlerdam,  one  fhip  tnanf- 
ported  us  both  to  England*  At  the  firtt  fight  I  lov'd,  . 

tho' 


78       THE    CONSTANT   COUPLE. 

tho*  ignorant  of  the  hidden  caafe — You  may  remember, 
madam,  that  talking  once  of  marriage,  I  told  you  I 
was  engaged ;  to  your  dear  felf  I  meant. 

Lure.  Then  men  are  ftill  moft  generous  and  brave — 
and  to  reward  your  truth,  an  eftate  of  three  thoufand 
pounds  a  year  waits  your  acceptance ;  and  if  I  can  fa- 
•  tisfy  you  in  my  paft  conducl,  *  and  the  reafons  that  en- 
«  gag'd  me  to  deceive  all  men,'  I  (hall  expeft  the  honour- 
able performance  of  your  promife,  and  that  you  will 
ftay  with  me  in  England. 

Stand.  Stay  !  nor  fame,  nor  glory,  e'er  fhall  part  us 
more.  *  My  honour  can  be  no  where  more  concerned 
than  here.' 

Enter  Wildair,  Angelica,  and  both  Clinchers. 

Oh  !  Sir  Harry,  fortune  has  afted  miracles  to  day  ; 
the  ftory's  ftrange  and  tedious,  but  all  amounts  to  this; 
that  woman's  mind  is  charming  as  her  perfon,  and  I 
am  made  a  convert  too  to  beauty. 

Wild.  I  wanted  only  this  to  make  my  pleafure  perfect. 
And  now,  madam,  we  may  dance  and  fing,  and  love 
and  kifs  in  good  earneft.  •  • 

A  dance  here.     After  the  dance,  enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  So,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  I'm  glad  to  find  you 
fo  merry  ;  is  my  nephew  gracious  among  ye  ? 

Wild.  Sir,  he  dares  not  ihew  his  face  among  fuch  ho- 
nourable company,  for  your  gracious  nephew  is 

Smug.  "What,   fir  ?  have  a  care  what  you  fay. 

Wild.  A  villain,  fir. 

Smug.  With  all  my  heart — I'll  pardon  you  the  beating 
me  for  that  very  word.  And  pray,  Sir  Harry  when 
you  fee  him  next,  tell  him  this  news  from  me,  that  I 
have  disinherited  him,  that  I  will  leave  him  as  poor  as  a 
dilbanded  quarter-mafter.  And  this  is  the  pofitive  and 
ftiff  refolution  of  threefcore  and  ten  ;  an  age  that  flicks 
as  obftinately  to  its  purpofe,  as  to  the  old  fafhion  of  its 
cloak. 

Wild.  You  fee,  madam,  [To  Angel.]  how  induftrv. 
oufly  fortune  has  punifh'd  his  offence  to  you. 

Ang.  I  can  fcarcely,  fir,  reckon  it  an  offence,  con- 
fidering  the  happy  confequence  of  it. 

S»tti£.  O  !  Sir  Harry,  he  is  as  hypocritical 
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Lure,  As  yourfelf,  Mr.  Alderman.  How  fanes  my 
good  old  nurfe,  pray  fir ? 

Smug.  O  madam,  I  fhall  be  even  with  you  before  f 
part  with  your  writings  and  money,  that  I  have  in  my 
hands. 

Stand.  A  word  with  you,  Mr.  Alderman  ;  do  you 
know  this  pocket-book  i 

Smug.  O  Lord,  it  contains  an  account  of  all  my  Se- 
cret practices  in  trading  [Afide.]  How  came  you  by  it, 
fir? 

Stand.  Sir  Harry  here  dulled  it  out  of  your  pocket,  at 
this  lady's  houfe  yefterday ;  it  contains  an  account  of 
fome  fecret  practices  in  your  merchandizing ;  among  the' 
reft,  the  counterpart  of  an  agreement  with  a  correfpon- 
dent  at  Bourdeaux,  about  tranfporting  French  wine  in 

Spanijb  cafks Firft  return  this  lady  all  her  writings, 

then  I  mall  confider  whether  I  fhall  lay  your  proceedings 
before  the  Parliament  or  not,  whofe  juftice  will  never- 
fuflfer  your  fmuggling  to  go  unpunim'd, 
Smug.  O  my  poor  fhip  and  cargo  ! 
Clin.  fen.  Hark'e,  mafter,  you  had  as  good  come  along 
with  me  to  die  Jubilee  now. 

Ang.  Come,  Mr.  Alderman,  for  once  let  a  woman 
advife  ;  wou'd  you  be  thought  an  honeft  man,  baniftx 
covetoufnefs,  that  worft  gout  of  age  :  avarice  is  a  poor 
pilfering  quality  of  the  foul,  and  will  as  certainly  cheat, 
as  a  thief  wou'd  fteal — Wou'd  you  be  thought  a  reform- 
er of  the  times,  be  lefs  fevere  in  your  cenfures,  lefs 
rigid  in  your  precepts,  and  more  ftrift  in  your  example. 
Wild.  Right,  madam,  virtue  flows  freer  from  imita- 
tion, than  compulfion  ;  of  which,  colonel,  your  con- 
verfion  and  mine  are  juft  examples. 

In  vain  are  mujly  morals  taught  in  fchoolst 
By  rigid  teachers,   and  as  rigid  rules, 
Where  virtue  with  a  frowning  afpecl  Jlands, 
And  frights  the  pupil  from  its  rough  commands . 

But  woman 

Charming  women  can  true  converts  make, 
We  Iwe  the  precepts  for  the  teacher's  fake, 
Virtue  in  them  appears  fo  bright,  fo  gay, 
We  hear  with  (ran/fort,  and  with  pride  obey. 

[Exeunt  ovtxes. 
EPILOGUE, 


>:    E    P    I    L     O    G    U    E. 

7V7O -W  all  depart  each  Ins  refpettiwe  Way, 
^  ^    Tofpend  an  Evening's  Chat  upon  the  Play\ 
Some  /fr-Hippolito's ;  one  homeward  goes. 
And  one  with  loving  /he  retirti  to  thy  Rofe. 
The  am'rous  Pair  in  all  Things  frank  and  free, 
Perhaps  may  fave  the  Play  in  Number  Three. 
The  tearing  Spark,   of  Phyllis  ought  gain  Jays, 
Breaks  th'  Drawer's  Head,  kicks  her,   and  murders.  Bays, 
To  Coffee,  feme-  retreat  tojteve  their  Pocfats, 
Others,  more  generous,  damn  the  Play  at  Locket's  ; 
JSut  there,  I  hope,  tht  Author* L  Fears  are  vain, 
Malice  ne'er  /poke  in  generous  Champaign. 
¥hat  Poet,  merits:,  an  ignoble  Death, 
Who  fears,  to  fall  wer  a  brarue  Monteth. 
The  Privilege- of  Wine  evue  only  ajk, 
Youlltajle  again,   before  you  damn  the  Plcrjk. 
Our  Author  fears  not  you',   but  thofe  he  may, 
Who  in  nld  Blood-murder  a  man  ;»  Tea. 
Thofe  Men  of  Spleen,  'who  fond  the  World  faulti  kntw  it  - 
Sit  down,  and  for  />ta'r  Two-pence  damn  a  Pott. 
Tbtir-  CritieifnJs  g  otd,   that  <uv  can  fay  for 'f, 
fhey  under jl and  a  Play — too  luell  to  pay- for* t\ 
From  Bvx  to  Sjage,  from  Stage  to-  Box  they,  run, 
FtYift.Jhal.tbe-  Play,   tbtn  damn  it  <wken  they've  don*. 
But-  nvw,   to  know  what  Fate  may  us  betide, 
Amtng  our  Friends  in  Cornhill  and  Cheapfide. 
But  thofe  I  think,   ba<ve  but  one  Rule  for  Plnyt  ; 
Thy?  II  fay.  they're  govd,   if  Jo  the  'world  but  fays. 
If  it'JhojuA  pleafc  them,   and  their  Spoufes  Antwuit,. 
ybty-Jlrait  enquire  nubat  Kind  of  M<;n's  the  Poet. 
But  from  Side-box  cwe  dread  a  fearful  Doom, 
411  the  good-natur'd  Beaux  are  gone  to  Rome. 
Yhe  Ladies  Cenfure  I'd  aJmoJi  forgot, 
yhenfor  a  Line  or  tn»o  i* engage  their  Vote: 
But  that  Way's  odd,   belo<w  our  Author's  Aim* 
No  left  than,  his  whole  Play  is  Compliment  to  them* 
For  their  Sakes  then  the  Play  can't  mi/s  fucceeding, 
Tbo*  Critics  may  want  Wit,  they  ba*ve  good  Breeding  ; 
They  won't,    I'm  fure,  forfeit  the  Ladifs  Grew, 
By  Jhewing  their  Ill-nature  to  their  Faces  ; 
Our  Bujinefs  with  good  Manners  may  be  dene, 
Flatter  us  hert,  and  damn  us  when  you  W  foitt* 
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